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KING   JOHN. 


"NOL.     IV, 


♦PERSONS  REPRESENTED, 


King  John  : 

Prince  Henry,  his  son ;  afterwards  King  Henry  III. 

Arthur,  Dukeof  Bretag'ne,  son  of  Geffrey ,  late  Duke 

of.Bretagne,  the  elder  brother  of  King  John. 
William  Mareshall,  earl  of  Pembroke. 
Geffrey  Fitz-feter,  Earl  bf  Essex,  chief  justiciary 

of  England. 
William  Longsword,  Earl  of  Salisbury. 
Robert  Bigot,  Earl  of  Norfolk. 
Hubert  de  Burgh,  chamberlain  to  the  King. 
Robert  Faulconbridge,  son  of  Sir  Robert  Faulcon~ 

bridge  : 
Philip  Faulconbridge,  his  half-brother,  bastard  son 

to  King  Richard  the  First. 
James  Gurney,  servant  to  Lady  Faulconbridge. 
Peter  of  Pomjret,  a  prophet. 

Philip,  King  of  France. 

Lewis,  the  Dauphin. 

Arch-duke  of  Austria. 

Cardinal  Pandulph,  the  Popes  legate. 

Melun,  a  French  lord. 

Chatillon,  ambassador  from  France  to  King  John. 

Elinor,  the  widow  of  King  Henry  II.  and  mother 

of  King  John. 
Constance,  mother  to  Arthur. 
Blanch,  daughter  to  Alphonso,  King  of  Castile,  and 

niece  to  King  John. 
Lady  Faulconbridge,  mother  to  the  bastard,  and 

*  Robert  Faulconbridge. 

Fords,  Ladies,  Citizens  ofAngiers,  Sheriff,  Heralds, 

Queers,  Soldiers,  Messengers,  and  other  Attendants 

Scene,  sometimes  in  England,  and  sometimes  in 

France. 


KING   JOHN. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I.     Northampton.    A  Room  of  State 
in  the  Palace. 

Enter  King  Jons,  Queen  Elinor,  Pembroke, 
Essex,  Salisbury,  and  Others,   xvith  Cha- 

T1LLON. 

King  John. 

JN  ow,  say,  Chatillon,  what  would  France  with  us  ? 

Chat.  Thus,  after  greeting,  speaks  the  king  of 
France, 
In  my  behaviour,1  to  the  majesty, 
The  borrow'd  majesty  of  England  here. 

Eli.  A  strange  beginning  ; — borrow'd  majesty  ! 

K.  John.  Silence,  good  mother  5   hear  the  em* 
bassy. 

Chat.  Philip  of  France,  in  right  and  true  behalf 
Of  thy  deceased  brother  Geffrey's  son, 
Arthur  Plantagener,  lays  most  lawful  claim 
To  this  fair  island,  and  the  territories  5 
To  Ireland,  Poictiers,  Anjou,  Touraine,  Maine  : 
Desiring  thee  to  lay  aside  the  sword, 
Which  sways  usurpingly  these  several  titles ; 
And  put  the  same  into  young  Arthur's  hand, 
Thy  nephew,  and  right  royal  sovereign. 

K.  John.  What  follows,  if  we  disallow  of  this  ? 

Chat.  The  proud  control  of  fierce  and  bloody- 
war, 

*-gl*iv.  c 

1  \i\  the  manner  I  now  d&. 


4  KING  JOHN.  Act  J, 

To  enforce  these  rights  so  forcibly  withheld. 
K.  John.  Here  have  we  war  for  war,  and  blood 

for  blood, 
Controlment  for  controlment :  so  answer  France. 
Chat.  Then  take  my  king's  defiance  from  my 

mouth, 
The  furthest  limit  of  my  embassy. 

K .  John .  Bear  mine  to  him,  and  so  depart  in  peace : 
Be  thou  as  lightning  in  the  eyes  of  France  $ 
For  ere  thou  canst  report  I  will  be  there, 
The  thunder  of  my  cannon  shall  be  heard  : 
So,  hence  !  Be  thou  the  trumpet  of  our  wrath, 
And  sullen  presage  of  your  own  decay. — 
An  honourable  conduct  let  him  have  : — 
Pembroke,  look  to't :  Farewell,  Chatillon. 

[Exeunt  Chatillon  and  Pembroke. 
Eli.  What  now,  my  son  ?  have  I  not  ever  said, 
How  that  ambitious  Constance  would  not  cease. 
Till  she  had  kindled  France,  and  all  the  world, 
Upon  the  right  and  party  of  her  son  ? 
This  might  have  been  prevented,  and  made  whole, 
With  very  easy  arguments  of  love ; 
Which  now  the  manage2  of  two  kingdoms  must 
With  fearful  bloody  issue  arbitrate. 

K.  John.  Our  strong  possession,  and  our  right, 

for  us. 
Eli.  Your  strong  possession,  much  more  than 

your  right ; 
Or  else  it  must  go  wrong  with  you,  and  me  : 
So  much  my  conscience  whispers  in  your  ear ; 
Which  none  but  heaven,  and  you,  and  I,  shall  hear. 

Enter  the  Sheriff  of  Northamptonshire,  xvho  %vhis~ 
pers  Essex. 

Essex.  My  liege,  here  is  the  strangest  contro- 
versy, 

*  Conduct,  administration* 


Scene  I.  king  john.  5 

Come  from  the  country  to  be  judg'd  by  you, 
That  e'er  I  heard  :  Shall  I  produce  the  men  ? 

K.  John.  Let  them  approach. —    [Exit  Sheriff. 
Our  abbies,  and  our  priories,  shall  pay 

Re-enter  Sheriff  w#A  Robert  Faulconbridge, 
and  Philip,  his  bastard  Brother. 

This  expedition's  charge. — What  men  are  you  ? 

Bast .  Your  faithful  subject  I,  a  gentleman, 
Born  in  Northamptonshire  $  and  eldest  son^ 
As  I  suppose,  to  Robert  Faulconbridge  5 
A  soldier,  by  the  honour-giving  hand 
Of  Cceur- de-lion  knighted  in  the  field, 

K .  John.  What  art  thou  ? 

Rob.  The  son  and  heir  to  that  same  Faulcon* 
bridge. 

K.  John.  Is  that  the  elder,  and  art  thou  the  heir  ? 
You  came  not  of  one  mother  then,  it  seems. 

Bast.  Most  certain  of  one  mother,  mighty  king, 
That  is  well  known ;  and,  as  I  think,  one  father : 
But,  for  the  certain  knowledge  of  that  truth, 
I  put  you  o'er  to  heaven,  and  to  my  mother  $ 
Of  that  I  doubt,  as  all  men's  children  may. 

Eli.  Out  on  thee,  rude  man  !  thou  dost  shame 
thy  mother, 
And  wound  her  honour  with  this  diffidence. 

Bast .  I  madam  ?  no,  I  have  no  reason  for  it ; 
That  is  my  brother's  plea,  and  none  of  minej 
The  which  if  he  can  prove,  'a  pops  me  out 
At  least  from  fair  five  hundred  pound  a  year  : 
Heaven  guard  my  mother's  honour,  and  my  land  ! 

K.  John.  A  good  blunt  fellow  : — Why,  being 
younger  born, 
Doth  he  lay  claim  to  thine  inheritance  ? 

Bast.   I  know  not  why,  except  to  get  the  land. 
But  once  he  slander'd  me  with  bastardy : 

c2 


6  KING    JOHN.  Ad  7. 

But  whe'r*  I  be  as  true-begot,  or  no, 

That  still  I  lay  upon  my  mother's  head ; 

But,  that  I  am  as  well  begot,  my  liege, 

(Fair  fall  the  bones  that  took  the  pains  for  me  !) 

Compare  our  faces,  and  be  judge  yourself. 

If  old  sir  Robert  did  beget  hs  both, 

And  were  our  father,  and  this  son  like  him  ;— 

0  old  sir  Robert,  father,  on  my  knee 

1  give  heaven  thanks,  I  was  not  like  to  thee. 

K.  John,  Why,  what  a  madcap  hath  heaven  lent 
us  here  ! 

Eli.  He  hath  a  trick4  of  Coeur-de-1  ion's  face, 
The  accent  of  his  tongue  affecteth  him : 
Do  you  not  read  some  tokens  of  my  son 
In  the  large  composition  of  this  man  ? 

K.  John.  Mine  eye  hath  well  examined  his  parts, 

And  rinds  them  perfect  Richard. Sirrah,  speak, 

What  doth  move  you  to  claim  your  brother's  land  ? 

Bast*  Because   he  hath   a  half-face,   like  my 
father  \ 
With  that  half-face  would  he  have  all  my  land  : 
A  half-faced  groat  five  hundred  pound  a  year  ! 

Rob.  My  gracious  liege,  when  that  my  father 
liv'd, 
Your  brother  did  employ  my  father  much  ; — 
t    Bast.  Well,  sir,  by  this  you  cannot  get  my  land  j 
Your  tale  must  be,  how  he  employ'd  my  mother. 

Rob.  And  once  despatched  him  in  an  embassy 
To  Germany,  there,  with  the  emperor, 
To  treat  of  high  affairs  touching  that  time :  % 

The  advantage  of  his  absence  took  the  king, 
And  in  the  mean  time  sojourn'd  at  my  father's ; 
Where  how  he  did  prevail,  I  shame  to  speak : 
But  truth  is  truth  5  large  lengths  of  seas  and  shores 
Between  my  father  and  my  mother  lay, 
(As  I  have  heard  my  father  speak  himself,) 
3  Whether.  *  Trace,  outline. 


Scene  I.  kin-g  johx,  f 

When  this  same  lusty  gentleman  was  got. 
Upon  his  death-bed  he  by  will  bequeath'd 
His  hinds  tome;  and  took  it,  on  his  death, 
That  this,  my  mother's  son,  was  none  of  his  5 
Ami,  if  he  were,  he  came  into  the  world 
Full  fourteen  weeks  before  the  course  of  time. 
Then,  good  my  liege,  let  me  have  what  is  mine,* 
My  father's  land,  as  was  my  father's  will. 

K.  John.'  Sirrah,  your  brother  is  legitimate  9 
Your  father's  wife  did  after  wedlock  bear  him  : 
And,  if  she  did  play  false,  the  fault  was  hers  ; 
Which  fault  Ties  on  the  hazards  of  all  husbands 
That  marry  wives.     Tell  me,  how  if  my  brother 
Who,  as  you  say,  took  pains  to  get  this  son, 
Had  of  your  father  claim'd  this  son  for  his  ? 
In  sooth,  good  friend,  your  father  might  have 

kept 
This  calf,  bred  from  his  cow,  from  all  the  world ; 
In  sooth,  he  might :  then,  if  he  were  my  brother's, 
My  brother  might  not  claim  him  5  nor  your  father, 
Being  none  of  his,  refuse  him:  This  concludes,— • 
My  mother's  son  did  get  your  father's  heir  ; 
Your  father's  heir  must  have  your  father's  land. 

Rob.  Shall  then  my  father's  will  be  of  no  force, 
To  dispossess  that  child  which  is  not  his  ? 

Bast.  Of  no  more  force  to  dispossess  me,  sir, 
Than  was  his  will  to  get  me,  as  I  think. 

Eli.  Whether  hadst  thou  rather, — be  a  Faulcon- 
bridge, 
And  like  thy  brother,  to  enjoy  thy  land ; 
Or  the  reputed  son  of  Cceur-de-lion, 
Lord  of  thy  presence,5  and  no  land  beside  ? 

Bast.  Madam,  an  if  my  brother  had  my  shape, 
And  I  had  his,  sir  Robert  his,  like  him  ; 
And  if  my  legs  were  two  such  riding-rods, 
My  arms  such  eel -skins  stuff'd;  my  face  so  thin, 
5  Dignity  of  appearance. 
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That  in  mine  ear  I  durst  not  stick  a  rose, 

Lest  men  should  say,  Look,  where  three-farthings 

gbes  ! 
And,  to  his  shape,  were  heir  to  all  this  land, 
'Would  I  might  never  stir  from  off  this  place, 
I'd  give  it  every  foot  to  have  this  face ; 
I  would  not  be  sir  Nob  6  in  any  case. 

Eli.  I  like  thee  well  5  Wilt  thou  forsake  thy  for* 
tune, 
Bequeath  thy  land  to  him,  and  follow  me  ? 
I  am  a  soldier,  and  now  bound  to  France. 

Bast .  Brother,  take  you  my  land,  111  take  my 
chance : 
Your  face  hath  got  five  hundred  pounds  a  year  5 
Yet  sell  your  face  for  five  pence,  and  'tis  dear.— • 
Madam,  I'll  follow  you  unto  the  death. 

Eli.  Nay,  I  would  have  you  go  before  me  thither. 

Bast .  Our  country  manners  give  our  betters  way. 

K.  John.  What  is  thy  name  ? 

Bast.  Philip,  my  liege;  so  is  my  name  begun j 
Philip,  good  old  sir  Robert's  wife's  eldest  son. 

K.  John.  From  henceforth  bear  his  name  whose 
form  thou  bear'st : 
Kneel  thou  down  Philip,  but  arise  more  great : 
Arise  sir  Richard,  and  Plantagenet. 

Bast.  Brother,  by  the  mother's  side,  give  me 
your  hand ; 
My  father  gave  me  honour,  yours  gave  land  :— 
Now  blessed  be  the  hour,  by  night  or  day, 
When  I  was  got,  sir  Robert  was  away. 

Eli.  The  very  spirit  of  Plantagenet  !  — 
I  am  thy  grandame,  Richard  :  call  me  so. 

Bast.  Madam,  by  chance,  but  not  by  truth : 
What  though  ? 
Something  about,  a  little  from  the  right, 

In  at  the  window,  or  else  o'er  the  hatch  : 
«  Robert. 


Scene  I.  kixg  joiin,  JJ 

Who  dares  not  stir  by  day,  must  walk  by  nighf ; 

And  have  is  have,  however  men  do  catch  : 
Near  or  far  off,  well  won  is  still  well  shot  5 
And  I  am  I,  howe'er  I  was  begot. 

K.John.  Go,  Faulconbridge  5  now  hast  mouthy 

desire, 

A  landless  knight  makes  thee  a  landed  'squire.— 

Come,  madam,  and  come,  Richard  -,  we  must  speed 

For  France,  for  France  -,  for  it  is  more  than  need. 

Bast.  Brother,  adieu  j  Good  fortune  come  to  thee ! 
For  thou  wast  got  i'the  way  of  honesty. 

[Exeunt  all  but  the  Bastard, 
A  foot  of  honour  better  than  I  was  5 
But  many  a  foot  of  land  the  worse. 

Well,  now  can  I  make  any  Joan  a  lady  .— 

Good  den,1  sir  Richard, — God-a-mercy,  felloto  ;— • 
And  if  his  name  be  George,  I'll  call  him  Peter : 
For  new-made  honour  doth  forget  mens  names j 
*Tis  too  respective,8  and  too  sociable, 
For  your  conversion.9     Now  your  traveller, — 
He  and  his  tooth-pick  at  my  worship's  mess  $ 
And  when  my  knightly  stomach  is  suffie'd^ 
Why  then  I  suck  my  teeth,  and  catechise 

My  picked  man  of  countries  :  r~ My  dear  sir^ 

(Thus,  leaning  on  mine  elbow,  I  begin,) 

I  shall  beseech  you — That  is  question  now  ; 

And  then  comes  answer  like  an  ABC-book  :  2-~ 

O  sir,  says  answer,  at  your  best  cormnand  ; 

At  your  employment ;  at  your  service,  sir  :■■--    - 

jYo,  sir,  says  question,  /,  sweet  sir,  at  yours  : 

And  so,  ere  answer  knows  what  question  would, 

(Saving  in  dialogue  of  compliment  $ 

And  talking  of  the  Alps,  and  Appenines, 

The  Pyrenean,  and  the  river  Po,) 

It  draws  toward  supper  in  conclusion  so* 

?  Good  evening.  8  Respectable.  9  Change  ftf 

soaditwn.      *  M> 'travelled  .fop.      *  Catechism, 


10  KING    JOHX.  Jet  I. 

But  this  is  worshipful  society, 

And  fits  the  mounting  spirit,  like  myself: 

For  he  is  but  a  bastard  to  the  time, 

That  doth  not  smack  of  observation  ; 

(And  so  am  I,  whether  I  smack,  or  no  5) 

And  not  alone  in  habit  and  device, 

Exterior  form,  outward  accoutrement ; 

But  from  the  inward  motion  to  deliver 

Sweet,  sweet,  sweet  poison  for  the  age's  tooth : 

Which,  though  I  will  not  practise  to  deceive, 

Yet,  to  avoid  deceit,  I  mean  to  learn 5 

For  it  shall  strew  the  footsteps  of  my  rising. — 

But  who  comes  in  such  haste,  in  riding  robes  ? 

What  woman-post  is  this  ?  hath  she  no  husband, 

That  will  take  pains  to  blow  a  horn  before  her  ? 

Enter  Lady  Fa ulcon bridge  and  James 

GuilNEY. 

O  me !  it  is  my  mother  : — How  now,  good  lady? 
What  brings  you  here  to  court  so  hastily. 

Lady  F.  Where  is  that  slave,  thy  brother?  where 
is  he  ? 
That  holds  in  chase  mine  honour  up  and  down  ? 

Bast.  My  brother  Robert  r  old  sir  Robert's  son? 
Colbrand  .the  giant,  that  same  mighty  man  t 
Is  it  sir  Robert's  son,  that  you  seek  so  ? 

Lady  F.  Sir  Robert's  son  !  Ay,  thou  unreverend 
boy, 
Sir  Robert's  son  :  Why  scorn'st  thou  at  sir  Robert? 
He  is  sir  Robert's  son  ;  and  so  art  thou. 

Bast.  James  Gurney,  wilt  thou  give  us  leave  a 

while  ? 
Gur.  Good  leave,  good  Philip. 
Bast.  Philip  ? — sparrow  ! — James, 

There's  toys  abroad  >?  anon  I'll  tell  thee  more. 

[Exit  Guryev* 
5  3  |dlc  report*. 


Scene  I.  king  jflfitf.  II 

Madam,  I  w&s  not  old  sir  Robert's  son  ; 
Sir  Robert  might  have  eat  his  part  in  me 
Upon  Good-friday,  and  ne'er  broke  his  fast : 
Sir  Robert  could  do  well ;  Many,  (to  confess  !) 
Could  he  get  me  ?  Sir  Robert  could  not  do  it  5 
We  know  his  handy-work: — Therefore,  good  mo- 
ther, 
To  whom  am  I  beholden  for  these  limbs  ? 
Sir  Robert  never  holp  to  make  this  leg. 

Lady  F.  Hast  thou  conspired  with  thy  brother 
too, 
That  for  thine  own  gain  should'st  defend  mine  ho- 
nour ? 
What   means   this    scorn,    thou  most  untoward 
knave? 
Bad.  Knight,  knight,  good  mother, — Basilisco- 
like :  4 
What !  I  am  dubb'd  ;  I  have  it  on  my  shoulder. 
But,  mother,  I  am  not  sir  Robert's  son  ; 
I  have  disclaimed  sir  Robert^  and  my  land; 
Legitimation,  name,  and  all  is  gone : 
Then,  good  my  mother,  let  me  know  my  father ; 
Some  proper  man,  I  hope ,   Who  was  it,  mo- 
ther ? 
Lady  F.  Hast  thou  denied  thyself  a  Faulcon- 

bridge  ? 
Bast.  As  faithfully  as  I  deny  the  devil. 
Lady  F.  King  Richard  Coeur-de-lion  was  thy 
father ; 
By  long  and  vehement  suit  I  was  sedue'd 

To  make  room  for  him  in  my  husband's  bed : 

Heaven  lay  not  my  transgression  to  my  charge  I 
Thou  art  the  issue  of  my  dear  offence, 
Which  was  so  strongly  urg'd,  past  my  defence. 
Ba.rf.  Now,  by  this  light,  were  I  to  get  again, 
vol.  IV.  d 

*  A  character  in  an  old  Drama  called  Soliman  and  Persed*. 


12  KINC*   JOHN.  Act  IT. 

Madam,  I  would  not  wish  a  better  father. 
Some  sins  do  bear  their  privilege  on  earth, 
And  so  doth  yours  5  your  fault  was  not  your  folly: 
Needs  must  you  lay  your  heart  at  his  dispose,-— 
Subjected  tribute  to  commanding  love,—* 
Against  whose  fury  and  unmatched  force 
The  awless  lion  could  not  wage  the  fight, 
Nor  keep  his  princely  heart  from  Richard's  hand. 
He,  that  perforce  robs  lions  of  their  hearts, 
May  easily  win  a  woman's.     Ay,  my  mother. 
With  all  my  heart  I  thank  thee  for  my  father ! 
Who  lives  and  dares  but  say,  thou  didst  not  well 
When  I  was  got,  1*11  send  his  soul  to  hell. 
Come,  lady,  I  will  show  thee  to  my  kin ; 

And  they  shall  say,  when  Richard  me  begot, 
If  thou  hadst  said  him  nay,  it  had  been  sin  : 

Who  says  it  was,  he  lies  j  I  say,  'twas  not. 

[Exeunt  % 

ACT  II. 

SCENE  I.   France.    Before  the  Walls  of  Anglers, 

Enter,  on  one  side,  the  Archduke  of  Austria,  and 
Forces ;  on  the  other,  Philip,  King  of  France, 
and  Forces}  Lewis,  Constance,  Arthur, 
and  Attendants. 

Lew.  Before  Angiers  well  met,  brave  Austria. —* 
Arthur,  that  great  fore-runner  of  thy  blood, 
Richard,  that  robb'd  the  lion  of  his  heart, 
And  fought  the  holy  wars  in  Palestine, 
By  this  brave  duke  came  early  to  his  grave : 
And,  for  amends  to  his  posterity, 
At  our  importance,5  hither  is  he  come, 
To  spread  his  colours,  boy,  in  thy  behalf | 
And  to  rebuke  the  usurpation 
i  5  Importunity. 
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Of  thy  unnatural  uncle,  English  John  : 
Embrace  him,  love  him,  give  him  welcome  hither. 

Avth.  God  shall  forgive  you  Cceur-de-lion's  death, 
The  rather,  that  you  give  his  offspring  life, 
Shadowing  their  right  under  your  wings  of  war  : 
I  give  you  welcome  with  a  powerless  hand, 
But  with  a  heart  full  of  unstained  love : 
Welcome  before  the  gates  of  Angiers,  duke. 

Lew.  A  noble  boy!  Who  would  not  do  thee 
right  ? 

Aust.  Upon  thy  cheek  lay  I  this  zealous  kiss, 
As  seal  to  this  indenture  of  my  love  $ 
That  to  my  home  I  will  no  more  return, 
Till  Angiers,  and  the  right  thou  hast  in  France, 
Together  with  that  pale,  that  white-fac'd  shore, 
Whose  foot  spurns  b?xk  the  ocean's  roaring  tides^ 
And  coops  from  other  lands  her  islanders, 
Even  till  that  England,  hedg'd  in  with  the  main, 
That  water-walled  bulwark,  still  secure 
And  confident  from  foreign  purposes, 
Even  till  that  utmost  corner  of  the  west 
Salute  thee  for  her  king  :  till  then,  fair  boy, 
Will  I  not  think  of  home,  but  follow  arms. 

Const.  O,  take  his  mother's  thanks,  a  widow's 
thanks, 
Till  your  strong  hand  shall  help  to  give  him  strength. 
To  make  a  more  requital  to  your  love. 

Aust.  The  peace  of  heaven  is  theirs,  that  lift 
their  swords 
In  such  a  just  and  charitable  war. 

K.  Phi.  Well  then,  to  work  -7  our  cannon  shall 
be  bent 
Against  the  brows  of  this  resisting  town.— «— » 
Call  for  our  chiefest  men  of  discipline, 
To  cull  the  plots  of  best  advantages  : 6— 

d  2 
•  Bast  stations  to  ovcr-awc  the  town* 
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We'll  lay  before  this  town  our  royal  bones, 
Wade  to  the  market-place  in  Frenchmen's  blood, 
But  we  will  make  it  subject  to  this  boy. 

Const.  Stay  for  an  answer  to  your  embassy, 
Lest  unndvis'd  you  stain  your  swords  with  blood  : 
My  lord  Chatillon  may  from  England  bring 
That  right  in  peace,  which  here  we  urge  in  war  j 
And  then  we  shall  repent  each  drop  of  blood. 
That  hot  rash  haste  so  indirectly  shed. 

Enter  Chatillon. 

K\  Phi  A  wonder,  lady  ! — lo,  upon  thy  wish, 
Our  messenger, Chatillon  is  arrived. — 
What  England  says,  say  briefly,  gentle  lord, 
We  coldly  pause  for  thee  ;  Chatillon,  speak. 

Chat.  Then  turn  your  forces  from  this  paltry 
siege, 
And  stir  them  up  against  a  mightier  task. 
England,  impatient  of  your  just  demands, 
Hath  put  himself  in  arms  5  the  adverse  winds, 
Whose  leisure  I  have  staid,  have  given  him  time 
To  land  his  legions  all  as  soon  as  I  : 
His  marches  are  expedient7  to  this  town, 
His  forces  strong,  his  soldiers  confident. 
With  him  along  is  come  the  mother-queen, 
An  Ate,8  stirring  him  to  blood  and  strife ; 
With  her  her  niece,  the  lady  Blanch  of  Spain  j 
With  them  a  bastard  of  the  king  deceas'd  : 
And  all  the  unsettled  humours  of  the  land,— 
Rash,  inconsiderate,  fiery  voluntaries, 
With  ladies'  faces,  and  fierce  dragons*  spleens, — 
Have  sold  their  fortunes  at  their  native  homes, 
Bearing  their  birthrights  proudly  on  their  backs, 
To  make  a  hazard  of  new  fortunes  here. 
In  brief,  a  braver  choice  of  dauntless  spirits, 
Than  now  the  English  bottoms  have  waft  o'er, 
7  Immediate,  expeditious.        *The  Goddess  of  Keven&e. 
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Did  never  float  upon  the  swelling  tide, 
To  do  offence  and  scatb9  in  Christendom. 
The  interruption  of  their  churlish  drums 

[Drums  beat. 
Cuts  off  more  circumstance  :  they  are  at  hand. 
To  parley,  or  to  fight  3  therefore,  prepare. 

A .  Phil  How  much  unlook'd  for  is  this  expedi- 
tion ! 

Aust.  By  how  much  unexpected,  by  so  much 
We  must  awake  endeavour  for  defence ; 
For  courage  mounteth  with  occasion  : 
Let  them  be  welcome  then,  we  are  prepared. 

Enter  King  Jo  h  n  ,  E  t,  1  n  0  r  ,  B'l  a n c h,  t he  Bastard, 
P  k  M  b  r  ( )  k  k,  and  Forces. 

K.John.  Peace  be  to  France 5    if   France  in 
peace  permit 
Our  just  and  iineal  entrance  to  our  own  ! 
If  not  j  bleed  France,  and  peace  ascend  to  heaven  ! 
Whiles  we,  God  s  wrathful  agent,  do  correct 
Their  proud  contempt  that  beat  his  peace  to  heaven. 

K.  Phi.  Peace  be  to  England  ;  if  that  war  return 
From  France  to  England,  there  to  live  in  peace  ! 
England  we  love  ;   and,  for  that  England's  sake. 
With  burden  of  our  armour  here  we  sweat : 
This  toil  of  ours  should  be  a  work  of  thine  5 
But  thou  from  loviug  England  art  so  far, 
That  thou  hast  under- wrought l  his  lawful  king, 
Cutoff  the  sequence2  of  posterity, 
Outfaced  infant  state,  and  done  a  rape 
Upon  the  maiden  virtue  of  the  crown. 
Look  here  upon  thy  brother  Geffrey's  face; — 
These  eyes,  these  brows,  were  moulded  out  of  his : 
This  little  abstract  doth  contain  that  large, 
Which  died  in  Geffrey  ;  and  the  hand  of  time 
~  D  3 
5  Mischief.        *  Undermined.        *  Succession* 
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Shall  draw  this  brief  *  into  as  huge  a  volumei 
That  Geffrey  was  thy  elder  brother  born, 
And  this  his  son  ;  England  was  Geffrey's  right, 
And  this  is  Geffrey's  :  In  the  name  of  God, 
How  comes  it  then,  that  thou  art  call'd  a  king, 
When  living  blood  doth  in  these  temples  beat, 
Which  owe  the  crown  that  thou  o'ermasterest  ? 
K.  John.  From  whom  hast  thou  this  great  com* 
mission,  France, 
To  draw  my  answer  from  thy  articles  ? 

K.  Phi.  From  that  supernal4  judge,  that  stirs 
good  thoughts 
In  any  breast  of  strong  authority, 
To  look  into  the  blots  and  stains  of  right. 
That  judge  hath  made  me  guardian  to  this  boy  : 
Under  whose  warrant,  I  impeach  thy  wrong  $ 
And,  by  whose  help,  1  mean  to  chastise  it. 
X.  John,  Alack,  thou  dost  usurp  authority.. 
K.  Phi.  Excuse  \  it  is  to  beat  usurping  down. 
Eli.  Who  is  it,  thou  dost  call  usurper,  France } 
Const.  Let  me  make  answer; — thy  usurping  son. 
Eli.  Out,  insolent !  thy  bastard  shall  be  king ; 
That  thou  may'st  be  a  queen,  and  check  the  world ! 

Const.  My  bed  was  ever  to  thy  son  as  true, 
As  thine  was  to  thy  husband  :  and  this  boy 
Liker  in  feature  toJhis  father  Geffrey, 
Than  thou  and  John  in  manners ;  being  as  like, 
^As  rain  to  water,  or  devil  to  his  dam. 
<My  boy  a  bastard!  By  my  soul,  I  think, 
His  father  never  was  so  true  begot  -, 
It  cannot  be,  an  if  thou  wert  his  mother.. 

Eli.  There's  a  good  mother,  boy,  that  blots  thy 

father. 
Const.   There's   a  good  grandam,    boy,    that 

would  blot  thee. 
Arst.  Peace! 

3  A  short  writing*  4  Celestial. 
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Bast .        Hear  the  crier. 

^w«tf .  What  the  devil  art  thou  ? 

Bast.  One  that  will  play  the  devil,  sir,  with  you, 
An  'a  may  catch  your  hide  and  you  alone. 
You  are  the  hare  of  whom  the  proverb  goes, 
Whose  valour  plucks  dead  lions  by  the  beard  ; 
I'll  smoke  your  skin-coat,5  an  I  catch  you  right  $ 
Sirrah,  look  to't  5  i'faith,  I  will,  i'faith. 

Blanch.  O,  well  did  he  become  that  lion's  robe, 
That  did  disrobe  the  lion  of  that  robe  ! 

Bast.  It  lies  as  sightly  on  the  back  of  him, 
As  great  Alcides*  shoes  upon  an  ass  : — 
But,  ass,  I'll  take  that  burden  from  your  back ; 
Or  lay  on  that,  shall  make  your  shoulders  crack. 

Aust.  Wha^  cracker  is  this  same,  that  deafs  our 
ears 
With  this  abundance  of  superfluous  breath  ? 

K.  Phi.  Lewis,    determine  what  we  shall  do 
straight. 

Lexv.  Women  and  fools,  break  off  your  con- 
ference.— 
King  John,  this  is  the  very  sum  of  all,— 
England,  and  Ireland,  Anjou,  Touraine,  Maine, 
In  right  of  Arthur  do  I  claim  of  thee  : 
Wilt  thou  resign  them,  and  lay  down  thy  arms  ? 

K.  John.   My  life  as  soon : — I  do  defy  thee, 
France. 
Arthur  of  Bretagne,  yield  thee  to  my  hand ; 
And,  out  of  my  dear  love,  I'll  give  thee  more 
Than  e'er  the  coward  hand  of  France  can  win  : 
Submit  thee,  boy. 

Eli.  Come  to  thy  grandam,  child. 

Const.  Do,  child,  go  to  it'  grandarn,  child  j 
Give  grandarn  kingdom,  and  it*  grandam  will 
Give  it  a  plum,  a  cherry,  and  a  fig  : 
There's  a  good  grandam.    / 

5  Austria  wears  si  lion's  skim 
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Arth.  Good  my  mother,  peace ! 

I  would,  that  I  were  low  laid  in  my  grave  ; 
I  am  not  worth  this  coil6  that's  made  for  me. 

Eli  His  mother  shames  him  so,  poor  boy,  Jhe 
weeps. 

Const.  Now  shame  upon  you,  whe'r"  she  does, 
or  no  ! 
His  grandam's  wrongs,  and  not  his  mother's  shames, 
Draw  those  heaven-moving  pearls  from  his  poor 

eyes, 
Which  heaven  shall  take  in  nature  of  a  fee  j 
Ay,  with  these  crystal  beads  heaven  shall  be  brib'd 
To  do  him  justice,  and  revenge  on  you. 

Eli.   Thou  monstrous  slanderer  of  heaven  and 
earth  ! 

Const.  Thou  monstrous  injurer  of  heaven  and 
earth  ! 
Call  not  me  slanderer ;  thou,  and  thine,  usurp 
The  dominations,  royalties,  and  rights, 
Of  this  oppressed  boy :  This  is  thy  eldest  son's  son, 
Infortunate  in  nothing  but  in  thee  5 
Thy  sins  are  visited  in  this  poor  child  j 
The  cannon  of  the  law  is  laid  on  him, 
Being  but  the  second  generation 
Removed  from  thy  sin-conceiving  womb. 

K.  John.  Bedlam,  have  done. 

Const.  I  have  but  this  to  say,— % 

That  he's  not  only  plagued  for  her  sin, 
But  God  hath  made  her  sin  and  her  the  plag 
On  this  removed  issue,  plagud  for  her, 
And  with  her  plague,  her  sin  $  his  injury 
Her  injury, — the  beadle  to  her  sin  ; 
All  punish'd  in  the  person  of  this  child, 
And  all  for  her  5  A  plague  upon  her  ! 

Eli.  Thou  unadvised  scold,  I  can  produce 
A  will,  that  bars  the  title  of  thy  son. 
*  Bustle,  1  Whether, 
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Const.  Ay,  who  doubts  that?  a  will!  a  wicked 
will  -, 
A  woman's  will;  a  canker' d  grandam's  will ! 

K.  Phi.    Peace,  lady  5  pause,  or  be  more  tem- 
perate : 
It  ill  beseems  this  presence,  to  cry  aim8 
To  these  ill- tuned  repetitions. — 
Some  trumpet  summon  hither  to  the  walls 
These  men  of  Angiers ;  1st  us  hear  them  speak, 
Whoee  title  they  admit,  Arthur's  or  John's. 

Trumpets  sound.     Enter  Citizens  upon  the  walls. 

1  Cit.  Who  is  it,  that  hath  warn'd  us  to  the 
walls  ? 

K.  Phi  Tis  France,  for  England. 

K.  John.  England,  for  itself: 

You  men  of  Angiers,  and  my  loving  subjects, — 

K.  Phi.  You  loving  men  of  Angiers,  Arthur's 
subjects, 
Our  trumpet  calld  you  to  this  gentle  parle.9 

K.  John.  For  our  advantage ; — Therefore,  hear 

us  first. 

These  flags  of  France,  that  are  advanced  here 
Before  the  eye  and  prospect  of  your  town, 
Have  hither  march'd  to  your  endamagement : 
The  cannons  have  their  bowels  full  of  wrath  j 
And  ready  mounted  are  they,  to  spit  forth 
Their  iron  indignation  'gainst  your  walls  : 
All  preparation  for  a  bloody  siege, 
And  merciless  proceeding  by  these  French, 
Confront  your  city's  eyes,  your  winking  gates  ; 
And,  but  for  our  approach,  those  sleeping  stones, 
That  as  a  waist  do  girdle  you  about, 
By  the  compulsion  of  their  ordnance 
By  this  time  from  their  fixed  beds  of  lime 
Had  been  dishabited,  and  wide  havock  made 
8  To  encourage.  9  Conference. 
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For  bloody  power  to  rush  upon  your  peace. 
But,  on  the  sight  of  us,  your  lawful  king, — — 
Who  painfully,  with  much  expedient  march, 
Have  brought  a  countercheck  before  your  gates, 
To  save  unscratch'd  your  city's  threaten'd  cheeks,-— 
Behold,  the  French,  amaz'd,  vouchsafe  a  parle : 
And  now,  instead  of  bullets  wrapp'd  in  fire, 
To  make  a  shaking  fever  in  your  walls, 
They  shoot  but  calm  words,  folded  up  in  smoke, 
To  make  a  faithless  error  in  your  ears : 
Which  trust  accordingly,  kind  citizens, 
And  let  us  in,  your  king ;  whose  laboured  spirit5> 
Forwearied1  in  this  action  of  swift  speed, 
Crave  harbourage  within  your  city  walls. 

K.  Phi.  When  I  have  said,  make  answer  to  us 
both. 
Lo,  in  this  right  hand,  whose  protection 
Is  most  divinely  vow'd  upon  the  right 
Of  him  it  holds,  stands  young  Plantagenetj 
Son  to  the  elder  brother  of  this  man, 
And  king  o'er  him,  and  all  that  he  enjoys: 
For  this  down-trodden  equity,  we  tread 
In  warlike  march  these  greens  before  your  townj 
Being  no  further  enemy  to  you, 
Than  the  constraint  of  hospitable  zeal, 
In  the  relief  of  this  oppressed  child, 
Religiously  provokes.     Be  pleased  then 
To  pay  that  duty,  which  you  truly  owe, 
To  him  that  owes2  it  -,  namely,  this  young  prince: 
And  then  our  arms,  like  to  a  muzzled  bean, 
Save  in  aspect,  have  all  offence  seal'd  up  ; 
Our  cannons'  malice  vainly  shall  be  spent 
Against  the  invulnerable  clouds  of  heaven  \ 
And,  with  a  blessed  and  unvex'd  retire, 
With  unliack'd  swords,  and  helmets  all  unbruis'd, 
We  will  bear  home  that  lusty  blood  again, 
*  Worn  out.  a  Owns. 
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Which  here  we  came  to  spout  against  your  town, 
And  leave  your  children,  wives,  and  you,  in  peace. 
But  if  you  fondly  pass  our  proffer' d  offer, 
'Tis  not  the  roundure*  of  your  old-fae'd  walls 
Can  hide  you  from  our  messengers  of  war ; 
Though  all  these  English,  and  their  discipline> 
Were  harbour'd  in  their  rude  circumference. 
Then,  tell  us,  shall  your  city  call  us  lord, 
In  that  behalf  which  we  have  challenged  it  ? 
Or  shall  we  give  the  signal  to  our  rage, 
And  stalk  in  blood  to •  our  possession  ? 

1  Cit.  In  brief,  we  are  the  king  of  England's 
subjects  5 
For  him,  and  in  his  right,  we  hold  this  town. 
K.  John.  Acknowledge  then  the  king,  and  let 

me  in. 
1  Cit.  That  can  we  not:  but  he  that  proves  the 
king, 
To  him  will  we  prove  loyal  $  till  that  time, 
Have  we  ramm'd  up  our  gates  against  the  world. 
K.  John.  Doth  not  the  crown  of  England  prove 
the  king? 
And,  if  not  that,  I  bring  you  witnesses, 
Twice  fifteen  thousand  hearts  of  England's  breed,— 
Bast.  Bastards,  and  else. 
K .  John.  To  verify  our  title  with  their  lives.     . 
K.  Phi.  As  many,  and  as  well-born  bloods  as 

those, 

Bast.  Some  bastards  too. 

K.  Phi.    Stand  in  his  face,  to  contradict  his 

claim. 
1  Cit.  Till  you  compound  whose  right  is  wor- 
thiest, 
We,  for  the  worthiest,  hold  the  right  from  both. 
K.  John.  Then  God  forgive  the  sin  of  all  those 
souls, 

*  Circle, 
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That  to  their  everlasting  residence, 
Before  the  dew  of  evening  fall,  shall  fleet, 
In  dreadful  trial  of  our  kingdom's  king ! 

K.  Phi.  Amen,  Amen! — Mount,  chevaliers!  to 

arms ! 
Bast.  St.  George, — that  swing' d  the  dragon, 
and  e'er  since, 
Sits  on  his  horseback  at  mine  hostess/  door, 
Teach  us  some  fence  ! — Sirrah,  were  I  at  home, 
At  your  den,   sirrah,   [To  Austria]  with  your 

lioness, 
Vd  set  an  ox  head  to  your  lion's  hide, 
And  make  a  monster  of  you. 

Aust.  Peace;  no  more. . 

Bast.  O,  tremble;  for  you  hear  the  lion  roar. 
K.  John.    Up  higher  to  the  plain;  where  we'll 
set  forth, 
In  best  appointment,  all  our  regiments. 

Bast.  Speed  then,  to  take  advantage  of  the  field. 
K.  Phi.  It  shall  be  so; — [To  Lewis]  and  at  the 
other  hill 
Command  the  rest  to  stand. — God,  and  our  right! 

[Exeunt* 
SCENE  II. 

The  same. 

Alarums  and  Excursions-,  then  a  Retreat.     Enter 
a  Utoenck  Herald,  with  trumpets,  to  the  gates. 

1\  Her.  You  men  of  Anglers,  open  wide  your 
gates, 
And  let  young  Arthur,  duke  of  Bretagne,  in  ; 
Who,  by  the  hand  of  France,  this  day  hath  made 
Much  work  for  tears  in  many  an  English  mother, 
Whose  sons  lye  scatter1  d  on  the  bleeding  ground: 
Many  a  widow's  husband  groveling  lies, 
Coldly  embracing  the  discolour' cl  earth) 
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And  victory,  with  little  loss,  doth  play 

Upon  the  dancing  banners  of  the  French  ; 

Who  are  at  hand,  triumphantly  display'd, 

To  enter  conquerors,  and  to  proclaim 

Arthur  of  Brctagne,  England's  king,  and  yours. 

Enter  an  English  Herald,  zcith  trumpets. 

E.  Her,  Rejoice,  you  rnen  of  Angiers,  ring  your 
bells  5 
King  John,  your  king  and  England's,  doth  ap- 
proach, 
Commander  of  this  hot  malicious  day  ! 
Their  armours,  that  march' d  hence  so  silver-bright, 
Hither  return  all  gilt  with  Frenchmen's  blood  j 
There  stuck  no  plume  in  any  English  crest, 
That  is  removed  by  a  staff  of  France  ;    ' 
Our  colours  do  return  in  those  same  hands 
That  did  display  them  when  we  first  march' d  forth; 
And,  like  a  jolly  troop  of  huntsmen,  come 
Our  lusty  English,  all  with  purpled  hands, 
Died  in  the  dying  slaughter  of  their  foes  : 
Open  your  gates,  and  give  the  victors  way. 

Cit.  Heralds,  from  off  our  towers  we  might 
behold, 
From  first  to  last,  the  onset  and  retire 
Of  both  your  armies  ;  whose  equality 
By  our  best  eyes  cannot  be  censured  :4 
Blood  hath  bought  blood,  and  blows  have  answer 'd 

blows j 
Strength  match'd  with  strength,  and  power  con- 
fronted power : 
Both  are  alike  j  and  both  alike  we  like. 
One  must  prove  greatest:  while  they  weigh  so 

even, 
We  hold  our  town  for  neither  5  yet  for  both, 

VOL.  IV.  E 

4  Judged,  determined, 
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Enter,  at  one  side.  King  John.,  with  his  power; 
Elinor,  Blanch,  and  the  Bastard;  at  the 
other,  King  Philip,  Lewis,  Austria,  and 
Forces. 

K.  John.  France,  hast  thou  yet  more  blood  to 
cast  away  ? 
Say,  shall  the  current  of  our  right  run  on  ? 
Whose  passage,  vex'd  with  thy  impediment, 
Shall  leave  his  native  channel,  and  o'er-swell 
With  course  disturb'd  even  thy  confining  shores ; 
Unless  thou  let  his  silver  water  keep 
A  peaceful  progress  to  the  ocean. 

K.  Phi.  Efigland,  thou  hast  not  sav'd  one  drop 
of  blood, 
In  this  hot  trial,  more  than  we  of  France; 
Rather,  lost  more  :   And  by  this  hand  I  swear, 
That  sways  the  earth  this  climate  overlooks, — 
Before  we  will  lay  down  our  just-borne  arms, 
We'll  put  thee  down,  'gainst  whom  these  arms 

we  bear, 
Or  -:Ad.  a  royal  number  to  the  dead  ; 
(Tracing  the  scroll,  that  tells  of  this  war's  loss, 
With  slaughter  coupled  to  the  name  of  kings. 

Bast.  Ha,  majesty  !  how  high  thy  glory  towers, 
When  the  rich  blood  of  kings  is  set  on  fire ! 
O,  now  doth  death  line  his  dead  chaps  with  steel} 
The  swords  of  soldiers  are  his  teeth,  his  fangs  -, 
And  now  he  feasts,  mouthing  the  flesh  of  men, 
In  undetermin'd  differences  of  kings. — - 
Why  stand  these  royal  fronts  amazed  thus  ? 
Cry,  havock,  kings !  back  to  the  stained  field, 
You  equal  potents,5  fiery-kindled  spirits! 
Then  let  confusion  of  one  part  confirm 
The  other's  peace;  till  then,  blows,  blood,  And 
death ! 

5  Potentates, 


Scene  II.  king  johk.  25 

K.  John.  Whose  party  do  the  townsmen  yet 
admit? 

K .  Phi.  Speak,  citizens,  for  England  ;  who's 
your  king  ? 

1  Cit.  The  king  of  England,  when  we  know 
the  king. 

K.  Phi.  Know  him  in  us,  that  here  hold  up  his 
right. 

K.  John.  In  us,  that  are  our  own  great  deputy, 
And  bear  possession  of  our  person  here 5 
Lord  of  our  presence,  Angiers,  and  of  you. 

1  Cit.  A  greater  power  than  we,  denies  all  this; 
And,  till  it  be  undoubted,  we  do  lock 
Our  former  scruple  in  our  strong-barr'd  gates : 
King'd  of  our  fears  3  until  our  fears,  resolv'd, 
Be  by  some  certain  king  purg'd  and  depos'd. 

Bast.  By  heaven,  these  scroyles6  of  Angiera 
flout  you,  kings  \ 
And  stand  securely  on  their  battlements, ' 
As  in  a  theatre,  whence  they  gape  and  point 
At  your  industrious  scenes  and  acts  of  death. 
Your  royal  presences  be  rul'd  by  me  5 
Do  like  the  mutines 7  of  Jerusalem, 
Be  friends  a  while,  and  both  conjointly  bend 
Your  sharpest  deeds  of  malice  on  this  town  : 
By  east  and  west  let  France  and  England  mount 
Their  battering  cannon,  charged  to  the  mouths , 
Till  their  soul-fearing  clamours  have  brawl'd  down 
The  flinty  ribs  of  this  contemptuous  city  : 
I'd  play  incessantly  upon  these  jades, 
Even  till  unfenced  desolation 
Leave  them  as  naked  as  the  vulgar  air. 
That  done,  dissever  your  united  strengths, 
And  part  your  mingled  colours  once  again ; 
Turn  face  to  face,  and  bloody  point  to  point ; 

e  2 
*  Scabby  fellows.  7  Mutineers. 
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Then,  in  a  moment,  fortune  shall  cull  forth 

Out  of  one  side  her  happy  minion ; 

To  whom  in  favour  she  shall  give  the  day, 

And  kiss  him  with  a  glorious  victory. 

How  like  you  this  wild  counsel,  mighty  states  ? 

Smacks  it  not  something  of  the  policy  ? 

K.  John.  Now,   by  the  sky  that  hangs  above 
our  heads, 
I  like  it  well ;— France,  shall  we  knit  our  powers, 
And  lay  this  Angiers  even  with  the  ground; 
Then,  after,  light  who  shall  be  king  of  it  ? 

Bast.  An  if  thou  hast  the  mettle  of  a  king,— 
Being  wrong'd,  as  we  are,  by  this  peevish  town,— 
Tarn  thou  the  mouth  of  thy  artillery, 
As  we  will  ours",  against  these  saucy  walls : 
And  when  that  we  have  dash'd  them  to  the  ground, 
Why,  then  defy  each  other  5  and,  pell-mell, 
Make  work  upon  ourselves,  for  heaven,  or  hell. 

K.  Phi.  Let  it  be  so : — Say,  where  v/ill  you 
assault  ? 

K-.  John.    We   from   the  west   will  send  de- 
struction 
Into  this  city's  bosom. 

Aisin  I  from  the  north. 

K.  Phi.  Our  thunder  from  the  south,  * 

Shall  rain  their  drift  of  bullets  on  this  town. 

Bast.    O  prudent  discipline!    From   north  to 
south 5 
Austria  and  France  shoot  in  each  other's  mouth : 

[Aside. 
I'll  stir  them  to  it : — Come,  away,  away  ! 

1  Cit.  Hear  us,  great  kings  :  vouchsafe  a  while 
to  stay, 
And  I  shall  show  you  peace,  and  fair-faced  league 5 
Win  you  this  city  without  stroke,  or  wound  j 
Rescue  those  breathing  lives  to  die  in  beds, 
Taat  here  come  sacrifices  for  the  field ; 
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Persever  not,  but  hear  me,  mighty  kings. 

K.  John.  Speak  on,  with  favour;  we  are  bent 
to  hear. 

1  Cit.  T^hat  daughter  there  of  Spain,  the  lady 
Blanch, 
Is  near  to  England  5  Look  upon  the  years 
Of  Lewis  the  Dauphin,  and  that  lovely  maid : 
If  lusty  love  should  go  in  quest  of  beauty, 
Where  should  he  find  it  fairer  than  in  Blanch? 
If  zealous8  love  should  go  in  search  of  virtue, 
Where  should  he  find  it  purer  than  in  Blanch  ? 
If  love  ambitious  sought  a  match  of  birth, 
Whose  veins  bound  richer  blood  than  lady  Blanch? 
Such  as  she  is,  in  beauty,  virtue,  birth, 
Is  the  young  Dauphin  every  way  complete: 
If  not  complete,  O  say,  he  is  not  she  ; 
And  she  again  wants  nothing,  to  name  want, 
If  want  it  be  not,  that  she  is  not  he  : 
He  is  the  half  part  of  a  blessed  man, 
Left  to  be  finished  by  such  a  she  -, 
And  she  a  fair  divided  excellence, 
Whose  fulness  of  perfection  lies  in  him. 
O,  two  such  silver  currents,  when  they  join, 
Do  glorify  the  banks  that  bound  them  in  : 
And  tvvp  such  shores  to  two  such  streams  made 

one, 
Two  such  conl rolling  bounds  shall  you  be,  kings, 
To  these  two  princes,  if  you  marry  them. 
This  union  shall  do  more  than  battery  can, 
To  our  fast-closed  gates ;  for,  at  this  match, 
With  swifter  spleen9  than  powder  can  enforce, 
The  mouth  of  passage  shall  we  fling  wide  ope, 
And  give  you  entrance ;  but,  without  this  match,, 
The  sea  enraged  is  not  half  so  deaf, 
Lions  more  confident,  mountains  and  rocks 

e  3 
?  Pious.  9  Speech 
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More  free  from  motion ;  no,  not  death  himself 
In  mortal  fury  half  so  peremptory, 
As  we  to  keep  Jus  city. 

Bast.  Here's  a  stay, 

That  shakes  the  rotten  carcase  of  old  death 
Out  of  his  rags  !  Here's  a  large  mouth,  indeed, 
That  spits  forth  death,  and  mountains,  rocks,  and 

seas ; 
Talks  as  familiarly  of  roaring  lions, 
As  maids  of  thirteen  do  of  puppy-dogs  ! 
What  cannoneer  begot  this  lusty  blood  ? 
He  speaks  plain  cannon,  fire,   and  smoke,  and 

bounce ; 
He  gives  the  bastinado  with  his  tongue ; 
Our  ears  are  cudgel'd  -,  not  a  word  of  his, 
But  buffets  better  than  a  fist  of  France  : 
Zounds !  I  was  never  so  bethump'd  with  words, 
Since  I  first  call'd  my  brother's  father,  dad. 
Eli,    Son,  list  to  this  conjunction,  make  thi3 

match  5 
Give  with  our  niece  a  dowry  large  enough: 
For  by  this  knot  thou  shalt  so  surely  tie 
Thy  now  unsur'd  assurance  to  the  crown, 
That  yon  green  boy  shall  have  no  sun  to  ripe 
The  bloom  that,  promiseth  a  mighty  fruit. 
I  see  a  yielding  in  the  looks  of  France ; 
Mark,  how  they  whisper :  urge  them,  while  their 

souls 
Are  capable  of  this  ambition : 
Lest  zeal,  now  melted,  by  the  windy  breath 
Of  soft  petitions,  pity,  and  remorse, 
Cool  and  congeal  again  to  what  it  was. 

1  Cit.  Why  answer  not  the  double  majesties 
This  friendly  treaty  of  our  threaten'd  town  ? 
K.  PM.    Speak  England  first,  that  hath  been 

forward  first 
To  speak  unto  this  city ;  What  say  you  ? 
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If.  John.  If  that  the  Dauphin  there,  thy  princely 
son, 
Can  in  this  book  of  bearity  read,  I  love, 
Her  dowry  shall  weigh  equal  with  a  queen  : 
For  Anjou,  and  fair  Touraine,  Maine,  Poictiers, 
And  all  that  we  upon  this  side  the  sea 
(Except  this  city  now  by  us  besieg'd) 
Find  liable  to  our  crown  and  dignity, 
Shall  gild  her  bridal  bed ;  and  make  her  rich 
In  titles,  honours,  and  promotions, 
As  she  in  beauty,  education,  falood, 
Holds  hand  with  any  princess  of  the  world; 
K.  Phi.  What  say'st  thou,  boy  ?   look  in  the 

lady's  face. 
Lew.  I  do,  my  lord,  and  in  her  eye  I  find 
A  wonder,  or  a  wondrous  miracle, 
The  shadow  of  myself  form' d  in  her  eye; 
Which,  being  but  the  shadow  of  your  son, 
Becomes  a  sun,  and  makes  your  son  a  shadow : 
I  do  protest,  I  never  lov'd  myself, 
Till  now  infixed  I  beheld  myself, 
Drawn  in  the  flattering  table1  of  her  eye. 

[IVhispers  with  Blanch. 
Bast .  Drawn  in  the  flattering  table  of  her  eye ! — • 
Hang'd  in  the  frown  ing  wrinkle  of  her  brow ! — - 
And  quarter'd  in  her  heart ! — he  doth  espy 

Himself  love's  traitor  :  This  is  pity  now, 
That  hang'd,  and  drawn,    and  quarter'd,,    there 

should  be, 
In  such  a  love,  so  vile  a  lout  as  he. 

Blanch.  My  uncle's   will,    in  this  respect,    is 
mine : 
If  he  see  aught  in  you,  that  makes  him  like, 
That  any  thing  he  sees,  which  moves  his  liking, 
I  can  with  ease  translate  it  to  my  will; 
Or,  if  you  will,  (to  speak  more  properly,) 
*  Picture. 
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J  will  enforce  it  easily  to  my  love. 
Further  1  will  not  flatter  you,  my  lord, 
That  all  I  see  in  you  is  worthy  love, 
Than  this, — that  nothing  do  I  see  in  you, 
(Though  churlish  thoughts  themselves  should  be 

your  judge,) 
That  I  can  rind  should  merit  any  hate. 

K.  John.  What  say  these  young  ones  ?  What 
say  you,  my  niece  ? 

Blanch.  That  she  is  bound  in  honour  still  to  do 
What  you  in  wisdom  shall  vouchsafe  to  say. 

K.  John.  Speak  then,  prince  Dauphin ;  can  you 
love  this  lady  ? 

Lew.  Nay,  ask  me  if  I  can  refrain  from  love ; 
For  1  do  love  her  most  unfeignedly. 

K .  John.  Then  do  I  give  Volquessen,  Touraine, 
Maine, 
Poictiers,  and  Anjou,  these  five  provinces, 
With  her  to  thee ;  and  this  addition  more, 
fill)  thirty  thousand  marks  of  English  coin. — ? 
Philip  of  France,  if  thou  be  pleas'd  withal, 
Command  thy  son  and  daughter  to  join  hands. 

K.  Phi.  It  likes  us  well; — Young  princes,  close 
your  hands. 

Aust.  And  your  lips  too ;  for,  I  am  well  assur'd, 
That  I  did  so,  when  I  was  first  assur'd.2 

K.  Phi.  Now,   citizens  of  Angters,   ope  your 
gates, 
Let  in  that  amity  which  you  have  made; 
For  at  saint  Mary's  chapel,  presently, 
The  rites  of  marriage  shall  be  solemniz'd.— ~ 
Is  not  the  lady  Constance  in  this  troop  ? — 
I  know,  she  is  not ;  for  this  match,  made  up, 
Jrier  presence  would  have  interrupted  much  : — ■ 
"Where  is  she  and  her  son  ?  tell  me,  who  knows? 

I  Affiance^. 
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Lew.    She  is  sad  and  passionate3  at  your  high- 
ness' tent. 
K.  Phi.    And,  by  my  faith,  this  league,  tbnt 
we  have  made, 
Will  give  her  sadness  very  little  cure. — 
Brother  of  England,  how  may  we  content 
This  widow  lady  )  In  her  right  we  came  $ 
Which  we,  God  knows,  have  turn'd  another  way, 
To  our  own  vantage.4 

K.  John.  We  will  heal  up  all 

For  we'll  create  young  Arthur  duke  of  Bretagne, 
And  earl  of  Richmond  ;  and  this  rich  fair  town 
We  make  him  lord  of. — Call  the  lady  Constance) 
Some  speedy  messenger  bid  her  repair 
To  our  solemnity  : — I  trust  we  shall, 
If  not  fill  up  the  measure  of  her  will, 
Yet  in  some  measure  satisfy  her  so, 
That  we  shall  stop  her  exclamation. 
Go  we,  as  well  as  haste  will  suffer  us, 
To  this  unlook'd  for  unprepared  pomp, 

[Exeunt  all  but  the  Bastard. — The  Citizens 
retire  from  the  walls. 
Bast.  Mad  world  !  mad  kings !  mad  composi- 
tion ! 
John,  to  stop  Arthur's  title  in  the  whole, 
Hath  willingly  departed  with  a  part : 
And  France,  (whose  armour  conscience  buckled 

on ; 
Whom  zeal  and  charity  brought  to  the  field, 
As  God's  own  soldier,)  rounded  *  in  the  ear 
With  that  same  purpose- changer,  that  sly  devil  5 
That  broker,  that  still  breaks  the  pate  of  faith  \ 
That  daily  break-vow;  he  that  wins  of  all, 
Of  kings,    of   beggars,   old   men,    young   men, 

maic}s; — 
Who  having  no  external  thing  to  lose 

3  Mournful.         4  Advantage.         s  Conspired, 
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But  the  word  maid,-—  cheats  the  poor  maid  of  that; 
That  smooth-faced  gentleman,  tickling  commo- 
dity,6— 
Commodity,  the  bias  of  the  world  $ 
The  world,  who  of  itself  is  peised7  well, 
Made  to  run  even,  upon  even  ground  ; 
Till  this  advantage,  this  vile  drawing  bias, 
This  sway  of  motion,  this  commodity, 
Makes  it  take  head  from  all  indifFerency, 
From  all  direction,  purpose,  course,  intent : 
And  this  same  bias,  this  commodity, 
This  bawd,  this  broker,  this  all-changing  word, 
Clapp'd  on  the  outward  eye  of  fickle  France, 
Hath  drawn  him  from  his  own  determin'd  aid, 
From  a  resolv'd  and  honourable  war, 
To  a  most  base  and  vile-concluded  peace.— 
And  why  rail  I  on  this  commodity  ? 
But  for  because  he  hath  not  woo'd  me  yet : 
Not  that  I  have  the  power  to  clutch  8  my  hand, 
When  his  fair  angels 9  would  salute  my  palm ; 
But  for  my  hand,  as  unattempted  yet, 
Like  a  poor  beggar,  raileth  on  the  rich. 
Well,  whiles  I  am  a  beggar,  I  will  rail, 
And  say, — there  is  no  sin,  but  to  be  rich; 
And  being  rich,  my  virtue  then  shall  be, 
To  say, — there  is  no  vice,  but  beggary : 
Since  kings  break  faith  upon  commodity, 
Gain,  be  my  lord !  for  I  will  worship  thee ! 

[Exit. 

•  Interest.  7  Poised,  balanced.  *  Clasp. 

9  Coin. 
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ACT  III. 

SCENE  /.     The  same.     The  French  King's  Tent. 

Enter  Constance,  Arthur,  and  Salisbury. 

Const.  Gone  to  be  married !  gone  to  swear  a 

peace ! 
False  blood   to  false  blood  join'd !    Gone  to  be 

friends  ! 
Shall  Lewis  have  Blanch  ?  and  Blanch  those  pro* 

vinces  ? 
It  is  not  so ;  thou  hast  misspoke,  misheard  j 
Be  well  advis'd,  tell  o'er  thy  tale  again : 
It  cannot  be;  thou  dost  but  say,  'tis  so  : 
I  trust,  I  may  not  trust  thee ;  for  thy  word 
Is  but  the  vain  breath  of  a  common  man  : 
Believe  me,  I  do  not  believe  thee,  man  5 
I  have  a  king's  oath  to  the  contrary. 
Thou  shalt  be  punish'd  for  thus  frighting  me, 
For  I  am  sick,  and  capable l  of  fears  ; 
Oppress'd  with  wrongs,  and  therefore  full  of  fears  5 
A  widow,  husbandless,  subject  to  fears  } 
A  woman,  naturally  born  to  fears; 
And  though  thou  now  confess,  thou  didst  but  jest, 
With  my  vex'd  spirits  I  cannot  take  a  truce, 
But  they  will  quake  and  tremble  all  this  day. 
What  dost  thou  mean  by  shaking  of  thy  head  } 
Why  dost  thou  look  so  sadly  on  my  son  ? 
What  means  that  hand  upon  that  breast  of  thine  ? 
Why  holds  thine  eye  that  lamentable  rheum, 
Like  a  proud  river  peering2  o'er  his  bounds  ? 
Be  these  sad  signs  confirmers  of  thy  words  ? 
Then  speak  again  5  not  all  thy  former  tale, 
But  this  one  word,  whether  thy  tale  be  true. 

x  Susceptible.  a  Appearing. 
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Sal.  As  true,  as,  I  believe,  you  think  them  false, 
That  give  you  cause  to  prove  my  saying  true. 

Const.  O,  if  thou  teach  me  to  believe  this  sorrow, 
Teach  thou  this  sorrow  how  to  make  me  die; 
And  let  belief  and  life  encounter  so, 
As  doth  the  fury  of  two  desperate  men, 
Which,  in  the  very  meeting,  fall,  and  die.— • 
Lewis  marry  Blanch!  O,  boy,  then  where  art 

thou  ? 
France  friend  with  England!  what  becomes  of 

me? — 
Fellow,  be  gone ;  I  cannot  brook  thy  sight ; 
This  news  hath  made  thee  a  most  ugly  man. 

Sal.  What  other  harm  have  I,  good  lady,  done, 
But  spoke  the  harm  that  is  by  others  done  ? 

Const.  Which  harm  within  itself  so  heinous  is, 
As  it  makes  harmful  all  that  speak  of  it. 

Arth.  I  do  beseech,  you,  madam,  be  content. 

Const.   If  thou,  that  bid'st  me  be  content,  wert 
grim, 
Ugly,  and  slanderous  to  thy  mother's  womb, 
Full  of  unpleasing  blots,  and  sightless3  stains, 
Lame,  foolish,  crooked,  swart,  prodigious,4 
Patch'd  with  foul  moles.,  and  eye-offending  marks, 
I  would  not  care,  I  then  would  be  content ; 
For  then  I  should  not  love  thee ;  no,  nor  thou 
Become  thy  great  birth,  nor  deserve  a  crown. 
But  thou  art  fair;  and  at  thy  birth,  dear  boy  ! 
Nature  and  fortune  join'd  to  make  thee^great : 
Of  nature's  gifts  thou  may'st  with  lil'Tes  boast, 
And  with  the  half- blown  rose :  but  fortune,  O  ! 
She  is  corrupted,  chang'd,  and  won  from  thee  -, 
She  adulterates  hourly  with  thine  uncle  John  ; 
And  with  her  golden  hand  hath  piuck'd  on  France 
To  tread  down  fair  respegt  of  sovereignty, 
And  made  his  majesty  the  bawd  to  theirs. 
3  Unsightly*  *  Portentous. 
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France  is  a  bawd  to  fortune,  and  king  John ; 
That  strumpet  fortune,  that  usurping  John  : — 
Tell  me,  thou  fellow,  is  not  France  forsworn  ? 
Envenom  him  with  words ;  or  get  thee  gone, 
And  leave  those  woes  alone,  which  I  alone, 
Am  bound  to  under-bear. 

Sal.  Pardon  me,  madam, 

I  may  not  go  without  you  to  the  kings. 

Const.  Thou  raay'st,  thou  shalt,  I  will  not  go 
with  thee : 
I  will  instruct  my  sorrows  to  be  proud  j 
For  grief  is  proud,  and  makes  his  owner  stout,- 
To  me,  and  to  the  state 5  of  my  great  grief, 
Let  kings  assemble  ;  for  my  grief's  so  great, 
That  no  supporter  but  the  huge  firm  earth 
Can  hold  it  up  :  here  I  and  sorrow  sit ; 
Here  is  my  throne,  bid  kings  come  bow  to  it, 

[She  throws  herself  on  the  gYound, 

Enter  King  John,  King  Philip,  Lewif, 
Blanch,  Elinor,  Bastard,  Austria,  and 
Attendants. 

K.  Phi.    'Tis   true,   fair  daughter  5    and   this 
blessed  day, 
'Ever  in  France  shall  be  kept  festival  ■ 
To  solemnize  this  day,  the  glorious  sun 
Stays  in  his  course,  and  plays  the  alchemist; 
Turning,  with  splendor  of  his  precious  eye, 
The  meagre  cloddy  earth  to  glittering  gold: 
The  yearly  course,  that  brings  this  day  about, 
Shall  never  see  it  but  a  holy  day. 

Const.  A  wicked  day,  and  not  a  holyday !— * 

[Rising, 
What  hath  this  day  deserv'd  ?  what  hath  it  done  j 
That  it  in  golden  letters  should  be  set, 

"  VOL.  IV.  F 

.   s  ,Seated  in  state* 
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Among  the  high  tides,6  in  the  kalendar? 
Nay,  rather,  turn  this  day  out  of  the  week  5 
This  day  of  shame,  oppression,  perjury: 
Or,  if  it  must  stand  still,  let  wives  with  child 
Pray,  that  their  burdens  may  not  fall  this  day, 
Lest  that  their  hopes  prodigiously  be  cross  d ; 
But  on  this  day,  let  seamen  fear  no  wreck  $ 
No  bargains  break,  that  are  not  this  day  made: 
This  day,  all  things  begun  come  to  ill  end ; 
Yea,  faith  itself  to  hollow  falsehood  change ! 
K.  Phi.    By  heaven,  lady,  you  shall  have  no 

cause 
To  curse  the  fair  proceedings  of  this  day : 
Have  I  not  pawn'd  to  you  my  majesty  ? 

Com-t.  You  have  beguil'd  me  with  a  counterfeit, 
Resembling  majesty  3  which,  being  touch'd,  and 

tried, 
Proves  valueless  :  You  are  forsworn,  forsworn; 
You  came  in  arms  to  spill  mine  enemies'  blood, 
But  now  in  arms  you  strengthen  it  with  yours  : 
The  grappling  vigour  and  rough  frown  of  war,, 
Is  cold  in  amity  and  painted  peace, 
And  our  oppression  hath  made  up  this  league:- — 
Arm,  arm,  you  heavens,   against  these  perjur'd 

kings ! 
A  widow  cries ;  be  husband  to  me,  heavens ! 
Let  not  the  hours  of  this  ungodly  day 
Wear  out  the  day  in  peace ;  but,  ere  sunset, 
Set  armed  discord  'twixt  these  perjur'd  kings  ! 
Hear  me,  O,  hear  me ! 

Just.  Lady  Constance,  peace. 

Const.  War !  war  !  no  peace  !  peace  is  to  me  a 

war. 
O  Lymoges  !  O  Austria !  thou  dost  shame 
*That  bloody  spoil:  Thou  slave,  thou  wretch,  thou 

coward  ; 
T  *  Sclwnn  season;-. 
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Thou  little  valiant,  great  in  villainy  ! 
Thou  ever  strong  upon  the  stronger  side  ! 
Thou  fortune's  champion,  that  dost  never  fight 
But  when  her  humorous  ladyship  is  by 
To  teach  thee  safety  !  thou  art  perjur'd  too, 
And  sooth'st  up  greatness.     What  a  fool  art  thou, 
A  ramping  fool;  to  brag,  and  stamp,  and  swear, 
Upon  my  party  !  Thou  cold  blooded  slave, 
Hast  thou  not  spoke  like  thunder  on  my  side  ? 
Been  sworn  my  soldier  ?  bidding  me  depend 
Upon  thy  stars,  thy  fortune,  and  thy  strength  ? 
And  dost  thou  now  fall  over  to  my  foes  ? 
Thou  wear  a  lion's  hide !  doff'  it  for  shame, 
And  hang  a  calf's  skin  on  those  recreant  limbs. 

Au&t.  O,  that  a  man  should  speak  those  words 
to  me  ! 

Bast.  And  hang  a  calf  s-skin  on  those  recreant 
limbs. 

Aust.  Thou  dar'st  not  say  so,  villain,  for  thy 
life. 

Bast .  And  hang  a  calf  's-skin  on  those  recreant 
limbs. 

K.  John.  We  like  not  this  >  thou  dost  forget 
thyself. 

Enter  Pandulph. 

K.  FliL    Here  comes  the  holy  legate  of  the 
pope. 

Panel.  Hail,  you  anointed  deputies  of  heaven  ! — ■ 
To  thee,  king  John,  my  holy  errand  is. 
I  Pandulph,  of  fair  Milan  cardinal, 
And  from  pope  Innocent  the  legate  here, 
Do,  in  his  name,  religiously  demand, 
Why  thou  against  the  church,  our  holy  mother, 
So  wilfully  dost  spurn  ;  and,  force  perforce, 

Ft 

i  Do  off: 
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Keep  Stephen  Langton,  chosen  archbishop 

Of  Canterbury,  from  that  holy  see  ? 

This,  in  our  'foresaid  holy  father's  name, 

Pope  Innocent,  I  do  demand  of  thee. 

K.  John.  What  earthly  name  to  interrogatories, 

Can  task  the  free  breath  of  a  sacred  king  ? 

Thou  canst  not,  cardinal,  devise  a  name 

So  slight,  unworthy,  and  .ridiculous, 

To  charge  me  to  an  answer,  as  the  pope. 

Tell  him  this  tale  \  and  from  the  mouth  of  Eng* 
land, 

Add  thus  much  more,— -That  no  Italian  priest 
Shall  tithe  or  toll  in  our  dominions  ; 

But  as  we  under  heaven  are  supreme  head, 
So,  under  him,  that  great  supremacy, 
Where  we  do  reign,  we  will  alone  uphold, 
Without  the  assistance  of  a  mortal  hand  : 
So  tell  the  pope  5  all  reverence  set  apart, 
To  him,  and  his  usurp' d  authority. 

K .  Phi.  Brother  of  England,,  your  blaspheme  m 

this. 
K.  John.    Though  you,  and  all  the  kings  of 
Christendom, 
Are  led  so  grossly  by  this  meddling  priest, 
Dreading  the  curse  that  money  may  buy  out; 
And,  by  the  merit  of  vile  gold,  dross,  dust, 
Purchase  corrupted  pardon  of  a  man, 
Who,  in  that  sale,  sells  pardon  from  himself: 
Though  you,  and  all  the  rest,  so  grossly  led, 
This  juggling  witchcraft  with  revenue  cherish ; 
Yet  I,  alone,  alone  do  me  oppose 
Against  the  pope,  and  count  his  friends  my  foes. 
Fund.  Then,  by  the  lawful  power  that  I  have, 
Thou  shalt  stand  curs'd,  and  excommunicate : 
And  blessed  shall  he  be,  that  doth  revolt 
From  his  allegiance  to  an  heretick; 
And  meritorious  shall  that  hand  be  call'd, 
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Canonized,  and  worshipped  as  a  saint, 
That  takes  away  by  any  secret  course 
Thy  hateful  life. 

Const,  O,  lawful  let  it  be, 

That  I  have  room  w*ith  Rome  to  curse  a  while ! 
Good  father  cardinal,  cry  thou,  amen, 
To  my  keen  curses ;  for,  without  my  wrong', 
There  is  no  tongue  hath  power  to  curse  him  right. 

Pand.  There's  law  and  warrant,  lady,  for  my 
curse. 

Const.  And  for  mine  too  \  when  law  can  do  no 
right, 
Let  it  be  lawful,  that  law  bar  no  wrong  : 
Law  cannot  give  my  child  his  kingdom  here ; 
For  he,  that  holds  his  kingdom,  holds  the  law  *• 
Therefore,  since  law  itself  is  perfect  wrong, 
How  can  the  law  forbid  my  tongue  to  curse  ? 

Pand.  Philip  of  France,  on  peril  of  a  curse, 
Let  go  the  hand  of  that  arch-heretick ; 
And  raise  the  power  of  France  upon  his  head, 
Unless  he  do  submit  himself  to  Rome. 

Eli.  Look' st  thou  pale,  France  ?  do  not  let  go 
thy  hand.    . 

Const.  Look  to  that,  devil!  lest  that  France  re- 
pent, 
And,  by  disjoining  hands,  hell  lose  a  soul. 

Amt.  King  Philip,  listen  to  the  cardinal. 

Bast.  And  hang  a  calf  s-skin  on  his  recreant 
limbs. 

Aust.  Well,  ruffian,  I  must  pocket  up  these, 
wrongs, 
Because 

Bast.  Your  breeches  best  may  carry  them. 

K .  John.  Philip,  what  say'st  thou  to  the  cardinal  ? 

Const.  What  should  he  say,  but  as  the  cardinal  J 

JUw,  JBediink  you,  father  3  for  the  difference 
*3 
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Is,  purchase  of  a  heavy  curse  from  Rome, 
Or  the  light  loss  of  England  fot  a  friend : 
Forgo  the  easier. 

Blanch.  That's  the  curse  of  Rome. 

Const.  O  Lewis,  stand  fast;  the  devil  tempts 
thee  here, 
In  likeness  of  a  new  untrimmed  8  bride. 

Blanch.  The  lady  Constance  speaks  not  fronj. 
her  faith, 
But  from  her  need. 

Const.  O,  if  thou  grant  my  need, 

Which  only  lives  but  by  the  death  of  faith, 

That  need  must  needs  infer  this  principle, 

That  faith  would  live  again  by  death  of  need  ; 
O,  then,  tread  down  my  need,  and  faith  mount? 

up  5 
Keep  my  need  up,  and  faith  is  trodden  down. 
K.  John.   The  king  is  mov'd,  and  answers  not 

to  this. 
Const.  O,  be  remov'd  from  him,  and  answer 

well. 
Just.  Do  so,  king  Philip  5   hang  no  more  in 

doubt. 
Bast.    Hang  nothing  but  a  calf  s-skin,  most 

sweet  lout. 
K .  Phi.  I  am  perplex'd,  and  know  not  what  to 

say. 
Pand.  What  can'st  thou  say,  but  will  perplex 
thee  more, 
If  thou  stand  excommunicate,  and  curs' d  ? 

K.  Phi.  Good  reverend  father,  make  my  person 
yours, 
And  tell  me,  how  you  would  bestow  yourself. 
This  royal  hand  and  mine  are  newly  knit  5 
And  the  conjunction  of  our  inward  souls 

*  u  Whea  unadoriVd  adorn'd  the  most." 
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Married  in  league,  coupled  and  Jink'd  together 
With  all  religious  strength  of  sacred  vows  ; 
The  latest  breath  that  gave  the  sound  of  words, 
Was  deep-sworn  faith,  peace,  amity,  true  love, 
Between  our  kingdoms,  and  our  royal  selves  5 
And  even  before  this  truce,  but  new  before, — 
No  longer  than  we  well  could  wash  our  hands,, 

To  clap  this  royal  bargain  up  of  peace, 

Heaven  knows,  they  were  besmear'd  and  over- 

staiivd 
With  slaughter's  pencil;  where  revenge  did  paint 
The  fearful  difference  of  incensed  kings  : 
And  shall  these  hands,  so  lately  purg'd  of  blood, 
So  newly  join'd  in  love,  so  strong  in  both, 
Unyoke  this  seizure,  and  this  kind  regreet  *(> 
Play  fast  and  loose  with  faith?  so  jest  with  heaven, 
Make  such  unconstant  children  of  ourselves, 
As  now  again  to  snatch  our  palm  from  palm  5 
Unswear  faith  sworn  ;  and  on  the  marriage  bed 
Of  smiling  peace  to  march  a  bloody  host, 
And  make  a  riot  on  the  gentle  brow 
Of  true  sincerity  ?  O  holy  sir, 
My  reverend  father,  let  it  not  be  so : 
Out  of  your  grace,  devise,  ordain,  impose 
Some  gentle  order  j  and  then  we  shall  be  bless'd 
To  do  your  pleasure,  and  continue  friends, 

-Panel.  All  form  is  formless,  order  orderless, 
Save  what  is  opposite  to  England's  love. 
Therefore,  to  arms!  be  champion  of  our  church  ! 
Or  let  the  church,  our  mother,  breathe  her  curse, 
A  mother's  curse,  on  her  revolting  son. 
France,  thou  may'st  hold  a  serpent  by  the  tongue, 
A  cased  lion  by  the  mortal  paw, 
A  fasting  tiger  safer  by  the  tooth, 
Than  keep  in  peace  that  hand  which  thou  dost 
hold. 

9  Exchange  of  salututiorw 
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K.  Phi.  I  may  disjoin  my  hand,  but  not  my  faith. 

Pand.  So  mak'st  thou  faith  an  enemy  to  faith ; 
And,  like  a  civil  war,  -set'st  oath  to  oath, 
Thy  tongue  against  thy  tongue.     O,  let  thy  vow 
First  made  to  heaven,  hrst  be  to  heaven  perform'dj 
That  is,  to  be  the  champion  of  our  church  ! 
What  since  thou  swor'st,  is  sworn  against  thyself. 
And  may  not  be  performed  by  thyself: 
For  that,  which  thou  hast  sworn  to  do  amiss, 
Is  not  amiss  when  it  is  truly  done ; 
And  being  not  done,  where  doing  tends  to  ill, 
The  truth  is  then  most  done  not  doing  it  i 
The  better  act  of  purposes  mistook 
Is,  to  mistake  again  ;  though  indirect, 
Yet  indirection  thereby  grows  direct, 
And  falsehood  falsehood  cures  -,  as  fire  cools  fire, 
Within  the  scorched  veins  of  one  new  burn'd. 
It  is  religion,  that  doth  make  vows  kept  j 
But  thou  hast  sworn  against  religion ; 
By  what  thou  swear'st,  against  the  thing  thou 

swear'st; 
And  mak'st  an  oath  the  surety  for  thy  truth 
Against  an  oath  :  The  truth  thou  art  unsure 
To  swear,  swear  only  not  to  be  forsworn ; 
Else,  what  a  mockery  should  it  be  to  swear  ? 
But  thou  dost  swear  only  to  be  forsworn ; 
And  most  forsworn,  to  keep  what  thou  dost  swear. 
Therefore,  thy  latter  vows,  against  thy  first, 
Is  in  thyself  rebellion  to  thyself: 
And  better  conquest  never  canst  thou  make, 
Than  arm  thy  constant  and  thy  nobler  parts 
Againtt  those  giddy  loose  suggestions  : 
Upon  which  better  part  our  prayers  come  in. 
If  thou  vouchsafe  them  :  but,  if  not,  then  know, 
The  peril  of  our  curses  light  on  thee : 
vSo  heavy,  as  thou  shalt  not  shake  them  off, 
J3nf,  in  despair,  die  under  their  bluck  weighfe 
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Just.  Rebellion,  flat  rebellion  ! 
Bast.  Will't  not  be  ? 

Will  not  a  calf 's-skin  stop  that  mouth  of  thine  ? 
Lew.  Father,  to  arms ! 

Blanch.  Upon  thy  wedding  day  ? 

Against  the  blood  that  thou  hast  married? 
What,  shall  our  feast  be  kept  with  slaughtered 

men  ? 
Shall  braying  trumpets,  and  loud  churlish  drums, — 
Clamours  of  hell, — be  measures r  to  our  pomp  ? 
O  husband,  hear  me! — ah,  alack,  how  new 
Is  husband  in  my  mouth  ! — even  for  that  name, 
Which  till  this   time  my  tongue  did  ne'er  pro- 
nounce, 
Upon  my  knee  I  beg,  go  not  to  arms 
Against  mine  uncle. 

Cofrst*  O,  upon  my  knee, 

Made  hard  with  kneeling,  I  do  pray  to  thee, 
Thou  virtuous  Dauphin,  alter  not  the  doom 
.Fore- thought  by  heaven. 

Blanch.  Now  shall  I  see  thy  love;  What  motive 
may 
Be  stronger  with  thee  than  the  name  of  wife  ? 
Const.    That  which  upholdeth  him  that  thee 
upholds, 
His  honour :  O,  thine  honour,  Lewis,  thine  ho- 
nour ! 
Lew.  I  muse,2  your  majesty  doth  seem  so  cold, 
When  such  profound  respects  do  pull  you  on. 
,     Band.  I  will  denounce  a  curse  upon  his  head. 
K.  Phi.  Thou  shalt  not  need:— England,  Til 

fall  from  thee. 
Const.  O  fair  return  of  banish'd  majesty  ! 
Eli.  O  foul  revolt  of  French  inconstancy  ! 
K.  John.  France,  thou  shalt  rue  this  hour  with- 
in this  hour. 
*  Musick  for  dancing.  %  Wonder. 
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Bast.  Old  time  the  clock-setter,  that  bald  sexton 
time, 
Is  it  as  he  will  ?  well  then,  France  shall  rue. 

Blanch.  The  sun's  o'ercast  with  blood:    Fair 
day,  adieu! 
Which  is  the  sjde  that  I  must  go  withal  ? 
I  am  with  both :  each  army  hath  a  hand ; 
And,  in  their  rage,  I  having  hold  of  both, 
They  whirl  asunder,  and  dismember  me. 
Husband,  I  cannot  pray  that  thou  may'st  win  ; 
Uncle,  I  needs  must  pray  that  thou  may'st  lose  $ 
Father,  I  may  not  wish  the  fortune  thine  ; 
Grandam,  I  will  not  wish  thy  wishes  thrive  : 
Whoever  wins,  on  that  side  shall  I  lose ; 
Assured  loss,  before  the  match  be  play'd. 

Lew.  Lady,  with  me;  with  me  thy  fortune  lies. 

Blanch.  There  where  my  fortune  lives,  there 
my  life  dies. 

K.John.  Cousin,  go  draw  our  puissance3  to- 
gether.—  [Exit  Bastard. 
France,  I  am  burn'd  up  with  inflaming  wrath  7 
A  rage,  whose  heat  hath  this  condition, 
Than  nothing  can  allay,  nothing  but  blood, 
The  blood,  and  dearest-valu'd  blood,  of  France. 

K.  Phi.  Thy  rage  shall  burn  thee  up,  and  thou 
shalt  turn 
To  ashes,  ere  our  blood  shall  quench  that  fire : 
Look  to  thyself,  thou  art  in  jeopardy. 

Km  John.  No  more  than  he  that  threats.- — To 
arms  lets  hie!  [Exeunt. 

3  Fore*. 


Scene  ITT.  king  John,  45 

SCENE  II. 

The  same.     Plains  near  Angiers. 

Alarums,  Excursions.      Enter  the  Bastard,  with 
Austria's  Head. 

Bast.  Now,  by  my  life,  this  day  grows  wondrous 
hot  > 
Some  airy  devil  hovers  in  the  sky, 
And  pours  down  mischief.  Austria's  head  lie  there: 
While  Philip  breathes. 

Enter  King  Jo  n  x ,  Arthur,  and  H  u  b  e r  t  . 

K.   John.    Hubert,    keep   this   boy: — Philip, 
make  up : 
4My  mother  is  asssailed  in  our  tent, 
And  ta'en,  1  fear. 

Bast.  My  lord,  I  rescued  her ; 

Her  highness  is  in  safety,  fear  you  not : 
But  OH,  my  liege  :  for  very  little  pains 
Will  bring  this  labour  to  an  happy  end.    [Exeunt, 

SCENE  III. 

The  same. 

Alarums ;  Excursions;  Retreat.  Enter  King  Jo  11  x , 
Elinor,  Arthur,  the  Bastard,  Hubert,  and 
Lords. 

K.  John.  So  shall  it  be  -,  your  grace  shall  stay 
behind,  [To  Elinor. 

So  strongly  guarded. — Cousin,  look  not  sad  : 

[7b  Arthur. 
Thy  grandam  loves  thee  ;  and  thy  uncle  will 
As  dear  be  to  thee  as  thy  father  was. 

Artlu  O,  this  will  make  my  mother  die  with  grief. 


46  KING    JOHN*  Ad  III. 

K.  John.    Cousin,    [To  the  Bastard.]    away  for 
England  ;  haste  before  : 
And,  ere  our  coming,  see  thou  shake  the  bags 
Of  hoarding  abbots  ;  angels  4  imprisoned 
Set  thou  at  liberty  :  the  fat  ribs  of  peace 
Must  by  the  hungry  now  be  fed  upon  : 
Use  our  commission  in  his  utmost  force. 

Bast.  Bell,  book,  and   candle  shall  not  drive 
me  back, 
When  gold  and  silver  becks  me  to  come  on, 
I  leave  your  highness  : — Grandam,  I  will  pray 
(If  ever  I  remember  to  be  holy,) 
For  your  fair  safety  ;  so  I  kiss  your  hand. 

Eli.  Farewell,  my  gentle  cousin. 

K.  John,  Coz,  farewell. 

[Exit  Bastard. 

Eli.  Come  hither,  little  kinsman ;  hark,  a  word. 
[She  takes  Arthur  aside. 

K.  John.  Come  hither,  Hubert.     O  my  gentle 
Hubert, 
We  owe  thee  much  ;  within  this  wall  of  flesh 
There  is  a  soul,  counts  thee  her  creditor, 
And  with  advantage  means  to  pay  thy  love : 
And,  my  good  friend,  thy  voluntary  oath 
Lives  in  this  bosom,  dearly  cherished. 
Give  me  thy  hand.     I  had  a  thing  to  say,— 
But  I  will  lit  it  with  some  better  time. 
By  heaven,  Hubert,  I  am  almost  asham'd 
To  say  what  good  respect  I  have  of  thee. 

Hub.  I  am  much  bounden  to  your  majesty. 

A".  John.  Good  friend,  thou  hast  no  cause  to 
vSay  so  yet : 
But  thou  shalt  have  ;  and  creep  time  ne'er  so  slow, 
Yet  it  shall  come,  for  me  to  do  thee  good. 
1  had  a  thing  to  say, — But  let  it  go  : 
The  sun  is  in  the  heaven,  and  the  proud  day, 
4  Gold  coin. 
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Attended  with  the  pleasures  of  the  world, 

Is  all  too  wanton,  and  too  full  of  gawds,5 

To  give  me  audience  : — If  the  midnight  bell 

Did,  with  his  iron  tongue  and  brazen  mouth, 

Sound  one  unto  the  drowsy  race  of  night  -, 

If  this  same  were  a  church-yard  where  we  stand, 

And  thou  possessed  with  a  thousand  wrongs  5 

Or  if  that  surly  spirit,  melancholy, 

Had  bak'd  thy  blood,  and  made  it  heavy,  thick  ; 

(Which,  else,  runs  tickling  up  and  down  the  veins, 

Making  that  idiot,  laughter,  keep  men's  eyes, 

And  strain  their  cheeks  to  idle  merriment, 

A  passion  hateful  to  my  purposes  j) 

Or  if  that  thou  could' st  see  me  without  eyes, 

Hear  me  without  thine  ears,  and  make  reply 

Without  a  tongue,  using  conceit6  alone, 

Without  eyes,  ears,  and  harmful  sound  of  words 3 

Then,  in  despite  of  brooded  watchful  day, 

1  would  into  thy  bosom  pour  my  thoughts : 

But  ah,  I  will  not : — Yet  I  love  thee  well  ; 

And,  by  my  troth,  I  think,  thou  lov'st  me  well. 

Hub.  So  well,  that  what  you  bid  me  undertake, 
Though  that  my  death  were  adjunct7  to  my  act, 
By  heaven,  I'd  do't. 

K.  John.  Do  not  I  know,  thou  would'st  ? 

Good  Hubert,  Hubert,  Hubert,  throw  thine  eye 
On  yon  young  boy  :  I'll  tell  thee  what,  my  friend, 
He  is  a  very  serpent  in  my  way  ; 
And,  wheresoe'er  this  foot  of  mine  doth  tread, 
He  lies  before  me  :  Dost  thou  understand  me  ? 
Thou  art  his  keeper. 

Hub.  And  I  will  keep  him  so, 

That  he  shall  not  offend  your  majesty. 

K.John.  Death. 

Hub.  My  lord  ? 

VOL.  IV.  G 
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K.  John.  A  grave. 

Hub.  He  shall  not  live. 

K.   John.  Enough, 

I  could  be  merry  now  :  Hubert,  I  love  thee  5 
Well,  I'll  not  say  what  I  intend  for  thee  : 
Remember.—^ — Madam,  fare  you  well : 
I'll  send  those  powers  o'er  to  your  majesty. 

Eli.  My  blessing  go  with  thee  ! 

A'.  John.  For  England,  cousin  ; 

Hubert  shall  be  your  man,  attend  on  you 
With  all  true  duty. — On  toward  Calais,  ho  ! 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV. 

The  same.     The  French  King's  Tent. 

Enter  King  Philip,  Lewis,  Pandulph,  and 
Attendants. 

K.  Phi.  So,  by  a  roaring  tempest  on  the  floodf 
A  whole  armado8  of  convicted  sail9 
Is  scatter' d  and  disjoin  d  from  fellowship. 

Fund.  Courage  and  comfort!  all  shall  yet  go 

well. 
K.  Phi.  What  can  go  well,  when  we  have  run 
so  ill  ? 
Are  we  not  beaten  ?  Is  not  Angiers  lost  ? 
Arthur  ta'en  prisoner  ?  divers  dear  friends  slain  ? 
And  bloody  England  into  England  gone, 
O'erbearing  interruption,  spite  of  France  ? 

Lew.  What   he  hath  won,  that  hath  he   for* 
titied: 
So  hot  a  speed  with  such  advice  dispos'd, 
Such  temperate  order  in  so  fierce  a  cause, 
Doth  want  example  :  Who  hath  read,  or  heard, 
Of  any  kindred  action  like  to  this  ? 

J  Fleet  of  war.  9  Overcome. 
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K.  Phi.  Well  could  I  bear  that  England  had  this 
praise, 
So  we  could  find  some  pattern  of  our  shame. 

Enter  Constance, 

Look,  who  comes  here  !  a  grave  unto  a  soul  $ 
Holding  the  eternal  spirit,  against  her  will, 
In  the  vile  prison  of  afflicted  breath  : — 
I  pr'ythee,  lady,  go  away  with  me. 

Const.  Lo,  now  !  now  see  the  issue   of  your 
peace ! 

K .  Phi.  Patience,  good  lady !  comfort,  gentle 
Constance ! 

Const.  No,  I  defy1  all  counsel,  all  redress, 
But  that  which  ends  all  counsel,  true  redress. 
Death,  death  : — O  amiable  lovely  death  ! 
Thou  odoriferous  stench  !  sound  rottenness ! 
Arise  forth  from  the  couch  of  lasting  night, 
Thou  hate  and  terror  to  prosperity, 
And  I  will  kiss  thy  detestable  bones ; 
And  put  my  eye-balls  in  thy  vaulty  brows ; 
And  ring  these  fingers  with  thy  household  worms  5 
And  stop  this  gap  of  breath  with  fulsome  dust, 
And  be  a  carrion  monster  like  thyself : 
Come,  grin  on  me  5  and  I  will  think  thou  smil'st, 
And  buss  thee  as  thy  wife !  Misery's  love, 
O,  come  to  me ! 

K.  Phi.  O  fair  affliction,  peace. 

Const.  No,  no,  I  will  not,   having  breath  to 
cry: — 
O,  that  my  tongue  were  in  the  thunder's  mouth ! 
Then  with  a  passion  would  I  shake  the  world  j 
And  rouse  from  sleep  that  fell  anatomy, 
Which  cannot  hear  a  lady's  feeble  voice, 
Which  scorns  a  modern2  invocation. 

g  2 
1  Refuse-  *  Common. 
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Fund.  Lady,  you  utter  madness,  and  not  sorrow. 
Const.  Thou  art  not  holy  to  belie  me  so  ; 
I  am  not  mad  :  this  hair  I  tear,  is  mine  ; 
My  name  is  Constance  5  I  was  Geffrey's  wife  -y 
Young  Arthur  is  my  son,  and  he  is  lost : 
I  am  not  mad  ; — I  would  to  heaven,  I  were  ! 
For  then,  'tis  like  I  should  forget  myself: 
O,  if  I  could,  what  grief  should  I  forget  !•— - 
Preach  some  philosophy  to  make  me  mad, 
And  thou  shalt  be  canoniz'd,  cardinal ;    . 
For,  being  not  mad,  but  sensible  of  grief, 
My  reasonable  part  produces  reason 
How  I  may  be  deliver  d  of  these  woes, 
And  teaches  me  to  kill  or  hang  myself : 
If  I  were  mad,  I  should  forget  my  son  $ 
Or  madly  think,  a  babe  of  clouts  were  he : 
I  am  not  mad  ;  too  well,  too  well  I  feel 
The  different  plague  of  each  calamity. 

K.  Phi.  Bind  up  those  tresses  :  O,  what  love  I 
,  note 

In  the  fair  multitude  of  those  her  hairs  ! 
Where  but  by  chance  a  silver  drop  hath  fallen,    . 
Even  to  that  drop  ten  thousand  wiry  friends 
Do  glew  themselves  in  sociable  grief; 
Like  true,  inseparable,  faithful  loves, 
Sticking  together  in  calamity. 
Const.  To  England,  if  you  will. 
K.  John.  Bind  up  your  hairs. 

Const.  Yes,  that  I  will  $  and  wherefore  will  I 
do  it  ? 
I  tore  them  from  their  bonds ;  and  cried  aloud, 
O  that  these  hands  eonld  so  redeem  my  son, 
As  they  hate  given  these  hairs  their  liberty  / 
But  now  1  envy  at  their  liberty, 
And  will  again  commit  them  to  their  bonds, 

Because  my  poor  child  is  a  prisoner. 

And,  father  cardinal,  I  have  heard  you  say, 
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That  we  shall  see  and  know  our  friends  in  hea- 
ven : 
If  that  be  true,  I  shall  see  my  boy  again  \ 
For,  since  the  birth  of  Cain,  the  first  male  child. 
To  him  that  did  but  yesterday  suspire.5 
There  was  not  such  a  gracious  4  creature  born. 
But  now  will  canker  sorrow  eat  my  bud, 
And  chase  the  native  beauty  from  his  cheek, 
And  he  will  look  as  hollow  as  a  ghost  -, 
As  dim  and  meagre  as  an  ague's  lit ; 
And  so  he'll  die;  and,  rising  so  again, 
When  I  shall  meet  him  in  the  court  of  heaven 
I  shall  not  know  him  :  therefore  never,  never 
Must  I  behold  my  pretty  Arthur  more. 

PaiuL  You  hold  too  heinous  a  respect  of  grief. 

Const.  He  talks  to  me,  that  never  had  a  son. 

K.  Phi.  You  are  as  fond  of  grief,  as  of  your 
child. 

Const.  Grief  fills   the  room  up  of  my  absent 
child, 
Lies  in  his  bed,  walks  up  and  down  with  me ; 
Puts  on  his  pretty  looks,  repeats  his  words, 
Remembers  me  of  all  his  gracious  parts, 
Scurfs  out  his  vacant  garments  with  his  form  ', 
Then,  have  I  reason  to  be  fond  of  grief. 
Fare  you  well :  had  you  such  a  loss  as  I, 
I  could  give  better  comfort  than  you  do. — 
I  will  not  keep  this  form  upon  my  head, 

[Te&rwg  off'  her  Head-dress. 
When  there  is  such  disorder  in  my  wit. 
O  lord,  my  boy,  my  Arthur,  my  fair  son  ! 
My  life,  my  joy,  my  food,,  my  all  the  world  ! 
My  widow-comfort,  and  my  sorrows'  cure!  [&ofr 

K .  Phi.  I  fear  some  outrage,  and  I'll  follow  her. 

G    3 

2  Breathe*  *  Graceful. 
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Lexi\  There's  nothing  in  this  world,  can  make 
me  joy  : 
Life  is  as  tedious   as  a  twice-told  tale, 
Vexing  the  dull  ear  of  a  drowsy  man  5 
And  bitter  shame  hath  spoiFd  the  sweet  world's 

taste, 
That  it  yields  naught,  but  shame,  and  bitterness. 

Pand.  Before  the  curing  of  a  strong  disease, 
Even  in  the  instant  of  repair  and  health, 
The  fit  is  strongest  5  evils,  that  take  leave, 
On  their  departure  most  of  all  show  evil : 
What  have  you  lost  by  losing  of  this  day  ? 

Lew.  All  days  of  glory,  joy,  and  happiness. 

Paiul.  If  you  have  won  it,  certainly,  you  had. 
No,  no :   when  fortune  means  to  men  most  good. 
She  looks  upon  them  with  a  threatening  eye. 
'Tis  strange,  to  think  how  much  king  John  hathlost 
In  this  which  he  accounts  so  clearly  won  : 
Are  not  you  griev'd,  that  Arthur  is  his  prisoner  ? 

Lew.  As  heartily,  as  he  is  glad  he  hath  him. 

Pa/id.  Your  mind  is  all  as  youthful  as  your 
blood. 
Now  hear  me  speak,  with  a  prophetick  spirit  5 
For  even  the  breath  of  what  I  mean  to  speak 
Shall  blow  each  dust,  each  straw,  each  little  rub, 
Out  of  the  path  which  shall  directly  lead 
Thy  foot  to  England's  throne ;  and.  therefore,  mark. 
John  hath  seiz'd  Arthur  3  and  it  cannot  be, 
That,  whiles  warm  life  plays  in  that  infant's  veins, 
The  misplac'd  John  should  entertain  an  hour, 
One  minute,  nay,  one  quiet  breath  of  rest ; 
A  scepter,  snatch' d  with  an  unruly  hand, 
Must  be  as  boisterously  maintain'd  as  gain'd  : 
And  he,  that  stands  upon  a  slippery  place. 
Makes  nice  of  no  vile  hold  to  stay  him  up  : 
That  John  may  stand,  then  Arthur  needs  must  fall) 
&o  be  it,  for  it  cannot  be  but  so. 
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Lew.  But  what  shall  I  gain  by  young  Arthur's 
fall  ? 

Pand.  You,  in  the  right  of  lady  Blanch  your  wife, 
May  then  make  all  the  claim  that  Arthur  did. 

Lew.  And  lose  it,  life  and  all,  as  Arthur  did. 

Pand.  How  green  are  you,  and  fresh  in  this  old 
world ! 
John  lays  you  plots ;  the  times  conspire  with  you : 
For  he,  that  steeps  his  safety  in  true  blood, 
Shall  find  but  bloody  safety,  and  untrue. 
This  act,  so  evilly  born,  shall  cool  the  hearts 
Of  all  his  people,  and  freeze  up  their  zeal ; 
That  none  so  small  advantage  shall  step  forth. 
To  check  his  reign,  but  they  will  cherish  it ; 
No  natural  exhalation  in  the  sky, 
No  scape  of  nature,  no  distemper'd  day, 
No  common  wind,  no  customed  event, 
But  they  will  pluck  away  his  natural  cause, 
And  call  them  meteors,  prodigies,  and  signs, 
Abortives,  presages,  and  tongues  of  heaven, 
Plainly  denouncing  vengeance  upon  John. 

Lew.  May  be,  he  will  not  touch  young  Arthur*^ 
life, 
But  hold  himself  safe  in  his  prisonment. 

Pand.  O,  sir,  when  he  shall  hear  of  your  ap- 
proach, 
If  that  young  Arthur  be  not  gone  already, 
Even  at  that  news  he  dies  :  and  then  the  heart* 
Of  all  his  people  shall  revolt  from  him, 
And  kiss  the  lips  of  unacquainted  change  ; 
And  pick  strong  matter  of  revolt,  and  wrath. 
Out  of  the  bloody  fingers*  ends  of  John. 
Methinks,  I  see  this  hurly  all  on  foot ; 
And,  O,  what  better  matter  breeds  for  you, 
Than  I  have  nam  d  ! — The  bastard  Faulconbridge 
Is  now  in  England,  ransacking  the  church, 
"Offending  charity  ;  If  but  a  dozen  French 
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Were  there  in  arms,  they  would  be  as  a  call 
To  train  ten  thousand  English  to  their  side  5 
Or,  as  a  little  snow,  tumbled  about, 
Anon  becomes  a  mountain.     O  noble  Dauphin, 
Go  with  me  to  the  king  :   Tis  wonderful, 
What  may  be  wrought  out  of  their  discontent : 
Now  that  their  souls  are  topfull  of  offence, 
For  England  go  :  I  will  whet  on  the  king. 

Lew.  Strong  reasons  make  strong  actions  :  Let 
us  go  ; 
If  you  say,  ay,  the  king  will  not  say,  no.   [Exeunt. 

ACT  IV, 

SCENE  I.  Northampton.    A  Roo?n  in  the  Castle. 

Enter  Hubert  and  Two  Attendants, 

Hub,  Heat  me  these  irons  hot:  and,  look  thou, 
stand 
Within  the  arras  : 5  when  I  strike  my  foot 
Upon  the  bosom  of  the  ground,  rush  forth  : 
And  bind  the  boy,  which  you  shall  find  with  me, 
Fast  to  the  chair:  be  heedful:  hence,  and  watch. 
1  Attend.  I  hope,  your  warrant  will  bear  out 

the  deed. 
Hub.  Uncleanly  scruples  !  Fear  not  you  :   look 
to't. —  [Exeunt  Attendants. 

Young  lad,  come  forth  5  I  have  to  say  with  you. 

Enter  Arthur, 

Arth.  Good  morrow,  Hubert. 
Hub.  Good  morrow,  little  prince* 

Arth.  As  little  prince  (having  so  great  a  title 
To  be  more  prince,)  as  may  be. — You  are  sad. 
Hub.  Indeed,  I  have  been  merrier. 
A>  lh,  Mercy  on  me  I 

5  Tapestry** 
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Methinks,  no  body  should  be  sad  but  I  : 

Yet,  I  rememher,  wlien  I  was  in  France, 

Young  gentlemen  would  be  as  sad  as  night, 

Only  for  wantonness.     By  my  Christendom, 

So  I  were  out  of  prison,  and  kept  sheep, 

I  should  be  as  merry  as  the  day  is  long  -, 

And  so  I  would  be  here,  but  that  I  doubt 

My  uncle  practises  more  harm  to  me : 

He  is  afraid  of  me,  and  I  of  him : 

Is  it  my  fault  that  I  was  Geffrey's  son  ? 

No,  indeed,  is't  not  5  And  I  would  to  heaven, 

I  were  your  son,  so  you  would  love  me,  Hubert, 

Hvb.  If  I  talk  to  him,  with  his  innocent  prate 
He  will  awake  my  mercy,  which  lies  dead  : 
Therefore  I  will  be  sudden,  and  despatch.   [Aside. 

Arth.  Are  you  sick,  Hubert  ?  you  look  pale  to- 
day : 
In  sooth,  I  would  you  were  a  little  sick  ; 
That  I  might  sit  all  night,  and  watch  with  you  : 
I  warrant,  I  love  you  more  than  you  do  me. 

Hub.  His  words  do  take  possession  of  my  bo- 
som.— 
Read  here,,    young  Arthur.     [Showing  a  paper.] 
How  now,  foolish  rheum  !         [Aside, 
Turning  dispiteous  torture  out  of  door  ! 
I  must  be  brief  5  lest  resolution  drop 
Out  at  mine  eyes,  in  tender  womanish  tears. — — 
Can  you  not  read  it  ?  is  it  not  fair  writ  ? 

Arth.  Too  fairly,  Hubert,  for  so  foul  effect  : 
Must  you  with  hot  irons  burn  out  both  mine  eyes  ? 

Hub.  Young  boy,  I  must. 

Arth.  And  will  you  ? 

Hub.  And  I  will. 

Arth.  Have  you  the  heart?   When  your  head 
did  but  ake, 
I  knit  my  handkerchief  about  your  brows, 
(The  best  I  had,  a  princess  wrought  it  me,) 
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And  I  did  never  ask  it  you  again  : 
And  with  my  hand  at  midnight  held  your  head  $ 
And,  like  the  watchful  minutes  to  the  hour, 
Still  and  anon  cheer'd  up  the  heavy  time  ; 
Saying,  What  lackyou  ?  and,  Where  lies  your  grief  ? 
Or,  What  good  love  may  I  perform  for  you  ? 
Many  a  poor  man's  son  would  have  lain  still, 
And  ne'er  have  spoke  a  loving  word  to  you , 
But  you  at  your  sick  service  had  a  prince. 
Nay,  you  may  think,  my  love  was  crafty  love, 
And  call  it,  cunning  ;  Do,  an  if  you  will : 
If  heaven  be  pleas'd  that  you  must  use  me  ill, 
Why,  then  you  must. — Will  you  put  out  mine  eyes  ? 
These  eyes,  that  never  did,  nor  never  shall, 
So  much  as  frown  on  you  ? 

Hub.  I  have  sworn  to  do  it  ; 

And  with  hot  irons  must  I  burn  them  out. 

Arthg  Ah,  none,  but  in  this  iron  age,  would 
do  it ! 
The  iron  of  itself,  though  heat  red-hot, 
Approaching  near  these  eyes,  would  drink  my  tears, 
And  quench  his  fiery  indignation, 
Even  in  the  matter  of  mine  innocence : 
Nay,  after  that,  consume  away  in  rust, 
But  for  containing  fire  to  harm  mine  eye. 
Are  you  more  stubborn-hard  than  hammered  iron  ? 
An  if  an  angel  should  have  have  come  to  me, 
And  told  me,  Hubert  should  put  out  mine  eyes, 
I  would  not  have  believ'd  no  tongue,  but  Hubert's. 

Hub.  Come  forth.  [Stamps. 

llc-cnter  Attendants,  with  Cord,  Irons,  kc. 

Do  as  I  bid  you  do. 

Arth.  O,  save  me,  Hubert,  save  me  !  my  eyes 
are  out, 
Even  with  the  fierce  looks  of  these  bloody  men. 

Hub.  Give  me  the  iron,  I  say,  and  bind  him  here. 
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Arth.  Alas,  what  need  you  be  so  boist'rous- 
rough  ? 
I  will  not  struggle,  I  will  stand  stone- still. 
For  heaven's  sake,  Hubert,  let  me  not  be  bound  ! 
Nay,  hear  me,  Hubert !  drive  these  men  away, 
And  I  will  sit  as  quiet  as  a  lamb  ; 
I  will  not  stir,  nor  wince,  nor  speak  a  word, 
Nor  look  upon  the  iron  angerly  : 
Thrust  but  these  men  away,  and  I'll  forgive  you, 
Whatever  torment  you  do  put  me  to. 

Hub.  Go,  stand  within  ;  let  me  alone  with  him. 
1  Attend.  I  am  best  pleas'd  to  be  from  such  a 
deed.  [Exeunt  Attendants. 

Arth.  Alas  !  I  then  have  chid  away  my  friend; 
He  hath  a  stern  look,  but  a  gentle  heart : — 
Let  him  come  back,  that  his  compassion  may 
Give  life  to  yours. 

Hub.  Come,  boy,  prepare  yourself. 

Arth.  Is  there  no  remedy  ? 
Hub.  None,  but  to  lose  your  eyes. 

Arth.  O  heaven! — that  there  were  but  a  mot© 
in  yours, 
A  grain,  adust,  a  gnat,  a  wand'ring  hair, 
Any  annoyance  in  that  precious  sense  ! 
Then,  feeling  what  smallthings  are  boist'rous  there, 
Your  vile  intent  must  needs  seem  horrible. 

Hub.   Is  this  your  promise?    go  to,  hold  your 

tongue. 
Arth.  Hubert,  the  utterance  of  a  brace  of  tongues 
Must  needs  want  pleading  for  a  pair  of  eyes  : 
Let  me  not  hold  my  tongue  ;  let  me  not,  Hubert ! 
Or,  Hubert,  if  you  will,  cut  out  my  tongue, 
So  I  may  keep  mine  eyes  j  O,  spare  mine  eyes ; 
Though  to  no  use,  but  still  to  look  on  you ! 
Lo,  by  my  troth,  the  instrument  is  cold, 
And  would  not  harm  me. 

Hub.  I  can  heat  it;  boy, 
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Arth.  No,  in  good  sooth  ;  the  fire  is  dead  with 
grief, 
Being  create  for  comfort,  to  be  us'd 
In  undeserv'd  extremes  :6  See  else  yourself ; 
There  is  no  malice  in  this  burning  coal  -, 
The  breath  of  heaven  hath  blown  his  spirit  out, 
And  strew'd  repentant  ashes  on  his  head. 

Hub.  But  with  my  breath  I  can  revive  it,  boy. 

Arth.  And  if  you  do,  you  will  but  make  it  blush, 
And  glow  with  shameof  your  proceedings,  Hubert: 
Nay,  it,  perchance,  will  sparkle  in  your  eyes  5 
And,  like  a  dog  that  is  compell'd  to  tight, 
Snatch  at  his  master  that  doth  tarre7  him  on. 
All  things,  that  you  should  use  to  do  me  wrong, 
Deny  their  office  :  only  you  do  lack 
That  mercy,  which  fierce  tire,  and  iron,  extends, 
Creatures  of  note,  for  mercy-lacking  uses. 

Hub.  Well,  see  to  live  5  I  will  not  touch  thine 
eyes 
For  all  the  treasure  that  thine  uncle  owes  :8 
Yet  am  I  sworn,  and  I  did  purpose,  boy, 
With  this  same  very  iron  to  burn  them  out. 

Arth.  O,  now  you  look  like  Hubert!  all  this 
while 
You  were  disguised. 

Huh.  Peace  :  no  more.  Adieu  5 

Your  uncle  must  not  know  bat  you  are  dead  : 
I'll  fill  these  dogged  spies  with  false  reports. 
And,  pretty  child,  sleep  doubtless,  and  secure, 
That  Hubert,  for  the  wealth  of  all  the  world, 
Will  not  offend  thee. 

Arth.  O  heaven  ! — I  thank  you,  Hubert. 

Hub.  Silence ;  no  more :  Go  closely  ^  in  with  me  -y 
Much  danger  do  I  undergo  for  thee.         [Exet&t, 

*  In  cruelty  I  have  not  unserved.  <  Set  him  en. 

8  Own?.  s-  Secret! v, 
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SCENE  II. 

The  same.     A  Room  of  State  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  King  Jo  i-i  n,  crowned ;  Pe  m  b  uok  e,  S  a  lis- 
bury,  and  other  Lords.  The  King  takes  his 
State. 

K.  John.  Here  once  again  we  sit,  once  again 
crown'd, 
And  look'd  upon,  I  hope,  with  cheerful  eyes. 

Pan.  This  once  again>  but  that  your  highness 
pleas'd, 
Was  once  superfluous  :  you  were  crown'd  before, 
And  that  high  royalty  was  ne'er  pluck'd  off  5 
The  faiths  of  men  ne'er  stained  with  revolt; 
Fresh  expectation  troubled  not  the  land, 
With  any  long'd-for  change,  or  better  state. 

Sal.    Therefore,  to   be   possess'd   with   double 
pomp, 
To  guard1  a  title  that  was  rich  before, 
To  gild  refined  gold,  to  paint  the  lily, 
To  throw  a  perfume  on  the  violet, 
To  smooth  the  ice,  or  add  another  hue 
Unto  the  rainbow,  or  with  taper-light 
To  seek  the  beauteous  eye  of  heaven  to  garnish,2 
Is  wasteful,  and  ridiculous  excess. 

Petit.  But  that  your  royal  pleasure  must  be  done, 
This  act  is  as  an  ancient  tale  new  told  5 
And,  in  the  last  repeating,  troublesome, 
Being  urged  at  a  time  unseasonable. 

Sal.  In  this,  the  antique  and  well-noted  face 
Of  plain  old  form  is  much  disfigured  : 
And,  like  a  shifted  wind  unto  a  sail, 
It  makes  the  course  of  thoughts  to  fetch  a  :out : 
vol.  iv,  H 

*  Lace.  *  Decorate, 
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Startles  and  frights  consideration  ; 

Makes  sound  opinion  sick,  and  truth  suspected, 

For  putting  on  so  new  a  fashion'd  robe. 

Pan.  When  workmen  strive  to  do  better  th  an 
well, 
They  do  confound  their  skill  in  covetousness  :  * 
And,  oftentimes,  excusing  of  a  fault, 
Doth  make  the  fault  the  worse  by  the  excuse  y 
As  patches,  set  upon  a  little  breach, 
Discredit  more  in  hiding  of  the  fault, 
Than  did  the  fault  before  it  was  so  patch'd. 

Sal.  To  this  effect,  before  you  were  new-crown'd, 
We  breath'd  our  counsel :  but  it  pleas'd  your  high- 
ness 
To  overbear  it ;  and  we  are  all  well  pleas'd , 
Since  all  and  every  part  of  what  we  would, 
Doth  make  a  stand  at  what  your  highness  will. 

K.  John.  Some  reasons  of  this  double  coronation 
I  h^ve  possess' d  you  with,  and  think  them  strong; 
And  more,  more  strong,  (when  lesser  is*Yny  fear,) 
I  shall  indue  you  with  :  Mean  time,  but  ask 
What  you  would  have  reform' d,  that  is  not  well ; 
And  well  shall  you  perceive,  how  willingly 
I  will  both  hear  and  grant  you  your  requests. 

Pan.  Then  I,   (as  one  that  am  the  tongue  of 
these, 
To  sound4  the  purposes  of  all  their  hearts,) 
Both  for  myself  and  them,   (but,  chief  of  all, 
Your  safety,  for  the  which  myself  and  them 
Bend  their  best  studies,)   heartily  request 
The  enfranchisement5  of  Arthur  5  whose  restraint 
Doth  move  the  murmuring  lips  of  discontent 
To  break  into  this  dangerous  argument, — 
If,  what  in  rest  you  have,  in  right  you  hold, 
Why  then  your  fears,  (which,  as  they  say,  attend 
The  steps  of  wrong,)  snoafd  move  you  to  mew  up 
Deske  oi  excelling.         *  Publish.         •  Re  lease  mei 
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Your  tender  kinsman,  and  to  choke  his  days 
With  barbarous  ignorance,  and  deny  his  youth 
The  rich  advantage  of  good  exercise  ? 
That  the  time's  enemies  may  not  have  this 
To  grace  occasions,  let  it  be  our  suit, 
That  you  have  bid  us  ask  his  liberty  $ 
Which  for  our  goods  we  do  no  further  ask, 
Than  whereupon  our  weal,  on  you  depending, 
Counts  it  your  weal,  he  have  his  liberty. 

K.  Jo/in.  Let  it  be  so  3  I  do  commit  his  youth 

Enter  Hubert. 

To  your  direction.— Hubert,  what  news  with  yon. 

lJem.  This  is  the  man  should  do  the  bloody 
deed ; 
He  show'd  his  warrant  to  a  friend  of  mine  5 
The  image  of  a  wicked  heinous  fault 
Lives  in  his  eye  5   that  close  aspect  of  his 
Does  show  the  mood  of  a  much-troubled  breast ; 
And  I  do  fearfully  believe,  'tis  done, 
What  we  so  fear'd  he  had  a  charge  to  do. 

Sal.  The  colour  of  the  king  doth  come  and  go, 
Between  his  purpose  and  his  conscience, 
Like  heralds  'twixt  two  dreadful  battles  set : 
His  passion  is  so  ripe,  it  needs  must  break. 

Pern.  And,  when  it  breaks,  I  fear,  will  issue 
thence 
The  foul  corruption  of  a  sweet  child's  death. 

K.  John.    We  cannot  hold  mortality's   strong 
hand  : — 
Good  lords,  although  my  will  to  give  is  living, 
The  suit  which  you  demand  is  gone  and  dead : 
He  tells  us,  Arthur  is  deceas'd  to  night. 

Sal.  Indeed,  we  fear'd,  his  sickness  was  past  cure. 

Pern.  Indeed  we  heard  how  near  his  death  he  was> 
Before  the  child  himself  felt  he  was  sick : 

H  2 
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This  must  be  answer'd,  either  here,  or  hence       * 

A.  John.  Why  do  you  bend  such  solemn  brows 
on  me  ? 
Think  you,  J  bear  the  shears  of  destiny? 
Have  I  commandment  on  the  pulse  of  life  > 

Sal.  It  is  apparent  foul-play ;  and  'tis  shame. 
That  greatness  should  so  grossly  oifer  it  : 
So  thrive  it  in  your  game  !   and  so  farewell. 

Pew.  Stay  yet,  lord  Salisbury  ;  I'll  go  with  thee, 
And  find  the  inheritance  of  this  poor  child, 
His  little  kingdom  of  a  forced  grave. 
That  blood,  which  ow'd    the  breath  of  all  this  isle 
Three  foot  of  it  doth  hold  ;  Bad  world  the  while  I 
This  must  not  be  thus  borne  :   this  will  break  out 
To  all  our  sorrows,  and  ere  long,  I  doubt. 

„    _  ;      £  t«  Lords. 

K.  John.  They  burn  m  indignation  ;   I  repent  j 
There  is  no  sure  foundation  s&  on  blood; 
JMo  certain  life  achiev'd  by  others'  death.-! . 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

A  fearful  eye  thou  hast  5   Where  is  that  blood, 
That  I  have  seen  inhabit  in  those  cheeks  ? 
So  foul  a  sky  clears  not  without  a  storm  : 
Pour  down  thy  weather : — How  goes  all  in  France  I 
Mcm.  From  France  to  England. — Neyer  such  a 
power 7 
For  any  foreign  preparation, 
Was  levied  in  the  body  of  a  land  ! 
The  copy  of  your  speed  is  learn'd  by  them ; 
For,  when  you  should  be  told  they  do  prepare, 
The  tidings  come,  that  they  are  al'l  arriv'd. 

K.  John.  O,  where  hath  our  intelligence  been 
drunk  ? 
Where  bath  it  slept  ?  Where  is  my  mother's  care  ? 
That  such  an  army  could  be  drawn  in  France, 
6  Owned.  7  Force. 
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And  she  not  hear  of  it  ? 

Mess.  My  liege,  her  ear 

Is  stopp'd  with  dust  3  the  first  of  April,  died 
Your  noble  mother  :   And,  as  I  hear,  my  lord, 
The  lady  Constance  in  a  frenzy  died 
Three  days  before  :  but  this  from  rumour's  tongue 
I  idly  heard ;  if  true,  or  false,  1  know  not. 

K.  John.  Withhold  thy  speed,  dreadful  occasion  ! 
O,  make  a  league  with  me,  till  I  have  pleas'd 
My  discontented  peers  ! — What !   mother  dead  ? 
How  wildly  then  walks  my  estate  in  France  ! — 
Under  whose  conductcame  those  powers  of  France, 
That  thou  for  truth  giv'st  out,  are  landed  here  ? 

Mess.  Under  the  Dauphin. 

Enlcr  the  Bastard  and  Peter  of  Pomfret. 

K.John.  .      Thou  hast  made  me  giddy 

With  these  ill  tidings. — Now,  what  says  the  world 
To  your  proceedings  ?  do  not  seek  to  stuff 
My  head  with  more  ill  news,  for  it  is  full. 

Bast .  But,  if  you  he  afeard  to  hear  the  worst, 
Then  let  the  worst,  unheard,  fall  on  your  head. 

K .  John.  Bear  with  me,  cousin ;  fori  was  amaz'd3 
Under  the  tide  :   but  now  I  breathe  again 
Aloft  the  flood  3   and  can  give  audience 
To  any  tongue,  speak  it  of  what  it  will. 

Bast.  How  I  have  sped  among  the  clergymen, 
The  sums  I  have  collected  shall  express. 
But,  as  I  travelled  hither  through  the  land, 
I  find  the  people  strangely  fantasied  y 
Possessed  with  rumours,  full  of  idle  dreams  : 
Not  knowing  what  they  f^ar,  but  full  of  fear  : 
And  here's  a  prophet,  that  I  brought  with  me 
From  forth  the  streets  of  Ton] fret,  whom  1  found 
With  many  hundreds  treading  on  his  heels; 

a :3 
s  Stunned,  confounded. 
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To  whom  he  sung,  in  rude  harsh-sounding  rhymes, 
That,  ere  the  next  Ascension-day  at  noon, 
Your  highness  should  deliver  up  your  crown. 
K.  John.  Thou  idle  dreamer,   wherefore  didst 

thou  so  ? 
Peter.    Foreknowing  that   the  truth   will  fall 

out  so. 
K.  John.  Hubert,    away  with   him;    imprison 
him  ; 
And  on  that  day  at  noon,  whereon,  he  says, 
I  shall  yield  up  my  crown,  let  him  be  hang'd: 
Deliver  him  to  safety,''  and  return, 
For  I  must  use  thee. — O  my  gentle  cousin, 

,  ;  [Exit  Hubert,  vitk  Pet ek* 

Hear'st  thou  the  news  abroad,  who  are  arriv'd  ? 
Bast.  The  French,  my  lord;  men's  mouths  are 
full  of  it : 
Besides,  I  met  lord  Bigot,  and  lord  Salisbury; 
(With  eyes  as  red  as  new-enkindled  fire,) 
And  others  more,  going  to  seek  the  grave 
Of  Arthur,  who,  they  say,  is  kill'd  to-night 
On  your  suggestion. 

K.  John.  Gentle  kinsman,  go, 

And  thrust  thyself  into  their  companies  : 
I  have  a  way  to  win  their  loves  again ; 
Bring  them  before  me. 
'Bast.  I  will  seek  them  out. 

K.  John.  Nay,  but  make  haste;  the  better  foot 

before. 

O,  let  me  have  no  subject  enemies, 
When  adverse  foreigners  affright  my  towns 
With  dreadful  pomp  of  stout  invasion  ! — 
Be  mercury,  set  feathers  to  thy  heels ; 
And  fly,  like  thought,  from  them  to  me  again. 
Bast.    The  spirit  of  the  time  shall  teach  me 
speed.  [Exit 

9  Custody. 
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K.  John,  Spoke  like  a  spritefiA  noble  gentle* 
man. — 
Go  after  him  ;  for  he,  perhaps,  shall  need 
Some  messenger  betwixt  me  and  the  peers ; 
And  be  thou  he. 

Mess,  With  all  my  heart,  my  liege. 

[Exit* 
K<  John.  My  mother  dead  ! 

Re-enter  Hubert* 

Hub.    My  lord,  they  say,  five  moons  were  seen 
to-night  : 
Four  fixed  5  and  the  fifth  did  whirl  about 
The  other  four,  in  wond'rous  motion. 
K.  John.  Five  moons  ? 

Hub.  Old  men,  and  beldams, 

in  the  streets 
po  prephecy  upon  it  dangerously  : 
Young  Arthur's  death  is  common  in  their  mouths : 
And  when  they  talk  of  him,  they  shake  their 

heads, 
And  whisper  one  another  in  the  ear; 
And  he,  that  speaks,  doth  gripe  the  hearer's  wrist; 
Whilst  he,  that  hears,  makes  fearful  action, 
With  wrinkled  brows,  with  nods,  with  rolling  eyes. 
I  saw  a  smith  stand  with  his  hammer,  thus, 
The  whilst  his  iron  did  on  the  anvil  cool. 
With  open  mouth  swallowing  a  tailor's  news ; 
Who,  with  his  shears  and  measure  in  his  hand, 
Standing  on  slippers,  (which  his  nimble  haste 
Had  falsely  thrust  upon  contrary  feet,) 
Told  of  a  many  thousand  warlike  French, 
That  were  embatteled  and  rank'd  in  Kent : 
Another  lean  unwash'd  artificer 
Cuts  off  his  tale,  and  talks  of  Arthurs  death. 
Jl.  John.  Why  seek'st  thou  to  possess  me  with 
these  fears  ? 
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Why  urgest  thou  so  oft  young  Arthur's  death  ? 
Thy  hand  hath  murder  d  him  :  1  had  mighty  cause 
To  wish  him  dead,  but  thou  hadst  none  to  kill  him. 

Bub.  Had  none,  my  lord  !   why,  did  you  not 
provoke  me  ? 

A".  Jijlm.  It  is  the  curse  of  kings,  to  be  attended 
By  slaves,  that  take  their  humours  for  a  warrant 
To  break  within  the  bloody  house  of  life; 
And,  on  the  winking  of  authority, 
To  understand  a  law;   to  know  the  meaning 
Of  dangerous  majesty,  when,  perchance,  it  frowns 
More  upon  humour  than  advis'd  respect.1 

Hub.  Here  is  your  hand  and  seal  for  what  I  did. 

K.  John.  O,  when  the  last  account  'twixt  heaven 
and  earth 
Is  to  be  made,  then  shall  this  hand  and  seal 
Witness  against  us  to  damnation  ! 
How  oft  the  sight  of  means  to  do  ill  deeds, 
Makes  deeds  ill  done  !     Hadest  not  thou  been  byM 
A  fellow  by  the  hand  of  nature  mark'd, 
Quoted/  and  sigrfd,  to  do  a  deed  of  shame, 
This  murder  had  not  come  into  my  mind: 
But,  taking  note  of  thy  abhoir'd  aspect. 
Finding  thee  fit  for  bloody  villainy, 
Apt,  liable,  to  be  employ'd  in  danger, 
I  faintly  broke  with  thee  of  Arthur's  death  5 
And  thou,  to  be  endeared  to  a  king, 
Made  it  no  conscience  to  destroy  a  prince. 

Hub.  My  lord, 

K.  J ok/i.  Hadst  thou  but  shook  thy  head;  or 
made  a  pause. 
When  I  spake  darkly  what  I  purposed  -, 
Or  turn'd  an  eye  of  doubt  upon  my  face, 
As  bid  me  tell  my  tale  in  express  words ; 
Deep  shame  had  struck  me  dumb,  made  me  break 
off,  -- 

1  Deliberate  consideration,  -     -*  Observed. 
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And  those  thy  fears  might  have  wrought  fears  iu 

me: 
But  thou  didst  understand  me  by  my  signs, 
And  didst  in  signs  again  parley  with  sin ; 
Yea,  without  stop,  didst  let  thy  heart  consent, 
And,  consequently,  thy  rude  hand  to  act 
The  deed,  which  both  our  tongues  held  vile  to 

name, — 
Out  of  my  sight,  and  never  see  me  more  ! 
My  nobles  leave  me ;  and  my  state  is  brav'd, 
Even  at  my  gates,  with  ranks  of  foreign  powers  5 
Nay,  in  the  body  of  this  fleshly  land,5 
This  kingdom,  this  confine  of  blood  and  breath  j 
Hostility  and  civil  tumult  reigns 
Between  my  conscience,  and  my  cousin's  death, 

Hub.  Arm  you  against  your  other  enemies, 
I'll  make  a  peace  between  your  soul  and  you. 
Young  Arthur  is  alive  :  This  hand  of  mine 
Is  yet  a  maiden  and  an  innocent  hand, 
Not  painted  with  the  crimson  spots  of  blood. 
Within  this  bosom  never  enter' d  yet 
The  dreadful  motion  of  a  murd'rous  though t, 
And  you  have  slander' d  nature  in  my  form  5 
Which,  howsoever  rude  exteriorly, 
Is  yet  the  cover  of  a  fairer  mind 
Than  to  be  butcher  of  an  innocent  child. 

K.John.  Doth  Arthur  live?    O,  haste  thee  tQ 
the  peers, 
Throw  this  report  on  their  incensed  rage, 
And  make  them  tame  to  their  obedience  ! 
Forgive  the  comment  that  my  passion  made* 
Upon  thy  feature  ;  for  my  rage  was  blind, 
And  foul  imaginary  eyes  of  blood 
Presented  thee  more  hideous  than  thou  artt 
Q,  answer  not;  but  to  my  closet  bring 

3  His  own  body. 
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The  angry  lords,  with  all  expedient*  haste: 
1  conjure  thee  but  slowly;  run  more  fast. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

The  same.     Before  the  Castle* 

Enter  Arthur*  on  the  Walls. 

Arlh.  The  wall  is  high ;    and  vet  will  I  leaji 
down :—  l 

Good  ground,  be  pitiful,  and  hurt  me  not'— 
There's  few,  or  none,  do  know  me;  if  they  did, 
Ihis  ship-boys  se'mblance  hath  disguis'd  me  quite. 
1  am  afraid  •  and  yet  I'll  venture  it. 

tmi1/^  d°Wn'  ahd  do  not  break  m7lirnbS> 
I  U  rmd  a  thousand  shifts  to  get  away  : 
As  good  to  die,  and  go,  as  die,  and  stay. 

n      .,  ,  ,       .  .  [Leaps  down. 

U  me  !  my  uncle  s  spirit  is  in  these  stones  — 
Heaven  take  my  soul,  and  England  keep  my  bones  ! 

[DieSi 

Enter  Pembroke,  Salisbury,  and  Bigot. 

Sal.  Lords,  I  will  meet  him  at  saint  Edmund's- 

It  is  our  safety,  and  we  must  embrace 
Ihis  gentle  offer  of  the  perilous  time. 

Pern.  Who  brought  that  letter  from  the  cardi- 
nal ? 

SaL  The  count  Melnn,  a  noble  lord  of  France : 
\\  hose  private  with  me/  of  the  Dauphin's  love, 
is  much  more  general  than  these  lines  import. 

Big.  To-morrow  morning  let  us  meet  him  then. 

bal.  Or,  rather  then  set  forward  •  for  'twill  be 
Iwo  long  days'  journey,  lords,  or  e'er  we  meet. 
4  Expeditious.  5  Private  account. 
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Enter  the  Bastard. 

Bast.  Once  more  to-day  well  met,  distemper'd5 
lords ! 
The  king,  by  me,  requests  your  presence  straight. 
Sal.  The  king  hath  dispossess'd  himself  of  us; 
We  will  not  line  his  thin  bestained  cloak 
With  our  pure  honours,  nor  attend  the  foot 
That  leaves  the  print  of  blood  where-e'er  it  walks: 
Return,  and  tell  him  so  ;  we  know  the  worst. 
Bast .  Whate'er  you  think,  good  words,  I  think, 

were  best. 
Salt  Our  griefs,  and  not  our  manners,  reason 

now. 
Basts  But  there  is  little  reason  in  your  grief; 
Therefore,  'twere  reason,  you  had  manners  now. 
Bern.  Sir,  sir,  impatience  hath  his  privilege. 
Bast.  'Tis  true ;  to  hurt  his  master,  no  man  else. 
Sal.  This  is  the  prison :  What  is  he  lies  here  ? 

[Seeing  Arthur. 
Bern.  O  death,    made    proud    with   pure   and 
princely  beauty  ! 
The  earth  had  not  a  hole  to  hide  this  deed. 

Sat.  Murder,  as  hating  what  himself  hath  done, 
Doth  lay  it  open,  to  urge  on  revenge. 

Big.  Or,  when  he  doom'd  this  beauty  to  a  grave, 
Found  it  too  precious-princely  for  a  grave. 

Sal.  Sir  Richard,  what  think  you  ?    Have  you 
beheld, 
Or  have  you  read,  or  heard?  or  could  you  think? 
Or  do  you  almost  think,  although  you  see, 
That  you  do  see  ?  could  thought,  without  this  ob- 
ject, 
From  such  another?    This  is  the  very  op, 
The  height,  the  crest,  or  crest  unto  the  crest, 
Of  murder's  arms :  this  is  the  bloodiest  shame, 
*  Out  of  humour. 
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The  wildest  savag 'ry,  the  vilest  stroke, 
That  ever  wall-ey'd  wrath,  or  staring  rage, 
Presented  to  the  tears  of  soft  remorse.7 

Pern.   All  murders   past  do   stand  excus'd  ia 
this: 
And  this,  so  sole,  and  so  unmatchable, 
Shall  give  a  holiness,  a  purity, 
To  the  yet-unbegotten  sin  of  time; 
And  prove  a  deadly  bloodshed  but  a  jest, 
Exampled  by  this  heinous  spectacle. 

Bast.  It  is  a  damned  and  a  bloody  work) 
The  graceless  action  of  a  heavy  hand, 
If  that  it  be  the  work  of  any  hand. 

Sal.  If  that  it  be  the  work  of  any  hand  ? — ■ 
We  had  a  kind  of  light,  what  would  ensue  : 
It  is  the  shameful  work  of  Hubert's  hand  \ 
The  practice,  and  the  purpose,  of  the  king:— 
From  whose  obedience  I  forbid  my  soul, 
Kneeling  before  this  ruin  of  sweet  life, 
And  breathing  to  his  breathless  excellence 
The  incense  of  a  vow,  a  holy  vow; 
Never  to  taste  the  pleasures  of  the  worldi 
Never  to  be  infected  with  delight, 
Nor  conversant  with  ease  and  idleness. 
Till  I  have  set  a  glory  to  this  hand,8 
By  giving  it  the  worship  of  revenge. 

lycm.  Big.    Our  souls   religiously  confirm  thy 
words. 

Enter  Hubert. 

Hub,  Lords,  I  am  hot  with  haste  in  seeking  you : 
Arthur  doth  live;  the  king  hath  sent  for  you. 

Sal.  O,  he  is  bold,  and  blushes  not  at  death: — 
Avaunt,  thou  hateful  villain,  get  thee  gone  ! 

7  Pity. 
%  Hand  should  be  head;  a  glory  is  the  circle  of  rays 
which  surrounds  the  heads  of  saints  in  pictures. 
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Hub.  I  am  no  villain. 

Sal.  Must  I  rob  the  law? 

[Drawing  his  word. 

Bast.  Your  sword  is  bright,  sir;  put  it  up  again. 

Sal.  Not  till  I  sheath  it  in  a  murderer's  skin. 

Hub.   Stand  back,  lord  Salisbury,  stand  back,  I 
say; 
By  heaven,  I  think,  my  sword's  as  sharp  as  yours : 
I  would  not  have  you,  lord,  forget  yourself, 
Nor  tempt  the  danger  of  my  true8  defence; 
Lest  I,  by  marking  of  your  rage,  forget 
Your  worth,  your  greatness,  and  nobility. 

Big.  Out,  dunghill!  dar'st  thou  brave  a  noble* 
man  ? 

Hub.  Not  for  my  life:  but  yet  J  dare  defend 
My  innocent  life  against  an  emperor. 

Sal.  Thou  art  a  murderer. 

Hub.  Do  not  prove  me  so;? 

Yet,  I  am  none :  Whose  tongue  soe'er  speaks  false, 
Not  truly  speaks  -r  who  speaks  not  truly,  lies. 

Pern.  Cut  him  to  pieces. 

Bast.  Keep  the  peace,  I  say. 

Sal.  Stand  by,  or  I  shall  gall  you,  Faulcon- 
bridge. 

Bast.  Thou  wert  better  gall  the  devil,  Salisbury : 
If  thou  but  frown  on  me,  or  stir  thy  foot, 
Or  teach  thy  hasty  spleen  to  do  me  shame, 
I'll  strike  thee  dead.     Put  up  thy  sword  betirrie; 
Or  I'll  so  maul  you  and  your  toasting-iron, 
That  you  shall  think  the  devil  is  come  from  hell. 

Big.  What  wilt  thou  do,  renowned  Faulcon- 
bridge  ? 
^Second  a  villain,  and  a  murderer  ? 

Hub.  Lord  Bigot,  I  am  none. 

Big.  Who  kill'd  this  prince! 

VOL.   IV.  I 

*  Holiest.        9  'By  compelling  me  to.  kill  you, 
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Hub.  Tis  not  an  hour  since  I  left  him  well: 
I  honour'd  him,  I  lov'd  him ;  and  will  weep 
My  date  of  life  out,  for  his  sweet  life's  loss. 

Sal.    Trust  not  those   cunning   waters  of  hi* 
eyes, 
For  villainy  is  not  without  such  rheum  ,l 
And  he,  long  traded  in  it,  makes  it  seem 
Like  rivers  of  remorse2  and  innocency. 
Away,  with  me,  all  you  whose  souls  abhor 
The  uncleanly  savours  of  a  slaughter-house,- 
For  I  am  stifled  with  this  smell  of  sin. 

Big.  Away,  toward  Bury,  to  the  Dauphin  there! 

Fan.  There,  tell  the  king,  he  may  inquire  us 
out.  [Exeunt  Lords. 

Bast .  Here's  a  good  world  ! — Knew  you  of  this 
fair  work  ? 
Beyond  the  infinite  and  boundless  reach 
Of  mercy,  if  thou  didst  this  deed  of  death, 
Art  thou  damn'd,  Hubert. 

Hub:  Do  but  hear  me,  sir. 

Bast.  Ha!  I'll  tell  thee  what 5 
Thou  art  damn'd  as  black — nay,  nothing  is  so 

black; 
Thou  art  more  deep  damn'd  than  prince  Lucifer: 
There  is  not  yet  so  ugly  a  fiend  of  hell 
As  thou  shalt  be,  if  thou  didst  kill  this  child. 

Hub.  Upon  my  soul, 

Bast.  If  thou  didst  but  consent 

To  this  most  cruel  act,  do  but  despair, 
And,  if  thou  want'st  a  cord,  the  smallest  thread 
That  ever  spider  twisted  from  her  womb 
Will  serve  to  strangle  thee ;  a  rush  will  be 
A  beam  to  hang  thee  on;  or  would'st  thou  dcowa 

thyself, 
Put  but  a  little  water  in  a  spoon, 
And  it  shall  be  as  all  the  ocean, 

»  Moisture.  a  Pitj. 
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Enough  to  stifle  such  a  villain  up. 

I  do  suspect  thee  very  grievously. 

Hub.  If  I  in  act,  consent,  or  sin  of  thought 
Be  guilty  of  the  stealing  that  sweet  breath 
Which  was  embounded  in  this  beauteous  clay^ 
Let  hell  want  pains  enough  to  torture  me ! 
I  left  him  well. 

Bast .  Go,  bear  him  in  thine  arms.-— 

I  am  amaz'd,5  methinks  -,  and  lose  my  way 
Among  the  thorns  and  dangers  of  this  world.— * 
How  easy  dost  thou  take  all  England  up  ! 
From  forth  this  morsel  of  dead  royalty, 
The  life,  the  right,  and  truth  of  all  this  realm 
Is  fled  to  heaven  ;  and  England  now  is  left 
To  tug  and  scamble,  and  to  part  by  the  teeth 
The  unowed4  interest  of  proud-swelling  state* 
Now,  for  the  bare-pick'd  bone  of  majesty, 
Doth  dogged  war  bristle  his  angry  crest, 
And  snarleth  in  the  gentle  eyes  of  peace : 
Now    powers   from    home,     and   discontents   at 

home, 
Meet  in  one  line  j  and  vast  confusion  waits 
(As  doth  a  raven  on  a  sick-fallen  beast,) 
The  imminent  decay  of  wrested  pomp. 
Now  happy  he,  whose  cloak  and  cincture5  car* 
Hold  out  this  tempest.     Bear  away  that  child, 
And  follow  me  with  speed  ;   I'll  to  the  king : 
A  thousand  businesses  are  brief  in  hand, 
And  heaven  itself  doth  frown  upon  the  land. 

[Exeunt, 

3  Confounded.  4  Unowned*  S  Girdte« 
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ACT  V, 

SCENE  I.     The  same,     A  Roo?n  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  King  John,  Pandulph  with  the  Crown, 
and  Attendants. 

K.  John.  Thus  have  I  yielded  up  into  your  hand 
The  circle  of  my  glory. 

Panel.  Take  again 

[Giving  John  the  Crown* 
From  this  my  hand,  as  holding  of  the  pope, 
Your  sovereign  greatness  and  authority. 

K.  John.   Now  keep  your  holy  word  :  go  meet 
the  French  5 
And  from  his  holiness  use  all  your  power 
To  stop  their  marches,  'fore  we  are  infianYd. 
Our  discontented  counties  do  revolt ; 
Our  people  quarrel  with  obedience; 
Swearing  allegiance,  and  the  love  of  soul. 
To  stranger  blood,  to  foreign  royalty. 
This  inundation  of  mistemper'd  humour 
Jlests  by  you  only  to  be  qualified. 
Then  pause  not}  for  the  present  time's  so  sick, 
That  present  medicine  must  be  minister'd, 
Or  overthrow  incurable  ensues. 

Pand.  It  was  my  breath  that  blew  this  tempest 
up, 
Upon  your  stubborn  usage  of  the  pope  : 
But,  since  you  are  a  gentle  convert ite/' 
My  tongue  shall  hush  again  this  storm  of  war, 
And  make  fair  weather  in  your  blustering  land. 
On  this  Ascension-day,  remember  well, 
Upon  your  oath  of  service  to  the  pope, 
£70  I  J'o  make  the  French  lay  down  tfyeir  arms. 

I  Exit ^ 
*  Convert. 
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K.  John.  Is  this  Ascension-day?  Did  not  tha 
prophet 
Say,  that,  before  Ascension-day  at  noon, 
My  crown  I  should  give  off?  Even  so  I  have ; 
I  did  suppose,  it  should  be  on  constraint; 
But,  heaven  be  thank'd,  it  is  but  voluntary. 

Enter  the  Bastard. 

Bast.   All   Kent  hath  yielded;    nothing  there 
holds  out, 
But  Dover  castle  :   London  hath  received, 
Like  a  kind  host,  the  Dauphin  and  his  powers  : 
Your  nobles  will  not  hear  yon,  but  are  gone 
To  offer  service  to  your  enemy ; 
And  wild  amazement  hurries  up  and  down 
The  little  number  of  your  doubtful  friends. 

K.  John.  Would  not  my  lords  return  to  me 
again, 
After  they  heard  young,  Arthur  was  alive  ? 

Bast.  They  found  him  dead,  and  cast  into  the 
streets  ; 
An  empty  casket,  where  the  jewel  of  life 
By  some  damn'd  hand  was  robb'd  and  ta'en  away. 
A',  John.  That  villain  Hubert  told  me,  he  did  live. 
Hast.  So,  on  my  soul,  he  did,  for  aught  he  knew. 
But  wherefore  do  you  droop  ?  why  look  you  sad  ? 
Be  great  in  act,  as  you  have  been  in  thought) 
Let  not  the  world  see  fear,  and  sad  distrust, 
Govern  the  motion  of  a  kingly  eye  : 
Be  stirring  as  the  time;  be  lire  with  fire; 
Threaten  the  threat  ner,  and  outface  the  brow 
( )f  bragging  horror  :   so  shall  inferior  eyes, 
That  borrow  their  behaviours  from  the  great, 
Grow  great  by  your  example,  and  put  on 
The  dauntless  spirit  of  resolution. 
Away ;  and  glister  like  the  god  of  war, 

I  o 
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When  he  intcndeth  to  become  the  field : 
Show  boldness,  and  aspiring  confidence. 
What,  shall  they  seek  the  lion  in  his  den, 
And  fright  him  there  ?  and  make  him  tremble  there  r 
O,  let  it  not  be  said  !— -Forage,  and  fun 
To  meet  displeasure  farther  from  the  doors ; 
And  grapple  with  him,  ere  he  come  so  nigh. 

K.  John.  The  legate  of  the  pope  hath  been  with 
me, 
And  I  have  made  a  happy  peace  with  him ; 
And  he  hath  promised  to  dismiss  the  powers 7 
Led  by  the  Dauphin. 

Bast.  O  inglorious  league  ! 

Shall  we,  upon  the  footing  of  our  land, 
Send  fair-play  orders,  and  make  compromise* 
Insinuation,  parley,  and  base  trace, 
To  arms  invasive  ?  shall  a  beardless  boy, 
A  cocker'd8  silken  wanton  brave  our  fields, 
And  flesh  his  spirit  in  a  warlike  soil, 
Mocking  the  air  with  colours  idly  spread, 
And  find  no  check  ?  Let  as .  my  liege,  to  arms  : 
Perchance,  the  cardinal  cannot  make  your  peace; 
Or  if  he  do,  let  it  at  least  be  said. 
They  saw  we  had  a  purpose  of  defence. 

K.  John.  Have  thou  the  ordering  of  this  present 
time. 

Bant.  Away  then,  with  good  courage:  yet,  f 
know, 
Oar  party  may  well  meet  a  prouder  foe.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE  If. 

A  Plain,  near  St.  Edmund's-Bury. 

Enter,  in  arms,   Lewi's    Salisbury,   Mei.uk> 

P  E  M  B  R  O  K  F ,    B I G  0  I ' ,    Oft  ll  Sold  id 'S . 

lew.  My  ford  Melun,  let  i\\\>  be  copied 
1  Forces. 
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And  keep  it  safe  for  our  remembrance  * 
Return  the  precedent  to  these  lords  again ; 
That,  having  our  fair  order  written  down, 
Both  they,  and  we,  perusing  o'er  these  notes. 
May  know  wherefore  we  took  the  sacrament, 
And  keep  our  faiths  firm  and  inviolable* 

Sal.  Upon  our  sides  it  never  shall  be  broken* 
And,  noble  Dauphin,  albeit  we  swear  / 

A  voluntary  zeal,  and  unurg'd  faith-, 
To  your. proceedings  $■-  yet,  believe  me,  prince/ 
I  am  not  glad  that  such  a  sore  of  time 
Should  seek  a  plaster  by  contemn'd  revolt, 
And  heal  the  inveterate  canker  of  one  wound/ 
By  risking  many  :   O,  it  grieves  my  soul, 
That  I  must  draw  this  metal  from  my  side 
To  be  a  widow-maker ;  O,  and  there, 
Where  honourable  rescue,  and  defence, 
Cries  out  upon  the  name  of  Salisbury  : 
But  such  is  the  infection  of  the  time, 
That,  for  the  health  and  physick  of  our  right, 
We  cannot  deal  but  with  the  very  hand 
Of  stern  injustice  and  confused  wrong.^- 
And  is't  not  pity,  O  my  grieved  friends  ! 
That  we,  the  sons  and  children  of  this  isle, 
Were  born  to-  see  so  sad  an  hour  as  this ; 
Wherein  we  step  after  a  stranger  march 
Upon  her  gentle  bosom,  and  fill  up 
Her. enemies'  ranks,  (I  must  withdraw  and  weep 
Upon  the  spot  of  this  enforced  cause,) 
To  grace  the  gentry  of  a  land  remote, 
And  follow  unacquainted  colours  here  ? 
What,  here?— O  nation,  that  thou  could'st  re- 
move ! 
That  Neptune's  arms,  who  clippeth9  thee  about, 
Would  bear  thee  from  thee  knowledge  of  thyself 
ipple  thee  unto  a  pagan  shore  $ 
a  Embradbth. 
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Where  these  two  Christian  armies  might  combine 
The  blood  of  malice  in  a  vein  of  league, 
And  not  to-spend  it  so  unneighbourly  ! 

Lcxv.  A  noble  temper  dost  thou  show  in  this ; 
And  great  affections,  wrestling  in  thy  bosom, 
Do  make  an  earthquake  of  nobility. 
O,  what  a  noble  combat  hast  thou  fought, 
Between  compulsion  and  a  brave  respect!1 
Let  me  wipe  off  this  honourable  dew, 
That  silverly  doth  progress  on  thy  cheeks : 
My  heart  hath  melted  at  a  lady's  tears, 
Being  an  ordinary  inundation  ; 
But  this  effusion  of  such  manly  drops, 
This  shower,  blown  up  by  tempest  ot  the  soul, 
Startles  mine  eyes,  and  makes  me  more  amaz'd 
Than  had  I  seen  the  vanity  top  of  heaven 
Figur'd  quite  o'er  with  burning  meteors. 
Lift  up  thy  brow,  renowned  Salisbury, 
And  with  a  great  heart  heave  away  this  storm : 
Commend  these  waters  to  those  baby  eyes, 
That  never  saw  the  giant  world  enrag'd  ; 
Nor  met  with  fortune  other  than  at  feasts, 
Full  warm  of  blood,  of  mirth,  of  gossiping. 
Come,  come;  for  thou  shait  thrust  thy  hand  as 

\  deep 

Into  the  purse  of  rich  prosperity, 
As  Lewis  himself : — so,  nobles,  shall  you  all, 
That  knit  your  sinews  to  the  strength  of  mine* 

Enter  Pandulpii,  attended. 

And  even  there,  methinks,  an  angel  spake  : 
Look,  where  the  holy  legate  comes  apace, 
To  give  us  warrant  from  the  h:«nd  of  heaven; 
And  on  our  actions  set  the  name  of  right, 
With  holy  bieath. 

i'and.  Hail,  noble  prince  of  France ! 

1  Love  01  country. 
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The  next  is  this, — king  John  hath  reconciTd 
Himself  to  Rome  3  his  spirit  is  come  in, 
That  so  stood  out  against  the  holy  church, 
The  great  metropolis  and  see  of  Rome  : 
Therefore  thy  threat' ning  colours  now  wind  up, 
And  tame  the  savage  spirit  of  wild  war  -, 
That,  like  a  lion  foster'd  up  at  band, 
It  may  lie  gently  at  the  foot  of  peace, 
And  be  no  further  harmful  than  in  show, 

Lcio.  Your  grace  shall  pardon  me,  I  will  not 

back  5 
I  am  too  high-born  to  be  propertied/ 
To  ha  a.  secondary  at  control, 
Or  useful  serving-man,  and  instrument, 
To  any  sovereign  state  throughout  the  world. 
Your  breath  first  kindled  the  dead  coal  of  wars, 
Between  this  chastis'd  kingdom  and  myself, 
And  brought  in  matter  that  should  feed  this  fire  j 
And  now  'tis  far  too  huge  to  be  blown  out 
With  that  same  weak  wind  which  enkindled  it. 
You  taught  me  how  to  know  the  face  of  right, 
Acquainted  me  with  interest  to  this  land, 
Yea,  thrust  this  enterprize  into  my  heart  5 
And  come  you  now  to  tell  me,  John  hath  made 
His  peace  with  Rome?  What  is  that  peace  to  me  I 
I,  by  the  honour  of  my  marriage-  bed, 
After  young  Arthur,  claim  this  land  for  mine  \     * 
And,  now  it  is  half-conquer' d,  must  I  back, 
Because  that  John  hath  made  his  peace  with  Rome  ? 
Am  I  Rome's  slave  ?    What  penny  hath  Romp 

borne, 
What  men  provided,  what  munition  sent, 
To  underprop  this  action  ?  is't  not  I, 
That  undergo  this  charge  ?  who  else  but  I, 
And  such  as  to  my  claim  are  liable, 
Sweat  in  this  business,  and  maintain  this  war  I 
1  Appropriated. 
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Have  I  not  heard  these  islanders  shout  out^ 
Vive  le  roy  !  as  I  have  bank'd  their  towns  ? 
Have  I  not  here  the  best  cards  for  the  game, 
To  win  this  easy  match  play'd  for  a  crown  ? 
And  shall  I  now  give  o'er  the  yielded  set  ? 
No,  on  my  soul,  it  never  shall  be  said. 

Panel.  You  look  but  on  the  outside  of  this  work* 
I  jew.  Outside  or  inside,  I  will  not  return 
Till  my  attempt  so  much  be  glorified 
As  to  my  ample  hope  was  promised 
Before  I  drew  this  gallant  head  of  war> 
And  cull'd  these  fiery  spirits  from  the  world. 
To  outlook3  conquest,  and  to  win  renown 
Even  in  the  jaws  of  danger  and  of  death. — 

[Trumpet  sounds. 
What  lusty  trumpet  thus  doth  summon  us  } 

Enter  the  Bastard,  attended. 

Bast.  According  to  the  fair  play  of  the  world. 

Let  me  have  audience  -}  I  am  sent  to  speak  : ■ 

My  holy  lord  of  Milan,  from  the  king 
I  come,  to  learn  how  you  have  dealt  for  him  5 
And,  as  you  answer,  I  do  know  the  scope 
And  warrant  limited  unto  my  tongue. 

Pand.  The  Dauphin  is  too  wilful-opposite, 
And  will  not  temporize  with  my  entreaties  3 
He  flatly  says,  he'll  not  lay  down  his  arms. 

Bast.  By  all  the  blood  that  ever  fury  breatlfd, 
The  youth  says  well : — Now  hear  our  English  king) 
For  thus  his  royalty  doth  speak  in  me. 
He  is  prepar'dj  and  reason  too,  he  should: 
This  apish  and  unmannerly  approach, 
This  harness'd  masque,  and  unadvised  revel, 
This  unhair'd  sauciness,  and  boyish  troops, 
The  king  doth  smile  at  5  and  is  well  prepar'd 
To  whip  this  dwarhsh  war,  these  pigmy  arms, 
s  Face  down. 


Scene  IT.  kino  John.  81 

From  out  the  circle  of  his  territories. 

That  hand.,  which  had  the  strength,  even  at  your 

door, 
To  cudgel  you,  and  make  you  take  the  hatch  >4 
To  dive,  like  buckets,  in  concealed5  wells 5 
To  crouch  in  litter  of  your  stable  planks ; 
To  lie,  like  pawns,  lock'd  up  in  chests  and  trunks  5 
To  hug  with  swine  j  to  seek  sweet  safety  out 
In  vaults  and  prisons  ;  and  to  thrill,  and  shake., 
Even  at  the  crying  of  your  nation's  crow,6 
Thinking  his  voice  an  armed  Englishman  5— 
Shall  that  victorious  hand  be  feebled  here, 
That  in  your  chambers  gave  you  chastisement  ? 
Nq  :  Know,  the  gallant  monarch  is  in  arms  5 
And  like  an  eagle  o'er  his  aiery7  towers, 
To  souse  annoyance  that  comes  near  his  nest. — • 
And  you  degenerate,  you  ingrate  revolts, 
Yqu  bloody  Neroes,  ripping  up  the  womb 
Of  your  dear  mother  England,  blush  for  shame : 
For  your  own  ladies,  and  pale-vi^ag'd  maids, 
Like  Amazons,  come  tripping  after  drums  ; 
Their  thimbles  into  armed  gauntlets  change. 
Their  neelds 8  to  lances,  and  their  gentle  hearts 
'J'o  fierce  and  bloody  inclination. 

Lew.  There  end  thy  brave,9  and  turn  thy  face  in 
/        peace  > 
We  grant,  thou  canst  outscoldus:  fare  thee  well  $ 
We  hold  our  time  too  precious  to  be  spent 
With  such  a  brabble^. 

Panel.  Give  me  leave  to  speaks 

Bast.  No,  I  will  speak. 

Lew.  We  will  attend  to  neither  :— 

Strike  up  the  drums  -,  and  let  the  tongue  of  war 
Plead  for  our  interest,  and  our  being  here. 

4  Leap  over  the  hatch.  $  Covered. 

*  The  craving  of  a  cock.  ?  Nest.  8  Neediest 

9  Boast, 
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Bast.  Indeed,  your  drums,  being  beaten,  will 
cry  out : 
And  so  shall  you,  being  beaten  :  Do  but  start 
An  echo  with  the  clamour  of  thy  drum, 
And  even  at  hand  a  drum  is  ready  brac'd, 
That  shall  reverberate  all  as  loud  as  thine  $ 
Sound  but  another,  and  another  shall, 
As  loud  as  thine,  rattle  the  welkin's1  ear, 
And  mock  the  deep-mouth'd  thunder:  for  at  hand 
^  Not  trusting  to  this  halting  legate  here, 
Whom  he  hath  us'd  rather  for  sport  than  need,) 
Is  warlike  John  j   and  in  his  forehead  sits 
A  bare-ribb'd  death,  whose  office  is  this  day 
To  feast  upon  whole  thousands  of  the  French. 

Lew.    Strike  up  our  drums,  to  find  this  danger 
out. 

Bast.  And  thou  shalt  find  it,  Dauphin,  do  not 
doubt.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE   III. 

The  same.     A  Field  of  Battle. 

Alarums.     Enter  King  John  and  Hubert. 

K.  John.  How  goes  the  day  with  us  ?  O,  tell 

me,  Hubert. 
Hub.  Badly,  I  fear  :  How  fares  your  majesty  >' 
K.  Jo/in.  This  fever,  that  hath  troubled  me  so 

long, 
Lies  heavy  on  me;  O,  my  heart  is  sick! 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  My  lord,  your  valiant  kinsman,  Faulcon- 
b  ridge, 
Desires  your  majesty  to  leave  the  field  -, 
And  send  him  word  by  me,  which"  way  you  go.  - 

*  Sky. 
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K.  John.  Tell  him,  toward  Swinstead,  to  the 
abbey  there. 

Mess.  Be  of  good  comfort;  for  the  great  supply, 
That  was  expected  by  the  Dauphin  here, 
Are  wreck' d  three  nights  ago  on  Goodwin  sands. 
This  news  was  brought  to  Richard  but  even  now: 
The  French  fight  coldly,  and  retire  themselves. 

K.  John.  Ah  me !  this  tyrant  fever  burns  me  up, 

And  will  not  let  me  welcome  this  good  news. 

Set  on  toward  Swinstead:  to  my  litter  straight ; 
Weakness  possesseth  me,  and  I  am  faint.  [Exeunt > 

SCENE  IV. 

The  same.     Another  Part  of  the  same. 

Enter  Salisbury,  Pembroke,  Bigot,  and 
Others. 

Sal.  I  did  not  think  the  king  so  stor'd  with 

friends. 
Pern.  Up  once  again;  put  spirit  in  the  French; 
If  they  miscarry,  we  miscarry  too. 

Sal.  That  misbegotten  devil,  Faulconbridge, 
In  spite  of  spite,  alone  upholds  the  day. 

Pern.  They  say,  king  John,  sore  sick,  hath  left 
the  field. 

Enter  Me  lux  wounded,  and  led  by  Soldiers. 

Mel.  Lead  me  to  the  revolts  of  England  here. 
Sal.  When  we  were  happy,  we  had  other  names, 
Pern.  It  is  the  count  Melun. 
Sal.  Wounded  to  death. 

Mel.  Fly,  noble  English,  you  are  bought  and 
sold;2 
Unthread  the  rude  eye  of  rebellion, 

VOL.  IV.  k 

*  A  proverb  intimating  t*e<u.herjr. 
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And  welcome  home  again  discarded  faith. 
Seek  out  king  John,  and  fall  before  his  feet  j 
For,  if  the  French  be  Iprds  of  this  loud  day, 
He*  means  to  recompense  the  pains  you  take, 
By  cutting  off  your  heads  :  Thus  hath  he  sworn. 
And  I  with  him,  and  many  more  with  me. 
Upon  the  altar  at  Saint  Edmund's-Bury  j 
Even  on  that  altar,  where  we  swore  to  you 
Dear  amity  and  everlasting  love. 

Sal.  May  this  be  possible  ?  may  this  be  true  ? 
Mel-  Have  I  not  hideous  death  within  my  view, 
Retaining  but  a  quantity  of  life  j 
Which  bleeds  away,  even  as  a  form  of  wax 
Resolved  from  his  figure  'gainst  the  fire  ?** 
What  in  the  World  should  make  me  now  deceive, 
Since  J  musi:  lose  the  use  of  all  deceit  ? 
Why  should  I  then  be  false  ;  since  it  is  true 
That  I  must  die  here,  and  live  hence  by  truth? 
I  say  again,  if  Lewis  do  win  the  day, 
He  is  forsworn,  if  e'er  those  eyes  of  yours 
Behold  another  day  break  in  the  east : 
But  even  this  night, — whose  black  contagious 

breath 
Already  smokes  about  the  burning  crest 
Of  the  old,  feeble,  and  day-wearied  sun,— 
Even  this  ill  night,  your  breathing  shall  expire  5 
Paying  the  fine  of  rated  treachery, 
Even  with  a  treacherous  fine  of  all  your  lives, 
If  Lewis  by  your  assistance  win  the  day. 
Commend  me  to  one  Hubert,  with  your  king} 
The  love  of  him, — and  this  respect  besides, 
For  that  my  grandsire  was  an  Englishman, — » 
Awakes  my  conscience  to  confess  all  this. 
In  lieu 5  whereof,  I  pray  you,  bear  me  hence 
From  forth  the  noise  and  rumour  of  the  field; 

\  Lewis.        4  In  allusion  to  the  images  made  by  witches, 
5  Place. 


Scene  V.  kt^g  john"*  85 

Where  I  may  think  the  remnant  of  my  thoughts 
In  peace,  and  part  this  body  and  my  soul 
With  contemplation  and  devout  desires. 

Sal.  We  do  believe  thee, — And  beshrew5  tnf 
soul 
But  I  do  love  the  favour  and  the  form 
Of  this  most  fair  occasion,  by  the  which    / 
We  will  untread  the  steps  of  damned  flight  j 
And,  like  a  bated  and  retired  flood, 
Leaving  our  rankness  and  irregular  course, 
Stoop  low  within  those  bounds  we  have  o'erlook'd, 
And  calmly  run  on  in  obedience. 
Even  to  our  ocean,  to  our  great  king  John. — — - 
My  arm  shall  give  thee  help  to  bear  thee  hence  j 
For  I  do  see  the  cruel  pangs  of  death 
Right^  in  thine  eye. — Away,  my  friends !  New 

flight; 
And  happy  newness,7  that  intends  old  right. 

[Exeunt,  leading  off  Melun, 

SCENE  V. 

The  same.     The  French  Cdmp, 

Enter  Lewis  and  his  Trains 

Lew.  The  sun  of  heaven,  methought,  was  loath 

to  set ; 
But  stay'd,  and  made  the  western  welkin8 blush, 
When  the  English  measur'd  backward  their  own 

ground, 
In  faint  retire  :  O,  bravely  came  we  off, 
When  with  a  volley  of  our  needless  shot, 
After  such  bloody  toil,  we  bid  good  night ; 
And  wound  our  tatter'd  colours  clearly  up, 
Last  in  the  field,  and  almost  lords  of  it  I 

k2 

*  111  betide,        «  Immediate.        ?  Innovation.       *  Skj. 
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Enter  a  Messenger.  • 


o 


Mess.  Where  is  my  prince,  the  Dauphin? 

Lexv.  Here : — What  news  ? 

Mess.  The  count  Melun  is  slain  \  the  English 
lords, 
J3y  his  persuasion,  are  again  fallen  off: 
And  your  supply,  which  you  have  wish'd  so  long. 
Are  cast  away,  and  sunk,  on  Goodwin  sanUs. 

Lew.   Ah,  foul    shrewd  news !-— Beshrew  thy 
very  heart ! 
I  did  not  think  to  be  so  sad  to-night, 
As  this  hath  made  me. — Who  was  he,  that  said, 
King  John  did  fly,  an  hour  or  two  before 
The  stumbling  night  did  part  our  weary  powers  ? 

Mess.  Whoever  spoke  it,  it  is  true,  my  lord. 

Lew.  Well :  keep  good  quarter,9  and  good  care 
to-night;  * 
The  day  shall  not  be  up  so  soon  as  I, 
To  try  the  fair  adventure  of  to-morrow.    [Exeunt, 

SCENE  VI. 

Jin  open  Place  in  the  Neighbourhood  of  Swinstead- 
Abbey. 

Enter  the  Bastard  and  Hubert,  meeting. 

Hub-  Who's  there?  speak,  ho !  speak  quickly, 
or  I  shoot. 

Bast.  A  friei4c-r- What  art  thou  ? 

flub.  Of  the  part  of  England, 

Bast.  Whither  dost  thou  go  ? 

Hub.  What's  that  to  thee  ?  Why  may  not  I  de- 
mand 
c£)f  thine  affairs,  as  well  as  thou  of  mine  ? 

Bast*  Hubert,  I  think.  2 

9  In  your  posts  or  stations. 
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Hub.  Thou  hast  a  perfect  thought  • 

I  will  upon  all  hazards,  Well  believe 
Thou  art  my  friend,  that  know'st  my  tongue  so 

well : 
Who  art  thou  ? 

Hast.  Who  thou  wilt :   an  if  thou  please, 

Thou  may's  t  befriend  me  so  much,  as  to  think 
1  come  one  way  of  the  Plan  ta  genets. 

Hub*.  Unkind  remembrance !  thou,,  and  eyeless 
night, 
Have  done  me  shame: — Brave  soldier,  pardon  mc. 
That  anv  accent,  breaking  from  thy  tongue, 
Should  'scape  the  true  acquaintance  of  mine  ear. 
Bast.    Come,  come;  sans1   compliment,   what 

news  abroad  ? 
Hub.   Why,  here  walk  I,  in  the  black  brow  of 
night, 
To  find  you  out. 

Bast*  Brief,  then  j  and  what's  the  news  ? 

Hub.  O,  my  sweet  sir,  news  fitting  to  the  night, 
Black,  fearful,  comfortless,  and  horrible. 

Bast.  Show  me  the  very  wound  of  this  ill  news  ; 
J  am  no  woman,  I'll  not  swoon  at  it 

Hub.  The  king,  I  fear,  is  poison' d  by  a  monk : 
I  left  him  almost  speechless,  and  broke  out 
To  acquaint  you  with  this  evil  ;   that  youx  might 
The  better  arm  you  to  the  sudden  time, 
Than  if  yon  had  at  leisure  known  of  this.    . 

Bast.  How  did  he  take  it?  who  did  taste  to  hini  ? 
Hub.  A  monk,  I  tell  you  ;   a  resolved  villain, 
Whose  bowels  suddenly  burst  out :   the  king 
Yet  speaks,  and,  peradventure,  may  recover. 
BasL  Who  didst  thou  leave  to  tend  his  majesty? 
Hub.  Why,  know  you  not?  the  lords  are  all 
come  back, 

K  3 
*  Without. 
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And  brought  prince  Henry  in  their  company ; 
At  whose  request  the  king  hath  pardon'd  them, 
And  they  are  all  about  his  majesty. 

Bast.    Withhold    thine    indignation,     mighty 
heaven, 

And  tempt  us  not  to  bear  above  our  power  ! 

I'll  tell  thee,  Hubert,  half  my  power2,  this  night, 
Passing  these  flats,  are  taken  by  the  tide, 
These  Lincoln  washes  have  devoured  them*; 
Myself,  well-mounted,  hardly  have  escap'd. 
Away,  before  !  conduct  me  to  the  king) 
I  doubt,  he  will  be  dead,  or  ere  I  come.    [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VII. 
The  Orchard  of  Swinstead- Abbey. 

Enter  Prince  Henry ,  Salisbury,  and  Bigot. 

P.  lien.  It  is  too  late;  the  life  of  all  his  blood 
Is  touched  corruptibly ;  and  his  pure  brain 
(Which  some  suppose  the  soul's  frail  dwelling- 
house,) 
Doth,  by  the  idle  comments  that  it  makes, 
Foretell  the  ending  of  mortality. 

Enter  Pembroke. 

Fern.  His  Higliness  yet  doth  speak  5  and  holds 
belief, 
That,  being  brought  into  the  open  air, 
It  would  allay  the  burning  quality h 
Of  that  fell  poison  which  assaileth  him. 

P.  Hen.  Let  him  be  brought  into  the  orchard 
here. — 
jDoth  he  still  rage?  [Exit  Bigot. 

Pern.  He  is  more  patient 

Than  when  you  left  him  5  even  now  he  sung. 

*  Forces. 
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P.  Hen.  O  vanity  of  sickness!  fierce  extremes, 
In  their  continuance,  will  not  feel  themselves. 
Death,  having  prey'd  upon  the  outward  parts,- 
Leaves  them  insensible  j  and  his  siege  is  now 
Against  the  mind,  the  which  he  pricks  and  wounds 
With  many  legions  of  strange  fantasies  j 
Which,  in  their  throng  and  press  to  that  last  hold, 
Confound  themselves.     Tis  strange,  that  death 

should  sing. 

I  am  the  cygnet  to  this  pale  faint  swan, 
Who  chants  a  doleful  hymn  to  his  own  death  9 
And,  from  the  organ-pipe  of  frailty,  sings 
His  soul  and  body  to  their  lasting  rest. 

SaL  Be  of  good  comfort,  prince 5  fot  you  are 

born 
To  set  a  form  upon  that  indigest 
Which  he  hath  left  so  shapeless  and  so  rude. 

Re-enter  Bigot  and  Attendants,  xvho  bring  in  King 
John  in  a  Chair. 

K.  John.  Ay,  marry,  now  my  soul  hath  elbow* 
room ;     , 
It  would  not  out  at  windows,  nor  at  doors. 
There  is  so  hot  a  summer  in  my  bosom, 
That  all  my  bowels  crumble  up  to  dust : 
I  am  a  scribbled  form,  drawn  with  a  pen 
Upon  a  parchment  -,   and  against  this  file 
Do  I  shrink  up. 

P.  Hen.  How  fares  your  majesty  ? 

K.  John.    Poison'd, — ill-fare  5 — dead,    forsook^, 
cast  off: 
And  none  of  you  will  bid  the  winter  come, 
To  thrust  his  icy  fingers  in  my  maw ; 
Nor  let  my  kingdom's  rivers  take  their  course 
Through  my  burn'd  bosom  5  nor  entreat  the  nortH 
To  make  his  bleak  winds  kiss  my  parched  lips., 
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And  comfort  me  with  cold  : — I  do  not  ask  you 

much, 
I  beg  cold  comfort;   and  you  are  so  strait,* 
And  so  ingrateful,  you  deny  me  that. 

P.  lien.    O,  that  there  were  some  virtue  in  my 
tears, 
That  might  relieve  you  ! 

K.  John.  The  salt  in  them  is  hot.—* 

Within  me  is  a  hell  ;  and  there  the  poison 
Is,  as  a  fiend,  conhn'd  to  tyrannize 
On  unreprievablc  condemned  blood. 

Enter  the  Bastard. 

Bast.  O,  I  am  scalded  with  my  violent  motion, 
And  spleen  of  speed  to  see  your  majesty. 

K.  John.    O  cousin,  thou  art  come  to  set  mine 
eye  : 
The  tackle  of  my  heart  is  crack' d  and  burn'd  ; 
And  all  the  shrouds,  wherewith  my  life  should  sail, 
Are  turned  to  one  thread,  one  little  hair : 
My  heart  hath  one  poor  string  to  stay  it  by, 
Which  holds  but  till  thy  news  be  uttered  > 
And  then  all  this  thou  see's t,  is  but  a  clod, 
And  module4  of  confounded  royalty.  » 

Hast.  The  Dauphin  is  preparing  hitherward  ; 
Where,  heaven  he  knows,  how  we  shall  answer 

him  : 
For,  in  a  night,  the  best  part  of  my  power, 
As  I  upon  advantage  did  remove, 
Were  in  the  washes,  all  unwarily, 
Devoured  by  the  unexpected  flood. 

[77/c  King  dies, 

Sal.  You  breathe  these  dead  news  in  as  dead  an 

ear. — 

liege !  my  lord ! — But  now  a  king, — now  thus. 

i\  JJ.cn.  Even  so  must  I  run  on,  and  even  so  stop, 

3  Narrow,  avarickni;.  *  Model. 
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What  surety  of  the  world,  what  hope,  what  stay, 
When  .this  was  now  a  king,  and  now  is  clay! 

Bant.   Art  thou  gone  so  ?  I  do  but  stay  behind, 
To  do  the  office  for  thee  of  revenge  -, 
And  then  my  soul  shall  wait  on  thee  to  heaven, 

As  it  on  earth  hath  been  thy  servant  still. 

Now,  now,  you  stars,  that  move  in  your  right 

spheres* 
Where  be  your  powers  ?  Show  now  your  mended 

faiths  j 
And  instantly  return  with  me  again, 
To  push  destruction,  and  perpetual  shame, 
Out  of  the  weak  door  of  our  fainting  land  : 
Straight  let  us  seek,,  or  straight  we  shall  be  sought; 
The  Dauphin  rages  at  our  very  heels. 

Sal.  It  seems,  you  know  not  then  so  much  as 
we : 
The  cardinal  Pandulph  is  within  at  rest, 
Who  half  an  hour  since  came  from  the  Dauphin  -? 
And  brings  from  him  such  offers  of  our  peace 
As  we  with  honour  and  respect  may  take, 
With  purpose  presently  to  leave  this  war. 

Bast.  He  will  the  rather  do  it,  when  he  sees 
Ourselves  well  sinewed  to  our  defence. 

Sal.  Nay,  it  is  in  a  manner  done  already  -, 
For  many  carriages  he  hath  despatch'd 
To  the  seaside,  and  put  his  cause  and  quarrel 
To  the  disposing  of  the  cardinal: 
With  whom  yourself,  myself,  and  other  lords, 
If  you  think  meet,  this  afternoon  will  post 
To  consummate  this  business  happily. 

Bast.  Let  it  be  so : — Ancl  you,  my  noble  prince, 
"With  other  princes  that  may  best  be  spar'd, 
Shall  wait  upon  your  father's  funeral. 

P.  lien.  At  Worcester  must  hisTjody  be  interr'd } 
For  so  he  will'd  it. 

Bant,  Thither  shall  it  then. 
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And  happily  may  your  sweet  self  put  on 
The  lineal  state  and  glory  of  the  land  ! 
To  whom,  with  all  submission,  on  my  knee, 
I  do  bequeath  my  faithful  services  % 

And  true  subjection  everlastingly. 

Sal.  And  the  like  tender  of  our  love  we  make. 
To  rest  without  a  spot  for  evermore. 

P.  Hen.  I  have  a  kind  soul,  that  would  give  yoti 
thanks, 
And  knows  not  how  to  do  it,  but  with  tears. 

Bast.  O,  let  us  pay  the  time  but  needful  woe, 
Since  it  hath  been  beforehand  with  our  griefs.-— 
This  England  never  did,  (nor  never  shall,) 
Lie  at  the  proud  foot  of  a  conqueror, 
But  when  it  first  did  help  to  wound  itself. 
Now  these  her  princes  are  come  home  again, 
Come  the  three  corners  of  the  world  in  arms, 
And  we  shall  shock  them :  Nought  shall  make  us 

rue, 
If  England  to  itself  do  rest  but  true.         [Exeunt* 

The  tragedy  of  King  John,  though  not  written  with  the 
utmost  power  of  Shakspeare,  is  varied  with  a  very  pleasing 
interchange  of  incidents  and  characters.  The  lady's  grief 
is  very  affecting  ;  and  the  character  of  the  Bastard  contains 
that  mixture  of  greatness  and  levity  which  this  author  de- 
lighted to  exhibit.  Johnson,, 
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KING   RICHARD    II. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I.     London.     A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  King  Richard,  attended;  John  o/Gaunt, 
and  other  Nobles,  with  him. 

King  Richard. 

Old  John  of  Gaunt,  time-honour'd  Lancaster, 
Hast  thou,  according  to  thy  oath  and  band,1 
Brought  hither  Henry  Hereford  thy  bold  son; 
Here  to  make  good  the  boisterous  late  appeal, 
Which  then  our  leisure  would  not  let  us  hear, 
Against  the  duke  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  Mowbray  ? 

Gaunt.  I  have,  my  liege. 

K.  Rich.  Tell  me  moreover,  hast  thou  sounded 
him, 
If  he  appeal  the  duke  on  ancient  malice  j 
Or  worthily  as  a  good  subject  should, 
On  some  known  ground  of  treachery  in  him  ? 

Gaunt.  As  near  as  I  could  sift  him  on  that  ar* 
gument, — 
On  some  apparent  danger  seen  in  him, 
Aim'd  at  your  highness,  no  inveterate  malice, 

K.  Rich.  Then  call  them  to  our  presence  5  face 
to  face, 
And  frowning  brow  to  brow,  ourselves  will  hear 
The  accuser,  and  the  accused,  freely  speak: — ■ 

[Exeunt  some  Attendants, 

VOL,  IV.  L 
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High-stomach' d  are  they  both,  and  full  of  ire, 
In  rage  deaf  as  the  sea,  hasty  as  fire. 

Re-enter  Attendants,  xvith  Bo  ling  broke  and 
Norfolk. 

Bollng.  May  many  years  of  happy  days  befal 
My  gracious  sovereign,  my  most  loving  liege  ! 

Nor.  Each  day  ^ till  better  other's  happiness  ; 
Until  the  heavens,  envying  earth's  good  hap, 
Acid  an  immortal  title  to  your  crown  ! 

K,  Rich.  We  thank  you  both :  yet  one  but  flat- 
ters us, 
As  well  appeareth  by  the  cause  you  come ; 
Namely,  to  appeal2  each  other  of  high  treason. — 
Cousin  of  Hereford,  what  dost  thou  object 
Against  the  duke  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  Mowbray? 

Bating     First,   (heaven  be  the  record   of  my 
speech!) 
In  the  devotion  of  a  subject's  love, 
Tendering  the  precious  safety  of  my  prince, 
And  free  from  other  misbegotten  hate, 
Come  I  appellant  to  this  princely  presence. — 
Now,  Thomas  Mowbray,  do  I  turn  to  thee, 
And  mark  my  greeting  well ;   for  what  1  speak, 
My  body  shall  make  good  upon  this  earth, 
Or  my  divine  soul  answer  it  in  heaven. 
Thou  art  a  traitor,  and  a  miscreant  j 
Too  good  to  be  so,  and  too  bad  to  live  5 
Since,  the  more  fair  and  crystal  is  the  sky, 
The  uglier  seem  the  clouds  that  in  it  rly. 
Once  more,  the  more  to  aggravate  the  note, 
With  a  foul  traitor's  name  stuif  I  thy  throat; 
And  wish,   (so  please  my  sovereign,)  ere  I  move, 
What  my  tongue  speaks,  my  right-drawn  sword 
may  prove. 

Nor.  Let  not  my  cold  words  here  accuse  my  zeal : 
2  Charge. 
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Tis  not  the  trial  of  a  woman's  war, 

The  bitter  clamour  of  two  eager  tongues, 

Can  arbitrate  this  cause  betwixt  us  twain : 

The  blood  is  hot,  that  must  be  cool'd  for  this. 

Yet  can  I  not  of  such  tame  patience  boast, 

As  to  be  hush'd,  and  nought  at  all  to  say  : 

First,  the  fair  reverence  of  your  highness  curbs  me 

From  giving  reins  and  spurs  to  my  free  speech  j 

Which  else  would  post,  until  it  had  return' d 

These  terms  of  treason  doubled  down  his  throat. 

Setting  aside  his  high  blood's  royalty, 

And  let  him  be  no  kinsman  to  my  liege, 

I  do  defy  him,  and  I  spit  at  him  5 

Call  him — a  slanderous  coward,  and  a  villain : 

Which  to  maintain,  I  would  allow  him  odds  3 

And  meet  him,  were  I  tied  to  run  a-foot 

Even  to  the  frozen  ridges  of  the  Alps, 

Or  any  other  ground  inhabitable3 

Where  ever  Englishman  durst  set  his  foot. 

Mean  time,  let  this  defend  my  loyalty, — 

By  all  my  hopes,  most  falsely  doth  he  lie. 

Baling.  Pale  trembling  coward,  there  I  throw 
my  gage, 
Disclaiming  here  the  kindred  of  a  king  5 
And  lay  aside  my  high  blood's  royalty, 
Which  fear,  nut  reverence,  makes  t^ee  to  except: 
If  guilty  dread  hath  left  thee  so  much  strength, 
As  to  take  up  mine  honour's  pawn,  then  stoop  j 
By  that,  and  all  the  rites  of  knighthood  else, 
Will  I  make  good  against  thee,  arm  to  arm, 
What  I  have  spoke,  or  thou  can'st  worse  devise. 

Nor.  I  take  it.  up;  and,  by  that  sword  I  swear. 
Which  gently  lay'd  my  knighthood  on  my  shoulder, 
I'll  answer  thee  in  any  fair  degree, 
Or  chivalrous  design  of  knightly  trial : 

l  <2   , 
1  Uninhabitable. 
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And,  when  I  mount,  alive  may  I  not  light, 
If  I  be  traitor,  or  unjustly  fight; ! 

K.  Rick.  What  doth  our  cousin  lay  to  Mowbray's 
charge  ? 
It  must  be  greats  that  can  inherit4  us 
So  much  as  of  a  thought  of  ill  in  him. 

Baling.  Look,  what  I  speak  my  life  shall  prove 
it  true; — 
That  Mowbray  hath  received  eight  thousand  nobles. 
In  name  of  lendings  for  your  highness'  soldiers  j 
The  which  he  hath  detain'd  for  lewd5  employ- 
ments, . 
Like  a  false  traitor,  and  injurious  villain. 
Besides  I  say,  and  will  in  battle  prove, — 
Or  here,  or  elsewhere,  to  the  furthest  vergs 
That  ever  was  survey'd  by  English  eye, — 
That  all  the  treasons,  for  these  eighteen  years 
Complotted  and  contrived  in  this  land, 
Fetch  from  false  Mowbray  their  first  head  and 

spring. 
Further  I  say, — and  furtjier  will  maintain 
Upon  his  bad  life,  to  make  all  this  good,— 
That  he  did  plot  the  duke  of  Gloster's  death ; 
Suggest6  his  soon-believing  adversaries  -, 
And,  consequently,  like  a  traitor  coward, 
Sluic'd  out  his  innocent  soul  through  streams  of 

blood  : 
Which  blood,  like  sacrificing  Abel's,  cries, 
Even  from  the  tongueless  caverns  of  the  earth, 
To  me,  for  justice,  and  rough  chastisement  -2 
And,  by  the  glorious  worth  of  my  descent. 
This  arm  shall  do  it,  or  this  life  be  spent. 

K .  Kick.    Howt    high    a    pitch   his   resolution, 
soars  ! — 
Thomas  of  Norfolk,  what  say'st  thou  to  this  ? 
Nor.  O,  let  my  sovereign  turn  away  his  face., 
4  Possess.  5  Wicked.     \      *  Prompt. 
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And  bid  his  ears  a  little  while  be  deaf, 
Till  I  have  told  this  slander  of  his  blood,7 
How  God,  and  good  men,  hate  so  foul  a  liar. 
K.  Rich.  Mowbray,  impartial  are  our  eyes,  and 
ears  : 
Where  he  my  brother,  nay,  my  kingdom's  heir, 
(As  he  is  but  my  father's  brother's  son,) 
Now  by  my  scepter's  awe  I  make  a  vow, 
Such  neighbour  nearness  to  our  sacred  blood 
Should  nothing  privilege  him,  nor  partialize 
The  unstooping  firmness  of  my  upright  soul  j 
He  is  our  subject,  Mowbray,  so  art  thou ; 
Free  speech,  and  fearless,  I  to  thee  allow. 

Nor.  Then,  Bolingbroke.  as  low  as  to  thy  heart. 
Through  the  false  passage  of  thy  throat,  thou  liest! 
Three  parts  of  that  receipt  I  had  for  Calais, 
Disburs'd  I  duly  to  his  highness'  soldiers : 
The  other  part  reserv'd  I  by  consent ; 
For  that  my  sovereign  liege  was  in  my  debt, 
Upon  remainder  of  a  dear  account, 
Since  last  I  went  to  France  to  fetch  his  queen: 

Now  swallow  down  that  lie. For  Gloster's 

death, 

I  slew  him  not  ;  but  to  my  own  disgrace, 
Neglected  my  sworn  duty  in  that  case. — 
For  you,  my  noble  lord  of  Lancaster, 
The  honourable  father  to  my  foe, 
Once  did  I  lay  in  ambush  for  your  life, 
A  trespass  that  doth  vex  my  grieved  soul : 
But,  ere  I  last  receiv  d  the  sacrament, 
I  did  confess  it;  and  exactly  begg'd 
Your  grace's  pardon,  and,  I  hope,  I  had  it. 
This  is  my  fault:   As  for  the  rest  appeal  d,8 
It  issues  from  the  rancour  of  a  villain, 
A  recreant  and  most  degenerate  traitor : 

L  3 
7  Reproach  to  his  ancestry.  8  Charge. 
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Which  in  myself  I  boldly  will  defend  -, 

And  interchangeably  hurl  down  my  gage 

Upon  this  overweening9  traitor's  foot, 

To  prove  myself  a  loyal  gentleman 

Even  in  the  best  blood  chamber'd  in  his  bosom  j 

In  haste  whereof,  most  heartily  J  pray 

Your  highness  to  assign  our  trial  day. 

A'.  Rich.  Wrath-kindled  gentlemen,  be  rul'd  by 
me  j 
Let's  purge  this  choler  without  letting  blood : 
This  we  prescribe  though  no  physician  j 
Deep  malice  makes  too  deep  incision  : 
Forget,  forgive  ;   conclude,  and  be  agreed  j 
Our  doctors  say,  this  is  no  time  to  bleed. — 
Good  uncle,  let  this  end  where  it  begun  ; 
We'll  calm  the  duke  of  Norfolk,  you  your  son. 

Gaunt.  To  be  a  make-peace  shall  become  my 
age: 
Throw  down,    my   son,   the  duke   of  Norfolk's 
craee. 

K,  Rich.  And,  Norfolk,  throw  down  his. 

daunt.  When,  Harry?  when? 

Obedience  bids,  I  should  not  bid  again. 

A.  Rich.  Norfolk,  throw  down;  we  bid;  there 
is  no  boot.1 

Kor.  Myself  I  throw,  dread  sovereign,  at  thy 
foot : 
My  life  thou  shalt  command,  but  not  my  shame: 
The  one  my  duty  owes  ;  but  my  fair  name, 
(Despite  of  death,  that  lives  upon  my  grave,) 
To  dark  dishonour's  use  thou  shalt  not  have. 
I  am  disgrac'd,  impeach'd,  and  batfled  here  j 
Pie  re  d  to  the  soul  with  slander's  veuom'd  spear; 
The  which  no  balm  can  cure,  but  his  heart-blood 
Which  breath'd  this  poison. 

A.  Rick.  Rage  must  be  withstood  J 

9  Arrogant,  *  No  advantage  \\\  delay. 
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Give  me  bis  gage: — Lions  make  leopards  tame. 
Nor.  Yea,  but  not  change  their  spots  :  take  but 
my  shame, 
And  I  resign  my  gage.     My  dear  dear  lord, 
The  purest  treasure  mortal  times  afford, 
Is — spotless  reputation  ;   that  away, 
Men  are  but  gilded  loam,  or  painted  clay. 
A  jewel  in  a  ten-times-barr'd-up  chest 
Is — a  hold  spirit  in  a  loyal  breast. 
Mine  honour  is  my  life  ;   both  grow  in  one  $ 
Take  honour  from  me,  and  my  life  is  done: 
Then,  dear  my  liege,  mine  honour  let  me  try  j 
In  that  I  live,  and  for  that  will  I  die. 

K*  Rich.  Cousin,  throw  down  your  gage-,  do 

you  begin. 
Boling.  O,  God  defend  my  soul  from  such  foul 
sin  ! 
Shall  I  seem  crest-fallen  in  my  father's  sight  ? 
Or  with  pale  beggar-fear  impeach  my  height 
Before  this  outdar'd  dastard !   Ere  my  tongue 
Shall  wound  mine  honour  with  such  feeble  wrong* 
Or  sound  so  base  a  parle,  my  teeth  shall  tear 
The  slavish  motive  of  recanting  fear  j 
And  spit  it  bleeding  in  his  high  disgrace, 
Where  shame  doth  harbour,  even  in  Mowbray's 
face.  [_Exit  Gaunt. 

K.  Rich.  We  were  not  born  to  sue,  but  to  com* 
mand  : 
Which  since  we  cannot  do  to  make  you  friends,, 
Be  ready,  as  your  lives  shall  answer  it, 
At  Coventry,  upon  Saint  Lambert's  day  ; 
There  shall  your  swords  and  lances  arbitrate 
The  swelling  difference  of  your  settled  hate ; 
Since  we  cannot  atone2  you,  we  shall  see 
Justice  design3  the  victor's  chivalry. — 

2  Reconcile.        .        3  Shew. 
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Marshall,  command  our  officers  at  arms 

Be  ready  to  direct  these  home-alarms.       [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

The  same.     A  Room  in  the  Duke  of  Lancaster's 
Palace. 

Enter  Gaunt,  and  Duchess  of  Glcster. 

Gaunt.  Alas!  the  part4  \  had  in  Gloster's  blood 
Doth  more  solicit  me,  than  your  exclaims, 
To  stir  against  the  butchers  of  his  life. 
But  since  correction  lieth  in  those  hands, 
Which  made  the  fault  that  we  cannot  correct, 
Put  we  our  quarrel  to  the  will  of  heaven  ; 
"Who  when  he  sees  the  hours  ripe  on  earth, 
Will  rain  hot  vengeance  on  offenders'  heads. 
Duch.    Finds  brotherhood  in  thee  no  sharper. 

spur  I 
Hath  love  in  thy  old  blood  no  living  fire  ? 
Edward's  seven  sons,  whereof  thyself  art  one, 
Were  as  seven  phials  of  his  sacred  blood, 
Or  seven  fair  branches  springing  from  one  root : 
Some  of  those  seven  are  dried  by  nature's  course, 
Some  of  those  branches  by  the  destinies  cut : 
But  Thomas,  my  dear  lord,  my  life,  my  Gloster, — ■ 
One  phial  full  of  Edward's  sacred  biood, 
Qne  flourishing  branch  of  his  most  royal  root, — ■ 
Is  crack'd,  and  all  the  precious  liquor  spilt ; 
Is  hack'd  down,  and  his  summer  leaves  all  faded, 
By  envy's  hand,  and  murder's  bloody  axe. 
Ah,  Gaunt !  his  blood  was  thine  -,  that  bed,  that 

womb, 
That  mettle,  that  self-mould,  that  fashion  d  thee, 
Made  him  a  man ;  and  though  thou  liv'st,    and 

breath'st, 

4  Relationship. 


Scenell.         king  rich  ah  d  ii.  203 

Yet  art  thou  slain  in  him :  thou  dost  consent5 
In  some  large  measure  to  thy  father's  death, 
In  that  thou  seest  thy  wretched  brother  die, 
Who  was  the  model  of  thy  father's  life. 
Call  it  not  patience,  Gaunt,  it  is  despair : 
In  suffering  thus  thy  brother  to  be  slaughter'd, 
Thou  show'st  the  naked  pathway  to  thy  life, 
Teaching  stern  murder  how  to  butcher  thee : 
That  which  in  mean  men  we  entitle — -patience, 
Is  pale  cold  cowardice  in  noble  breasts. 
What  shall  I  say  ?  to  safeguard  thine  own  life, 
The  best  way  is— to  'venge  my  Gloster's  death. 

Gaunt.  Heaven's  is  the  quarrel  5  for  heaven's 
substitute,     ' 
His  deputy  anointed  in  his  sight, 
Hath  caus'd  his  death:  the  which  if  wrongfully, 
Let  heaven  revenge  ;  for  I  may  never  lift 
An  angry  arm  against  his  minister. 

Duck.  Where  then,  alas !  may  I  complain  my- 
self? 

Gaunt.  To  heaven,  the  widow's  champion  and 
defence. 

Duch.  Why  then,  I  will.    Farewell,  old  Gaunt, 
Thou  go'st  to  Coventry,  there  to  behold 
Our  cousin  Hereford  and  fell  Mowbray  fight : 
O,  sit  my  husband's  wrongs  on  Hereford's  spear, 
That  it  may  enter  butcher  Mowbray's  breast ! 
Or,  if  misfortune  miss  the  first  career, 
Be  Mowbray's  sins  so  heavy  in  his  bosom, 
That  they  may  break  his  foaming  courser's  back, 
And  throw  the  rider  headlong  in  the  lists,  . 
A  caitiff6  recreant"  to  my  cousin  Hereford  ! 
Farewell,  old  Gaunt ;  thy  sometime  brother's  wife, 
With  her  companion  grief  must  end  her  life. 

Gaunt.  Sister,  farewell:  J  must  to  Coventry: 
As  much  good  stay  with  thee,  as  go  with  me !  " 
5  Assent.         *  A  base  villain.  ^  Cowardlv. 
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Duck.  Yet  one  word  more  j — Grief  boundeth 
where  it  falls, 
Not  with  the  empty  hollowness,  but  weight : 
I  take  my  leave  before  I  have  begun  5 
For  sorrow  ends  not  when  it  seemeth  done. 
Commend  me  to  my  brother,  Ecjmund  York. 
Lo,  this  is  all: — Nay,  yet  depart  not  so  5 
Though  this  be  all,  do  not  so  quickly  go  $ 
I  shall  remember  more.     Bid  him — O,  what  ?— . 
With  all  good  speed  at  Plashy8  visit  me. 
Alack,  and  what  shall  good  old  York  there  see, 
But  empty  lodgings  and  unfarnish'd  walls, 
Unpeopled  offices,  untrodden  stones  ? 
And  what  cheer  there  for  welcome,  but  my  groans  ? 
Therefore  commend  me  ;  let  him  not  come  there, 
To  seek  out  sorrow  that  dwells  every  where : 
Desolate,  desolate,  will  I  hence,  and  die ; 
The  last  leave  of  thee  takes  my  weeping  eye, 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Go.sford  Green,  near  Coventry. 

Lists  set  out,  and  a  Throne.  Heralds,  SfC  attending. 

Enter  the  Lord  Marshal,  and  Au^if.rle. 

Mar.    My  lord  Aumerle,    is    Harry  Hereford 

arm'd  ? 
Aim?,  Yea,  at  all  points;  and  longs  to  enter  in. 
Mar.  The  duke  of  Norfolk,   sprightfully  and 
bold, 
Stays  but  the  summons  of  the  appellant's  trumpet. 
Aum.  Why  then,  the  champions  are  prepar'dj, 
and  stay 
For  nothing  but  his  majesty's  approach. 

*  Her  house  in  Essex. 
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Flourish  of  Trumpets.  Enter  King  R  [  c  H  a  r t>,  who 
takes  Jus  seat  on  /us  throne;  Gaunt,  and  several 
Noblemen,  who  take  their  places.  A  Trumpet  is 
sounded,  and  answered  by  another  Trumpet  with- 
in. Then  enter  Norfolk  in  armour,  preceded 
by  a  Herald. 

K.  Rich.  Marshal,  demand  of  yonder  champion 
The  cause  of  his  arrival  here  in  arms  : 
Ask  him  his  name  5   and  orderly  proceed 
To  swear  him  in  the  justice  of  his  cause. 

Mar.  In  God's  name,  and  the  king's,  say  who 

thou  art, 
And  why  thou  com'st,  thus  knightly  clad  in  arms : 
Against  what  man  thou  com'st,   and   what  thy 

quarrel : 
Speak  truly,  on  thy  knighthood,  and  thy  oath  5 
And  so  defend  thee  heaven,  and  thy  valour ! 
Nor.  Mv  name  is  Thomas  Mowbray,  duke  of 

Norfolk  5 
Who  hither  come  engaged  by  my  oath, 
(Which,  heaven  defend,  a  knight  should  violate!) 
Both  to  defend  my  loyalty  and  truth, 
To  God,  my  king,  and  my  succeeding  issue, 
Against  the  duke  of  Hereford  that  appeals  me  5 
And,  by  the  grace  of  God,  and  this  mine  arm, 
To  prove  him,  in  defending  of  myself, 
A  traitor  to  my  God,  my  king,  and  me  : 
And,  as  I  truly  right,  defend  me  heaven  ! 

[He  takes  his  seal. 

Trumpet  sounds.  Enter  Bo li H g  ii  roke,  in  armour; 
preceded  by  a  Herald. 

K.  Rich.  Marshal,  ask  yonder  knight  in  arms. 
Both  who  he  is,  and  why  he  cometh  hither 
Thus  plated  in  habiliments  of  war; 
And  formally  according  to  our  law 
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Depose  him  in  the  justice  of  his  cause. 

Mar.  What  is  thy  name  ?  and  wherefore  corn's t 
thou  hither, 
Before  King  Richard,  in  his  royal  lists  ? 
Against  whom  comest  thou;  and  what's  thy  quarrel  ? 
Speak  like  a  true  knight,  so  defend  thee  heaven  ! 

Baling.    Harry  of   Hereford,    Lancaster,    and 
Derby, 
Am  I ;  who  ready  here  do  stand  in  arms, 
To  prove,  by  heaven's  grace,  and  my  body's  valour, 
In  lists,  on  Thomas  Mowbray  duke  of  Norfolk, 
That  he's  a  traitor,  foul  and  dangerous, 
To  God  of  heaven,  king  Richard,  and  to  me ; 
And,  as  I  truly  light,  defend  me  heaven  ! 

Man  On  pain  of  death,  no  person  be  so  bold, 
Or  daring-hardy,  as  to  touch  the  lists  5 
Except  the  marshal,  and  such  officers 
Appointed  to  direct  these  fair  designs. 

Boling.  Lord  marshal,  let  me  kiss  my  sovereign's 
hand, 
And  bow  my  knee  before  his  majesty : 
For  Mowbray,  and  myself,  are  like  two  men 
That  vow  a  long  and  weary  pilgrimage ; 
Then  let  us  take  a  ceremonious  leave, 
And  loving  farewell,  of  our  several  friends. 

Mar.  The  appellant  in  all  duty  greets  your  high- 
ness, 
And  craves  to  kiss  your  hand,  and  take  his  leave. 

Kb  Rich.  We  will  descend,  and  fold  him  in  our 
arms. 
Cousin  of  Hereford,  as  thy  cause  is  right, 
So  be  thy  fortune  in  this  royal  fight ! 
Farewell,  my  blood ;  which  if  to-day  thou  shed, 
Lament  we  may,  but  not  revenge  thee  dead. 

Baling .  O,  let  no  noble  eye  profane  a  tear 
For  aie)  if  I  be  gored  with  Mowbray's  spc 
U 
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As  confident,  as  is  the  falcon's  flight 

Against  a  bird,,  do  I  with  Mowbray  right. 

&ly  loving   lord,    [To  Lord  Marshal.]    I  take  my 

leave  of  you  ; — 
Of  you,  my  noble  cousin,  lord  Aumerle  : — 
Not  sick,  although  I  have  to  do  with  death  5 
But  lusty,  young,  and  cheerly  drawing  breath.—— 
Lo,  as  at  English  feasts,,  so  I  regreet 
The  dantiest  last,  to  make  the  end  most  sweet : 
O  thou,  the  earthly  author  of  my  blood, — 

\_To  Gaunt] 
Whose  youthful  spirit,  in  me  regenerate, 
Doth  with  a  two-fold  vigour  lift  me  up 
To  reach  at  victory  above  my  head, — 
Add  proof  unto  mine  armour  with  thy  prayers  ; 
And  with  thy  blessings  steel  my  lance's  point, 
That  it  may  enter  Mowbray's  waxen8  coat, 
And  furbish9  new  the  name  of  John  of  Gaunt, 
Even  in  the  lusty  'haviour  of  his  son. 

Gaunt,  Heaven  in  thy  good  cause  make  thee 
prosperous ! 
Be  swift  like  lightning  in  the  execution  5 
And  let  thy  blows,  doubly  redoubled, 
jFall  like  amazing  thunder  on  the  casque1 
Of  thy  adverse  pernicious  enemy  : 
Rouse  up  thy  youthful  blood,  be  valiant  and  live. 
Baling.  Mine  innocency,  and  Saint  George  to 
thrive  !  [He  takes  his  seat. 

Nor.  [Rising.']  However  heaven,   or  fortune, 
cast  my  lot, 
There  lives  or  dies,  true  to  king  Richard's  throne, 
A  loyal,  just,  and  upright  gentleman  : 
Never  did  captive  with  a  freer  heart 
Cast  off  his  chains  of  bondage,  and  embrace 
His  golden  uncontroll'd  enfranchisement, 

VOL.  IV.  M 

s  Yielding.  s>  Brighten  up.  *  Helmet, 
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More  than  my  dancing  soul  doth  celebrate 
This  feast  of  battle  with  mine  adversary. — 
Most  mighty  liege, — and  my  companion  peers,— 
Take  from  my  mouth  the  wish  of  happy  years  ; 
As  gentle  and  as  jocund,  as  to  jest,2 
Go  I  to  fight  -,  Truth  hath  a  quiet  breast. 

K.  Rich.  Farewell,  my  lord:   securely  I  espy 

Virtue  with  valour  couched  in  thine  eye. 

Order  the  trial,  marshal,  and  begin. 

\Tkt  King  and  the  Lords  return  to  their  seats. 

Mar.  Harry  of  Hereford,  Lancaster,  and  Derby, 
Receive  thy  lance  ;  and  God  defend  the  right ! 

Boling.   [ltitiftg.~\  Strong  as  a  tower  in  hope,  I 
cry — amen . 

Mar.  Go  bear  this  lance    [To  an  Officer.']    to 
Thomas  duke  of  Norfolk. 

1  Her.  Harry  of  Hereford,  Lancaster,  and  Derby, 
Stands  here  for  God,  his  sovereign,  and  himself, 
On  pain  to  be  found  false  and  recreant, 

To  prove  the  duke  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  Mowbray, 
A  traitor  to  his  God,  his  king,  and  him, 
And  dares  him  to  set  forward  to  the  tight. 

2  Her.  Here  standeth  Thomas  Mowbray,  dukfc 

of  Norfolk, 
On  pain  to  be  found  false  and  recreant, 
Both  to  defend  himself,  and  to  approve 
Henry  of  Hereford,  Lancaster,  and  Derby, 
To  God,  his  sovereign,  and  to  him,  disloyal  $ 
Courageously,  and  with  a  free  desire, 
Attending  but  the  signal  to  begin. 

Mar.  Sound,  trumpets  j  and  set  forward,  com- 
batants. \A  Charge  sounded. 
Stay,  the  king  hath  thrown  his  warder*  down. 
K.  Rick.  Let  them  lay  by  their  helmets  and 
their  spears, 
And  both  return  back  to  their  chairs  again  : — *— 
2  Play  a  part  in  a  mask..  3  Truncheon. 


Scene  TIT.        king  Richard  it.  109 

Withdraw  with  us  • — and  let  the  trumpets  sound, 
"While  we  return  these  dukes  what  we  decree. — 

\_A  long  flourish. 
Draw  near,  ,  [7o  +he  Combatants. 

And  list,  what  with  our  council  we  have  done. 
For  that  our  kingdom's  earth  should  not  be  soil'd 
With  that  dear  Dlood  which  it  hath  fostered  }<J 
And  for  our  eyes  do  hate  the  dire  aspect 
Of  civil  wounds  plough'd  up  with  neighbours' 

swords  ; 
[And  for  we  think  the  eagle-winged  pride 
Of  sky-aspiring  and  ambitious  thoughts, 
With  rival-hating  envy,  set  you  on 
To  wake  our  peace,  which  in  our  country's  cradle 
Draws  the  sweet  infant  breath  of  gentle  sleep  f\ 
Which  so  rous'd  up  with  boisterous  untun'd  drums, 
With  harsh  resounding  trumpets'  dreadful  bray, 
And  grating  shock  of  wrathful  iron  arms, 
Might  from  our  quiet  confines  fright  fair  peace, 
And  make  us  wade  even  in  our  kindred's  blood; — ■ 

Therefore,  we  banish  you  our  territories : 

You,  cousin  Hereford,  upon  pain  of  death, 
Till  twice  five  summers  have  enrich'd  our  fields, 
Shall  not  regreet  our  fair  dominions, 
But  tread  the  stranger  paths  of  banishment. 

Boltng.  Your  will  be  done:  This  must  my  com- 
fort be, 

That  sun,  that  warms  you  here,  shall  shine  on  me$ 
And  those  his  golden  beams,  to  you  here  lent, 
Shall  point  on  me,  and  gild  my  banishment. 

K.  Rich.  Norfolk,  for  thee  remains  a  heavier 
doom, 
Which  I  with  some  unwillingness  pronounce: 
The  fly-slow  hours  shall  not  determinate  • 
The  dateless  limit  of  thy  dear  exile  5 — 

m  2 
*  Nursed. 
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The  hopeless  word  of — never  to  return 
Breathe  I  against  thee,  upon  pain  of  life. 

iVor.  A  heavy  sentence,  my  most  sovereign  liege, 
And  all  unlook'd  for  from  your  highness'  mouth: 
A  dearer  merit,  not  so  deep  a  maim 
As  to  be  cast  forth  in  the  common  air, 
Have  I  deserved  at  your  highness'  hand. 
The  language  I  have  learn'd  these  forty  years, 
My  native  English,  now  1  must  forego : 
And  now  my  tongue's  use  is  to  me  no  more, 
Than  an  unstringed  viol  or  a  harp  : 
Or  like  a  cunning  instrument  cas'd  up, 
Or,  being  open,  put  into  his  hands 
That  knows  no  touch  to  tune  the  harmony. 
Within  my  mouth  you  have  engaol'd  my  tongue, 
Doubly  portcullis'd,5  with  my  teeth,  and  lips  \ 
And  dull,  unfeeling,  barren  ignorance 
Is  made  my  gaoler  to  attend  on  me. 
I  am  tco  old  to  fawn  upon  a  nurse, 
Too  far  in  years  to  be  a  pupil  now ; 
What  is  thy  sentence  then,  but  speechless  death, 
Which  robs  my  tongue  from  breathingnativebream? 

K.  Ric/i.  It  boots  thee  not  to  be  compassionate ;6 
After  our  sentence  plaining  comes  too  late. 

Nor.  Then  thus  1  turn  me  from  my  country's 
light, 
To  dwell  in  solemn  shades  of  endless  night. 

[Retiri/??. 

K.RicIi.  Return  again,  and  take  an  oath  with  thee. 
Lay  on  our  royal  sword  your  banish'd  hands  5 
Swear  by  the  duty  that  you  owe  to  heaven, 
(Our  part  therein  we  banish  with  yourselves,) 
To  keep  the  oath  that  we  administer: — 
You  never  shall  (so  help  you  truth  and  heaven !) 
^Embrace  each  other's  love  in  banishment  5 
jSTor  never  look  upon  each  other's  face  5 

r  Barr'4.  #To  move  compassion. 
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Nor  never  write,  regreet,  nor  reconcile 
This  lowering  tempest  of  your  home-bred  hate  3 
Nor  never  by  advised7  purpose  meet, 
To  plot,  contrive,  or  complot  any  ill, 
'Gainst  us,  our  state,  our  subjects,  or  our^and, 
Boling.  I  swear. 
Nor,  And  I,  to  keep  all  this. 
Boling.  Norfolk,  so  far  as  to  mine  enemy  5—* 
By  this  time,  had  the  king  permitted  us, 
One  of  our  souls  had  wander'd  in  the  air, 
Banish'd  this  frail  sepulchre  of  our  flesh, 
As  now  our  flesh  is  banish'd  from  this  land : 
Confess  thy  treasons,  ere  thou  fly  the  realm  ; 
Since  thou  hast  far  to  go,  bear  not  along 
The  clogging  burden  of  a  guilty  soul. 

Nor.  No,  Bolingbrokej  if  ever  I  were  traitor^ 
My  name  be  blotted  from  the  book  of  life, 
And  I  from  heaven  banish'd.,  as  from  hence  ! 
But  what  thou  art,  heaven,  thou,  and  I  do  know; 
And  all  too  soon,  I  fear,  the  king  shall  rue.-^ 
FareweD,  my  liege: — Now  no  way  can  I  stray;' 
Save  back  to  England,  all  the  world's  my  way.  [Exit. 
K .  llicn.  Uncle,  even  in  the  glasses  of  thine  eyes 
I  see  thy  grieved  heart :   thy  sad  aspect 
Hath  from  the  number  of  his  banish'd  years 
Pluck'd  four  away  j — Six  frozen  winters  spent, 
Return  [To  Boling.]  with  welcome  home  from 
banishment. 
Boling.  How  long  a  time  lies  in  one  little  word  * 
Four  lagging  winters,  and  four  wanton  springs, 
End  in  a  word;  Such  is  the  breath  of  kings. 

Gaunt-.  I  thank  my  liege,  that,  in  regard  of  me* 
He  shortens  four  years  of  my  son's  exile  : 
But  little  vantage  shall  1  reap  thereby , 

ere  the  six  years,  that  he  hath  to  spends 
U  o 
7  Ccn:erted, 
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Can  change  their  moons,,  and  bring  their  times 

about, 
My  oil-dried  lamp,  and  time-bewasted  light, 
Shall  be  extinct  with  age,  and  endless  night  $ 
My  incj}  of  taper  will  be  burnt  and  done, 
And  blindfold  death  not  let  me  see  my  son. 

K.  Rich.  Why,  uncle,  thou  hast  many  years  to 
live. 

Gaunt.  But  not  a  minute,  king,  that  thou  canst 
give  : 
Shorten  my  days  thou  canst  with  sullen  sorrow, 
And  pluck  nights  from  me,  but  not  lend  a  morrow : 
Thou  canst  help  time  to  furrow  me  with  age, 
But  stop  no  wrinkle  in  his  pilgrimage  ; 
Thy  word  is  current  with  him  for  my  death 5 
But,  dead,  thy  kingdom  cannot  buy  my  breath. 

K .  Rich,  Thy  son  is  banish'd  upon  good  advice,8 
Whereto  thy  tongue  a  party l)  verdict  gave; 
Why  at  our  justice  seem'st  thou  then  to  lower? 

daunt.  Things  sweet  to  taste,  prove  in  digestion 
sour. 
You  urg'd  me  as  a  judge  ;  but  I  had  rather, 
You  would  have  bid  me  argue  like  a  father  : — 
O,  had  it  been  a  stranger,  not  my  child, 
To  smooth  his  fault  I  should  have  been  more  mil  J  : 
A  partial  slander1  sought  I  to  avoid, 
And  in  the  sentence  my  own  life  destroy'd. 
Alas,  I  look'd,  when  some  of  you  should  say, 
I  was  too  strict,  to  make  mine  own  away : 
But  you  gave  leave  to  pay  unwilling  tongue, 
Against  my  will,  to  do  myself  this  wrong. 

K.  Rich.    Cousin,   farewell: — and,  uncle,  bid 
him  so  ; 
Six  years  we  banish  him,  and  he  shall  go. 

[ I'lounsh .     Excui< i  K .  R 1  r  1 1  a  r  1  >  1 1  h  d  Train . 

8  Consideration.  9  Had  a  part  01         ire 

1    k^roiiCM  0;  p.r.  tialiry. 
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A um.  Cousin,  farewell :    what   presence  must 
not  know, 
From  where  you  do  remain,  let  paper  show. 

Mar.  My  lord,  no  leave  take  I  -,  for  I  will  ride> 
As  far  as  lpiad  will  let  me,  by  your  side. 

Gaunt.  O,  to  what  purpose  dost  thou  hoard  thy 
words, 
That  thou  return  st  no  greeting  to  thy  friends  ? 

Baling.  I  have  too  few  to  take  my  leave  of  you, 
When  the  tongue's  office  should  be  prodigal 
To  breathe  the  abundant  dolour3  of  the  heart. 

Gaunt.  Thy  grief  is  but  thy  absence  for  a  time. 

Boltng.  Joy  absent,  grief  is  present  for  that 
time. 

Gaunt.  What  is  six  winters  ?   they  are  quickly- 


gone. 


Boling.  To  men  in  joy  3  but  grief  makes  one 
hour  ten. 

Gaunt.  Call  it  a  travel  that  thou  tak'st  for  plea- 
sure. 

Boling.  My  heart  will  sigh,  when  I  miscall  it  so, 
Which  finds  it  an  enforced  pilgrimage. 

Gaunt.  The  sullen  passage  of  thy  weary  steps 
Esteem  a  foil,  wherein  thou  art  to  set 
The  precious  jewel  of  thy  home-return. 

Bu/i/tg.  Nay,  rather,  every  tedious  stride  I  make- 
Will  but  remember  me,  what  a  deal  of  world 
I  wander  from  the  jewels  that  I  love. 
Must  I  not  serve  a  long  apprenticehood 
To  foreign  passages;   and  in  the  end, 
Having  my  freedom,  boast  of  nothing  else, 
But  that  I  was  a  journeyman  to  grief? 

Gaunt.  All  places  that  the  eye  of  heaven  visits, 
Are  to  a  wise  man  ports  and  happy  havens  : 
Teach  thy  necessity  to  reason  thus; 
There  is  no  virtue  like  necessity. 
4  Cfrief, 
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Think  not,  the  king  did  banish  thee; 

But  thou  the  king  :  Woe  doth  the  heavier  sit, 

Where  it  perceives  it  is  but  faintly  borne. 

Go,  say — I  sent  thee  forth  to  purchase  honour. 

And  not- — the  king  exil'd  thee  :  or  suppose, 

Devouring  pestilence  hangs  in  our  air, 

And  thou  art  flying  to  a  fresher  clime. 

Look,  what  thy  soul  holds  dear,  imagine  it 

lb  iie  that  way  thou  go'st,    not  whence  thou 

conrst : 
Suppose  the  singing  birds,  musicians; 
The  grass  whereon  thou  tread'st,  the  presence5 

strevv'd ; 
The  flowers,  fair  ladies ;  and  thy  steps,  no  more 
Than  a  delightful  measure,  or  a  dance: 
For  gnarling4  sorrow  hath  less  power  to  bite 
The  man  that  mocks  at  it,  and  sets  it  light. 

Baling.  O,  who  can  hold  a  fire  in  his  hand, 
."By  thinking  on  the  frosty  Caucasus  ? 
Or  cioy  the  hungry  edge  of  appetite, 
By  bare  imagination  of  a  feast  ? 
Or  wallow  naked  in  December  snow, 
By  thinking  on  fantastick  summer's  heat? 
O,  no  !  the  apprehension  of  the  good, 
Gives  but  the  greater  feeling  to  the  worse : 
Fell  sorrow's  tooth  doth  never  rankle  more, 
Than  when  it  bites,  but  lanceth  not  the  sore. 

Gaunt.  Come,  come,  my  son,  I'll  bring  thee  on 
thy  way  : 
Flad  I  thy  youth,  and  cause,  I  would  not  stay. 

Baling.    Then,    England's    ground,    farewell; 
sweet  soil,  adieu ; 
My  mother,  and  my  nurse,  that  bears  me  yet ! 

Where-e'er  I  wander,  boast  of  this  I  can, 

Though  banish'd,  yet  a  trueborn  Englishman. 

[Exeunt. 
3  Presence  chamber  at  court.  4  Growling. 
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SCENE   IV. 

The  same.     A  Room  in  the  King's  Castle. 

Enter  King  Rich akt) j  Bagot,  and  Green j 
Aumerle  following . 

K.  Rich.  We  did  observe. — Cousin  Aumerle,    - 
How  far  brought  you  high  Hereford  on  his  way  ? 

Aum.  I  brought  high  Hereford,  if  you  call  him  so, 
But  to  the  next  highway,  and  there  I  left  him. 
.  K.  Rich.  And,  say,  what  store  of  parting  tears 
were  shed  ? 

Aum,  'Faith,  none  by  me:  except  the  north- 
east wind, 
Which  then  blew  bitterly  against  our  faces, 
Awak'd  the  sleeping  rheum  -,  and  so,  by  chance, 
Did  grace  our  hollow  parting  with  a  tear. 

K .  Rich,  What  said  our  cousin,  when  you  part* 
ed  with  him  ? 

Aum.  Farewell : 
And,  for  my  heart  disdained  that  my  tongue 
Should  so  profane  the  word,  that  taught  me  craft 
To  counterfeit  oppression  of  such  grief, 
That  words  seem'd  buried  in  my  sorrow's  grave. 
Marry,  would  the  world  farewell  have  lengthen'd 

hours, 
And  added  years  to  his  short  banishment, 
He  should  have  had  a  volume  of  farewells  ; 
But,  since  it  would  not,  he  had  none  of  me. 

K.  Rich.    He  is.  our  cousin,  cousin >  but  'tis 
doubt, 
When  time  shall  callhim  home  from  banishment. 
Whether  our  kinsman  coine  to  see  his  friends. 
Ourself,  and  Bushy,  Bagot  here,  and  Green, 
Observ'd  his  courtship  to  the  common  people :— ■ • 
How  he  did  s.eem  to  dive  into  their  hearts, 
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With  humble  and  familiar  courtesy ; 

What  reverence  he  did  throw  away  on  slaves ; 

Wooing  poor  craftsmen,  with  the  craft  of  smiles, 

And  patient  underbearing  of  his  fortune, 

As  'twere,  to  banish  their  affects  with  him. 

Off  goes  his  bonnet  to  an  oyster-wench  -, 

A  brace  of  Draymen  bid — God  speed  him  well, 

And  had  the  tribute  of  his  supple  knee, 

With-— Thanks  my  countrymen,  my  loxing friends ;— 

As  were  our  England  in  reversion  his, 

And  he  our  subjects'  next  degree  in  hope. 

Grew.  Well,  he  is  gone  3  and  with  him  go  these 
thoughts. 
Now  for  the  rebels,  which  stand  out  in  Ireland ; — 
Expedient 5  manage  must  be  made,  my  liege  3 
Ere  further  leisure  yield  them  further  means, 
For  their  advantage,  and  your  highness'  loss. 

K.  Rich.  We  will  ourself  in  person  to  this  war. 
And,  for6  our  coffers — with  too  great  a  court, 
And  liberal  largess, — are  grown  somewhat  light, 
We  are  enfore'd  to  farm  our  royal  realm  3 
The  revenue  whereof  shall  furnish  us 
For  our  affairs  in  hand  :   If  that  come  short, 
Our  substitutes  at  home  shall  have  blank  charters  j 
Whereto,  when  they  shall  know  what  men  are  rich, 
They  shall  subscribe  them  for  large  sums  of  gold, 
And  send  them  after  to  supply  our  wants  5 
For  we  will  make  for  Ireland  presently. 

Enter  Bushy. 

Bushy,  what  news  ? 

Bushy.  Old  John  of  Gaunt  is  grievous  sick,  my 
lord; 
Suddenly  taken  3  and  hath  sent  post-haste, 
To  entreat  your  majesty  to  visit  him. 
K.  Rich.  Where  lies  he  ? 

-  Expeditious.  6  Because. 
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Bush\).  At  Ely-house. 

K.  Rich.  Now  put  it,  heaven,  in  his  physician's 
mind, 
To  help  him  to  his  grave  immediately  ! 
The  lining  of  his  coffers  shall  make  coats 
To  deck  our  soldiers  for  these  Irish  wars. — 
Come, .  gentlemen,  let's  all  go  visit  him  : 
Pray  God,  we  may  make  haste,  and  come  too  late  ! 

I  Exeunt. 

ACT  II. 

SCENE  I.     London.     A  Room  in  Ely-house. 

Gaunt  on  a  Couch  ;  the  Duke  of  York,  and 
Others  standing  by  him. 

Gaunt.  Will  the  king  comer  that  I  may  breathe 
my  last 
In  wholesome  counsel  to  his  unstaied  youth. 
York.  Vex  not  yourself,  nor  strive  not  with  your 
breath  ; 
For  all  in  vain  comes  counsel  to  his  ear. 

Gaunt.  O,  but  they  say,  the  tongues  of  dying 
men 
Enforce  attention,  like  deep  harmony  : 
Where  words  are  scarce,  they  are  seldom  spent  in 

vain  : 
For  they  breathe  truth,  that  breathe  their  words  in 

pain. 
He,  that  no  more  must  say,  is  listen'd  more 
Than  they  whom  youth  and  ease  have  taught  to 
glose  ;7 
More  are men'sendsmark'd,  than  their  lives  before  : 

The  setting  sun,  and  musick  at  the  close, 
As  the  last  taste  of  sweets,  is  sweetest  last ; 
Writ  in  remembrance,  more  than  things  long  past : 
7  Flatter. 
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Though  Richard  my  life's  counsel  would  not  hear, 
My  death's  sad  tale  may  yet  undeaf  his  ear. 
York.  No  j  it  is  stopp'd  with  other  flattering 

sounds, 
As,  praises  of  his  state  :  then,  there  are  found 
Lascivious  metres ;  to  whose  venom  sound 
The  open  ear  of  youth  doth  always  listen  : 
Report  of  fashions  in  proud  Italy  -, 
Whose  manners  still  our  tardy  apish  nation 
Limps  after,  in  base  imitation, 
Where  doth  the  world  thrust  forth  a  vanity, 
(So  it  be  new,  there's  no  respect  how  vile,) 
That  is  not  quickly  buzz'd  into  his  ears  ?  • 
Then  all  too  late  comes  counsel  to  be  heard, 
Where  will  doth  mutiny  with  wit's  regard. 
Direct  not  him,  whose  way  himself  will  choose; 
'Tis  breath  thou  lack'st,  and  that  breath  wilt  thou 

lose. 
Gaunt.  Methinks,  I  am  a  prophet  new  inspir'd 5 
And  thus,  expiring,  do  foretell  of  him  : 
His  rash  fierce  blaze  of  riot  cannot  last ; 
For  violent  fires  soon  burn  out  themselves  : 
Small  showers  last  long,  but  sudden  storms  are 

short ) 
He  tires  betimes,  that  spurs  too  fast  betimes; 
With  eager  feeding,  food  doth  choke  the  feeder; 
Light  vanity,  insatiate  cormorant, 
Consuming  means,  soon  preys  upon  itself. 
This  royal  throne  of  kings,  this  scepter  d  isle> 
This  earth  of  majesty,  this  seat  of  Mars, 
This  other  Eden,  demi-paradise  5 
This  fortress,  built  by  nature  for  herself, 
Against  infection,  and  the  hand  of  war  5 
This  happy  breed  of  men,  this  little  world ; 
This  precious  stone  set  in  the  silver  sea, 
Which  serves  it  in  the  office  of  a  wall, 
Or  as  a  moat  defensive  to  a  house, 
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Against  the  envy  of  less  happier  lands  ; 
This  blessed  plot,  this  earth,  this  realm,  this  Eng- 
land, 
This  nurse,  this  teeming  womb  of  royal  kings, 
Fear'd  by  their  breed,  and  famous  by  their  birth, 
Renowned  for  their  deeds  as  far  from  home, 
(For  Christian  service,  and  true  chivalry,) 
As  is  the  sepulchre  in  stubborn  Jewry, 
Of  the  world's  ransom,  blessed  Mary's  son  : 
This  land  of  such  dear  souls,  this  dear  dear  land. 
Dear  for  her  reputation  through  the  world, 
Is  nowleas'd  out  (I  die  pronouncing  it,) 
Like  to  a  tenement,  or  pelting  8  farm  : 
England,  bound  in  with  the  triumphant  sea, 
Whose  rocky  shore  beats  back  the  envious  siege 
Of  watery  Neptune,  is  now  bound  in  with  shame, 
With  inky  blots,  and  rotten  parchment  bonds  ; 
That  England,  that  was  wont  to  conquer  others, 
Hath  made  a  shameful  conquest  of  itself: 
O,  would  the  scandal  vanish  with  my  life, 
How  happy  then  were  my  ensuing  death ! 

Enter  King  Richard,  and  Queen;  Aumerle,, 
Bushy,    Green,  Bagot,  Ross,    and  Wil- 

LOUGHBY. 

York.  The  king  is  come  :  deal  mildly  with  hid 
youth  j 
For  young  hot  colts,  being  rag'd,  do  rage  the  more. 

Queen.  How  fares  our  noble  uncle,  Lancaster  ? 

K.  Rich.  What  comfort,  man  ?   How  is't  with 
aged  Gaunt  ? 

Gaunt.  O,  how  that  name  befits  my  composition ! 
Old  Gaunt,  indeed  $  and  gaunt9  in  being  old : 
Within  me  grief  hath  kept  a  tedious  fast ; 
And  who  abstains  from  meat,  that  is  not  gaunt  ? 

VOL.    IV.  $ 

s  Paltry.  9  Lean,  thin. 
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For  sleeping  England  long  time  have  I  watch'd  ; 
Watching  breeds  leanness,  leanness  is  all  gaunt  : 
The  pleasure,  that  some  fathers  feed  upon, 
Is  my  strict  fast,  I  mean — my  children's  looks  ; 
And,  therein  fasting,  hast  thou  made  me  gaunt : 
Gaunt  am  I  for  the  grave,  gaunt  as  a  grave, 
Whose  hollow  womb  inherits  nought  but  bones. 

K.  Rich.  Can  sick  men  play  so  nicely  with  their 
names  ? 

Gaunt.  No,  misery  makes  sport  to  mock  itself: 
Since  thou  dost  seek  to  kill  my  name  in  me, 
I  mock  my  name,  great  king,  to  flatter  thee. 

K.  Rich.  Should  dying  men   flatter  with  those 
that  live  ? 

Gaunt.  No,  no;  men  living  flatter  those  that 
die. 

K.  Rich.  Thou,  now  a  dying,  say'st — thou  flat- 
ter' st  me. 

Gaunt.  Oh  !  no )  thou  diest,  though  I  the  sicker 
be. 

K.  Rich.  I  am  in  health,  I  breathe,  and  see  thee 
ill. 

Gaunt.  Now,  He  that  made   me,  knows  I  see 
thee  ill  ; 
111  in  myself  to  see,  and  in  thee  seeing  ill. 
Thy  death  bed  is  no  lesser  than  the  land, 
Wherein  thou  liest  in  reputation  sick  : 
And  thou,  too  careless  patient  as  thou  art, 
Commit'st  thy  anointed  body  to  the  cure 
Of  those  physicians  that  first  wounded  thee  : 
A  thousand  flatterers  sit  within  thy  crown, 
Whose  compass  is  no  bigger  than  thy  head , 
And  yet,  incaged  in  so  small  a  verge. 
The  waste  is  no  whit  lesser  than  thy  land. 
O,  had  thy  grandsire,  with  a  prophet's  eye, 
Seen  how  his  son's  sou  should  destroy  his  sons, 
From  forth  thy  reach  he  would  have  laid  thy  shame ; 
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Deposing  thee  before  thou  wert  possess'd, 
Which  art  possess'd1  now  to  depose  thyself. 
Why,  cousin,  wert  thou  regent  of  the  world, 
It  were  a  shame  to  let  this  land  by  lease  : 
1  But,  for  thy  world,  enjoying  but  this  land, 
Is  it  not  more  than  shame,  to  shame  it  so  } 
Landlord  of  England  art  thou  now,  not  king : 
Thy  state  of  law  is  bondslave  to  the  law  ; 

And  thou 

K.  Rich.         — • —  a  lunatick  lean-witted  fool, 
Presuming  on  an  ague's  privilege, 
Dar'st  with  thy  frozen  admonition 
Make  pale  our  cheek  -,  chasing  the  royal  blood, 
With  fury,  from  his  native  residence. 
Now  by  my  seat's  right  royal  majesty, 
Wert  thou  not  brother  to  great  Edward's  son, 
This  tongue  that  runs  so  roundly  in  thy  head, 
Should  run  thy  head  from  thy  unreverend  shoulders. 
Gaunt.  O,  spare  me  not,  my  brother  Edward's 
son, 
For  that  I  was  his  father  Edward's  son  5 
That  blood  already,  like  the  pelican, 
Hast  thou  tapp'd  out,  and  drunkenly  carous'd  : 
My  brother  Gloster,  plain  well-meaning  soul, 
(Whom  fair  befal  in  heaven  'mongst  happy  souls !) 
May  be  a  precedent  and  witness  good, 
That  thou  respect'st  not  spilling  Edward's  blood  : 
Join  with  the  present  sickness  that  I  h^ve  j 
And  thy  unkindness  be  like  crooked  age, 
To  crop  at  once  a  too-long  wilher'd  flower. 
Live  in  thy  shame,  but  die  not  shame  with  thee! — 
These  words  hereafter  thy  tormentors  be  ! — 
Convey  me  to  my  bed,  then  to  my  grave : 
Love  they  to  live,  that  love  and  honour  have. 

[£j£f,  borne  out  by  km  Attendants. 
N  2 
1  Mad. 
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K.  Rich.  And  let  them  die,  that  age  and  sullens 
have  ; 
For  both  hast  thou,  and  both  become  the  grave. 

York.  'Beseech  your  majesty,  impute  his  words 
To  wayward  sickliness  and  age  in  him  : 
He  loves  you,  on  my  life,  and  holds  you  dear 
As  Harry  duke  of  Hereford,  were  he  here. 

K.Rich.  Right  5  you  say  true:  as  Hereford's  love, 
so  his  : 
As  theirs,  so  mine  -,  and  all  be  as  it  is. 

Enter  Northumberland. 

North.  My  liege,  old  Gaunt  commends  him  to 
your  majesty. 
I    K.  Rich.  What  says  he  now  ? 

North  '  Nay,  nothing ;  all  is  said  : 

v  His  tongue  is  now  a  stringless  instrument 3 
Words,  life,  and  all,  old  Lancaster  hath  spent. 
York.  Be  York  the  next  that  must  be  bankrupt 
so ! 
Though  death  be  poor,  it  ends  a  mortal  woe. 
K.  Rich.  The  ripest  fruit  first  falls,  and  so  doth 
he  • 
His  time  is  spent,  our  pilgrimage  must  be  : 

So  much  for  that. -Now  for  our  Irish  wars  t 

We  must  supplant  those  rough  rug-headed  kerns j* 
Which  live  like  venom,  where  no  venom  else, 
But  only  they,  hath  privilege  to  live.3 
And  for  these  great  affairs  do  ask  some  charge, 
Towards  our  assistance,  we  do  seize  to  us 
The  plate,  coin,  revenues,  and  moveables, 
Whereof  our  uncle  Gaunt  did  stand  possess'd. 
1  ork.  How  long  shall  I  be  patient  ?    Ah,  how 
long 
Shall  tender  duty  make  me  suffer  wrong  ? 

*  Irish  soldiers.      3  Alluding  to  the  idea  that  no  venom- 
ous reptiles  live  in  Ireland. 
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Not  Gloster's  death,  nor  Hereford's  banishment, 
Not  Gaunt's  rebukes,  nor  England's  private  wrongs, 
Nor  the  prevention  of  poor  Bolingbroke 
About  his  marriage,  nor  my  own  disgrace, 
Have  ever  made  me  sour  my  patient  cheek, 
Or  bend  one  wrinkle  on  my  sovereign's  face.— 
I  am  the  last  of  noble  Edward's  sons, 
Of  whom  thy  father,  prince  of  Wales,  was  first  5 
In  war,  was  never  lion  rag'd  more  fierce, 
In  peace  was  never  gentle  lamb  more  mild, 
Than  was  that  young  and  princely  gentleman  : 
His  face  thou  hast,  for  even  so  look'd  he, 
Accomplish'd  with  the  number  of  thy  hours ; 4 
But,  when  he  frown'd,  it  was  against  the  French, 
And  not  against  his  friends  :  his  noble  hand 
Did  win  what  he  did  spend,  and  spent  not  that 
Which  his  triumphant  father's  hand  had  won : 
His  hands  were  guilty  of  no  kindred's  blood, 
But  bloody  with  the  enemies  of  his  kin. 
O,  Richard  !  York  is  too  far  gone  with  grief, 
Or  else  he  never  would  compare  between. 

K.  Rich,  Why,  uncle,  what's  the  matter? 

York.  O,  my  liege, 

Pardon  me,  if  you  please  \  if  not,  I  pleas'd 
Not  to  be  pardon'd,  am  content  withal. 
Seek  you  to  seize,  and  gripe  into  your  hands, 
The  royalties  and  rights  of  banish'd  Hereford  ? 
Is  not  Gaunt  dead  ?  and  doth  not  Hereford  live  ? 
Was  not  Gaunt  just?  and  is  not  Harry  true  ? 
Did  not  the  one  deserve  to  have  an  heir  \ 
Is  not  his  heir  a  well-deserving  son  ? 
Take  Hereford's  rights  away,  and  take  from  time 
His  charters,  and  his  customary  rights  5 
Let  not  to-morrow  then  ensue  to-day  ; 
Be  not  thyself,  for  how  art  thou  a  king, 

n  3 
4  When  of  thy  age. 
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But  by  fair  sequence  and  succession? 

Now,  afore  God  (God  forbid,  I  say  true  !) 

If  you  do  wrongfully  seize  Hereford's  rights, 

Call  in  the  letters  patent  that  he  hath 

Bv  his  attorn ies -general  to  sue 

His  livery,5  and  deny  his  offer' d  homage, 

You  pluck  a  thousand  dangers  on  your  head, 

You  lose  a  thousand  well-disposed  hearts, 

And  prick  my  tender  patience  to  those  thoughts 

Which  honour  and  allegiance  cannot  think. 

K.  Rich.  Think  what  you  will ;  we  seize  into 
our  hands 
His  plate,  his  goods,  his  money,  and  his  lands. 
York.  I'll  not  be  by,  the  while  :  My  liege,  tare- 
well  : 
What  will  ensue  hereof,  there's  none  can  tell ; 
But  by  bad  courses  may  be  understood, 
That  their  events  can  never  fall  out  good,     \l\xit. 
K.  Rich.  Go,  Rushy,  to  the  earl   of  Wiltshire 
straight ; 
Bid  him  repair  to  us  to  Ely-house, 
To  see  this  business  :  To-morrow  next 
We  will  for  Ireland  ;   and  'tis  time,  I  trow ; 
And  we  create,  in  absence  of  ourself, 
Our  uncle  York  lord  governor  of  England, 
For  he  is  just,  and  always  lov'd  us  well. — 
Come  on,  our  queen  :   to-morrow  must  we  part ; 
Be  merry,  for  our  time  of  stay  is  short,  [I'hurish. 
[  fl mm t  King,  Queen,  B  u  s  11  y ,  Aumeulk, 
Ghken,  and  Bag  or. 
North,  Well,  lords,  the  duke  of  Lancaster  is 

dead. 
Ross.   And   living   too ;    for   now   his    son    is 

duke. 
IV ill o.  Barely  in  title,  not  in  revenue. 
Nortk*  Richly  in  both,  if  justice  had  her  right, 
s  Taking  possession. 
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Ross.  My  heart  is  great;  but  it  must  break  with 
silence, 
Ere'tbe  disburden'd  with  a  liberal6  tongue. 

North.  Nay,  speak  thy  mind  -7  and  let  him  ne'er 
speak  more, 
That  speaks  thy  words  again,  to  do  thee  harm  ! 
Wilio.  Tends  that  thou'dst  speak,  to  the  duke 
of  Hereford  ? 
If  it  be  so,  out  with  it  boldly,  man  ; 
Quick  is  mine  ear  to  hear  of  good  towards  him. 

Ross.  No  good  at  all,  that  I  can  do  for  him  j 
Unless  you  call  it  good  to  pity  him, 
Bereft  and  gelded7  of  his  patrimony. 

North.  Now,  afore  heaven,  'tis   shame,  such 
wrongs  are  borne, 
In  him  a  royal  prince,  and  many  more 
Of  noble  blood  in  this  declining  land. 
The  king  is  not  himself,  but  basely  led 
By  flatterers  ;  and  what  they  will  inform, 
Merely  in  hate,  'gainst  any  of  us  all, 
That  will  the  king  severely  prosecute 
'Gainst  us,  our  lives,  our  children,  and  our  heirs. 
iloss.  The  commons  hath  he  pili'd^  with  griev- 
ous taxes, 
And  lost  their  hearts  :  the  nobles  hath  he  hVci 
For  ancient  quarrels,  and  quite  lost  their  hearts. 

W'dlo.  And  daily  new  exactions  are  devis'd  ; 
As  blanks,  benevolences,  and  I  wot  not  what : 
But  what,  o'God's  name,  doth  become  of  this  ? 
North.  Wars  have  not  wasted  it,  for  warr'u  ht 
hath  not, 
But  basely  yielded  upon  compromise 
That  which  his  ancestors  achiev'd  with  blows  : 
More  hath  he  spent  in  peace,  than  they  in  wars. 
Ross.  The  earl  of  Wiltshire  hath  the  realm  in 
farm. 
*  Free.  7  Deprived.  8  Pillaged.. 
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Willo.  The  king's  grown  bankrupt,  like  a  bro- 
ken man. 
North.  Reproach,  and  dissolution,  hangeth  over 

him. 
Ross.  He  hath  not  money  for  these  Irish  wars., 
His  burdenous  taxations  notwithstanding, 
But  by  the  robbing  of  the  banish'd  duke. 

North.  His  noble  kinsman :  most  degenerate 
king! 
But,  lords,  we  hear  this  fearful  tempest  sing, 
Yet  seek  no  shelter  to  avoid  the  storm  : 
We  see  the  wind  sit  sore  upon  our  sails, 
And  yet  we  strike  not,  but  securely  perish.9 

Ross.  We  see  the  very  wreck  that  we  must  suffer  3 
And  unavoided  is  the  danger  now, 
For  suffering  so  the  causes  of  our  wreck. 

North,  Not  so  5  even  through  the  hollow  eyes  of 
death, 
I  spy  life  peering  ;  but  I  dare  not  say 
How  near  the  tidings  of  our  comfort  is. 

Willo.  Nay,  let  us  share  thy  thoughts,  as  thou 

dost  ours. 
Ross.  Be  confident  to  speak,  Northumberland  : 
We  three  are  but  thyself  5  and,   speaking  so, 
Thy  words  are  but  as  thoughts ;  therefore,  be  bold, 
North.  Then  thus : — I  have  from  Port  le  BlanCj, 
a  bay 
In  Brittany,  received  intelligence, 
That  Harry  Hereford,  Reignold  lord  Cobham, 
[The  son  of  Richard  Earl  of  Arundel,] 
That  late  broke  from  the  duke  of  Exeter, 
His  brother,  archbishop  late  of  Canterbury, 
Sir  Thomas  Erpingham,  sir  John  Ramston, 
Sir  John  Norbery,  sir  Robert  Waterton,  and  Fran- 
cis Quoint, 

All  these  wrell  furnish'd  by  the  duke  of  Brctagne, 
9  Perish  by  confidence  m  our  security. 
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With  eight  tall1  ships,  three  thousand  men  of  war, 
Are  making  hither  with  all  due  expedience,2 
And  shortly  mean  to  touch  our  northern  shore : 
Perhaps,  they  had  ere  this  ;  but  that  they  stay 
The  first  departing  of  the  king  for  Ireland. 
If  then  we  shall  shake  off  our  slavish  yoke, 
Imp3  out  our  drooping  country's  broken  wing, 
Redeem  from  broking  pawn  the  blemish'd  crown, 
Wipe  off  the  dust  that  hides  our  scepter's  gilt/ 
And  make  high  majesty  look  like  itself, 
Away,  with  me,  in  post  to  Ravenspurg  : 
But  if  you  faint,  as  fearing  to  do  so, 
Stay,  and  be  secret,  and  myself  will  go. 

Moss.  To  horse,  to  horse  !  urge  doubts  to  them 

that  fear. 
Willo.  Hold  out  my  horse,  and  I  will  first  be 

there.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 
The  same.     A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Queen,  Bushy,  and  Bagot. 

Bushy.  Madam,  your  majesty  is  too  much  sad : 
You  promis'd,  when  you  parted  with  the  king, 
To  lay  aside  life-harming  heaviness, 
And  entertain  a  cheerful  disposition. 

Queen.  To  please  the  king,  I  did  5  to  please  my- 
self, 
I  cannot  do  it  5  yet  I  know  no  cause 
Why  I  should  welcome  such  a  guest  as  grief, 
Save  bidding  farewell  to  so  sweet  a  guest 
As  my  sweet  Richard :  Yet,  again,  methinks, 
Some  unborn  sorrow,  ripe  in  fortune's  womb, 
Is  coming  towards  me  j  and  my  inward  soul 

2  Stout.      a  Expedition.      3  Supply  with  new  feathers 
4  Gilding. 
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With  nothing  trembles  :  at  something  it  grieves, 
More  than  with  parting  from  my  lord  the  king. 

Bushy.  Each  substance  of  a  grief  hath  twenty 
shadows. 
Which  show  like  grief  itself,  but  are  not  so  : 
For  sorrow's  eye,  glazed  with  blinding  tears, 
Divides  one  thing  entire  to  many  objects; 
Like  perspectives,5  which,  rightly  gaz'd  upon, 
Show  nothing  but  confusion  ;  ey'd  awry, 
Distinguish  form  :   so  your  sweet  majesty, 
Looking  awry  upon  your  lord's  departure, 
Pi nds  shapes  of  grief,  more  than  himself,  to  wail ; 
Which,  look'd  on  as  it  is,  is  nought  but  shadows 
Of  what  is  not.     Then,  thrice-gracious  queen, 
More  than  your  lord's  departure  weep  not  j  moiVs 

not  seen  : 
Or  if  it  be,  'tis  with  false  sorrow's  eye. 
Which,  for  things  true,  weeps  things  imaginary. 

Queen.  Jt  may  be  so  5  but  yet  my  inward  soul 
Persuades  me,  it  is  otherwise  :  Howe'er  it  be, 
I  cannot  but  be  sad  ;  so  heavy  sad, 
As, — though,  in  thinking,  on  no  thought  I  think, — 
Makes  me  with  heavy  nothing  faint  and  shrink. 

Bushy.  'Tis  nothing  but  conceit,6  my  gracious 
lady. 

Queen.  'Tis  nothing  less:  conceit  is  still  deriv'd 
From  some  fore-father  grief ;  mine  is  not  so  5 
For  nothing  hath  begot  my  something  grief; 
Or  something  hath  the  nothing  that  I  grieve  : 
'Tis  in  reversion  that  I  do  possess ; 
But  what  it  is,  that  is  not  yet  known  ;  what 
1  cannot  name  ;  'tis  nameless  woe,  I  wot.7 

Enter  Giieex. 

Green.  God  save  your  majesty! — and  well  met, 

.  gentlemen  : — 
s  Pictures.  6  Fanciful  conception.  7  Know. 
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I  hope,  the  king  is  not  yet  shipp'd  for  Ireland. 
Queen.  Why  hop'st  thou  so  ?  'tis  better  hope, 
he  is ; 
For  his  designs  crave  haste,  his  haste  good  hope  ; 
Then  wherefore  dost  thou  hope,  he  is  not  shipp'd  ? 
Green.  That  he,  our  hope,  might  have  retir'd 
his  power,8 
And  driven  into  despair  an  enemy's  hope, 
Who  strongly  hath  set  footing  in  this  land  : 
The  banish' d  Bolingbroke  repeals  himself, 
And  with  uplifted  arms  is  safe  arriv'd 
At  Ravenspurg. 

Queen.  Now  God  in  heaven  forbid  ! 

Green.  O,  madam,  'tis    too  true:   and  that   is 
worse, — 
The  lord  Northumberland,  hi:;  young  son  Henry 

Percy, 
The  lords  of  Ross,  Beaumond,  and  Willoughby, 
With  all  their  powerful  friends,  are  fled  to  him. 
Bushy.  Why  have  you  not  proclaim'd  Northum- 
berland, 
And  all  the  rest  of  the  revolting  faction 
Traitors  ? 

Green.  We  have  :  whereon  the  earl  of  Worces- 
ter 
Hath  broke  his  staff,  resign'd  his  stewardship, 
And  all  the  household  servants  fled  with  him 
To  Bolingbroke. 

Queen.  So,  Green,  thou  art  the  midwife  to  my 
woe, 
And  Bolingbroke  my  sorrow's  dismal  heir  : 
Now  hath  my  soul  brought  forth  her  prodigy  \ 
And  I,  a  gasping  new-deliver'd  mother, 
Have  woe  to  woe,  sorrow  to  sorrow  join'd. 
Bushy.  Despair  not,  madam. 
Queen.  Who  shall  hinder  me  ? 

2  Drawn  it  back,  4 
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I  will  despair,  and  be  at  enmity 
With  cozening  hope  j  he  is  a  flatterer, 
A  parasite,  a  keeper-back  of  death, 
Who  gently  would  dissolve  the  bands  of  life, 
Which  false  hope  lingers  in  extremity. 

Enter  York. 

Green.  Here  comes  the  duke  of  York. 

Queen.  With  signs  of  war  about  his  aged  neck  $ 
O,  full  of  careful  business  are  his  looks  !— . 
Uncle, 
For  heaven's  sake,  speak  comfortable  words. 

York.  Should  I  do  so,  I  should  belie  my  thoughts : 
Comfort's  in  heaven ;  and  we  are  on  the  earth, 
Where  nothing  lives  but  crosses,  care,  and  grief. 
Your  husband  he  is  gone  to  save  far  off, 
Whilst  others  come  to  make  him  lose  at  home : 
Here  am  I  left  to  underprop  his  land  5 
Who,  weak  with  age,  cannot  support  myself: — — 
Now  comes  the  sick  hour  that  his  surfeit  made  5 
Now  shall  he  try  his  friends  that  flatter'd  him. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  My  lord,  your  son  was  gone  before  I  came, 

York.  He  was? — Why,  so  ! — go  all  which  way 

it  will ! 

The  nobles  they  are  fled,  the  commons  cold, 

And  will,  I  fear,  revolt  on  Hereford's  side.   *    ■ 

Sirrah, 

Get  thee  to  Plashy,  to  my  sister  Gloster ; 

Bid  her  send  me  presently  a  thousand  pound :— 

Hold,  take  my  ring. 

Serv.  My  lord,  I  had  forgot  to  tell  your  lordship : 
To-day,  as  I  came  by,  I  called  there ; 
Eut  I  shall  grieve  you  to  report  the  rest. 

York.  What  is  it,  knave  f 

$ax\  An.  hour  before  I  came,  the  duchess  died. 
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York.  God  for  his  mercy !  wnat  a  tide  of  woes 
Comes  rushing  on  this  woeful  land  at  once ! 
I  know  not  what  to  do  : — I  would  to  God, 
(So  my  untruth9  had  not  provok'd  him  to  it,) 
The  king  had  cut  off  my  head  with  my  brother's.—*' 
"What,  are  there  posts  despatch'd  for  Ireland  ?— 
How  shall  we  do  for  money  for  these  wars  ? — 
Come,  sister, — cousin,  I  would  say  :  pray,  pardon 

me. — 
Go,  fellow,  [To  the  Servant.]  get  thee  home,  pro* 

vide  some  carts, 
And  bring  away  the  armour  that  is  there. — 

[Exit  Servant, 
Gentlemen,  will  you  go  muster  men  ?  if  I  knovr 
How,  or  which  way,  to  order  these  affairs, 
Thus  thrust  disorderly  into  my  hands, 
Never  believe  me.     Both  are  my  kinsmen  ;— * 
The  one's  my  sovereign,  whom  both  my  oath 
And  duty  bids  defend;  the  other  again, 
Is  my  kinsman,  whom  the  king  hath  wrong' d  | 
Whom  conscience  and  my  kindred  bids  to  right. 
Well,  somewhat  we  must  do. — Come,  cousin,  V\\ 
Dispose  of  you  : — Go,  muster  up  your  men, 
And  meet  me  presently  at  Berkley-castle. 

I  should  to  Plashy  too  ; 

But  time  will  not  permit : — All  is  uneven. 
And  every  thing  is  left  at  six  and  seven. 

[Exeunt  York  and  Queen? 

Bushy.  The  wind  sits  fair  for  news  to  go  to  Ire- 
>  land, 

But  none  returns.     For  us  to  levy  power, 
Proportionable  to  the  enemy, 
Is  all  impossible. 

Green.  Besides  our  nearness  to  the  king  in  love, 
Is  near  the  hate  of  those  love  not  the  king. 

WGU  iv,  O 

*  Disloyalty, 
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*  Bagot.  And  that's  the  wavering  commons :  for 

their  love 
Lies  in  their  purses  5  and  whoso  empties  them, 
By  so  much  fills  their  hearts  with  deadly  hate. 
:  Bushy.  Wherein  the  king  stands  generally  con- 
demn'd. 
Bagot.  If  judgment  lie  in  them,  then  so  do  we, 
Because  we  ever  have  been  near  the  king. 

Great.  Well,  I'll  for  refuge  straight  to  Bristol 
castle ; 
The  earl  of  Wiltshire  is  already  there. 

Bushy.  Thither  will  I  with  you:  for  little  office 
The  hateful  commons  will  perform  for  us  5 
Except  like  curs  to  tear  us  all  to  pieces. — 
Will  you  go  along  with  us  ? 

Bagot.  No  5  I'll  to  Ireland  to  his  majesty. 
Farewell :  if  heart's  presages  be  not  vain, 
We  three  here  part,  that  ne'er  shall  meet  again. 
Bushy.  That's  as  York  thrives  to  beat  back  Bo^ 

lingbroke. 
Green.  Alas,  poor  duke!  the  task  he  undertakes 
Is— numb'ring  sands,  and  drinking  oceans  dry  ; 
Where  one  on  his  side  fights,  thousands  will  fly. 
Bushy.  Farewell  at  once  5  for  once,  for  all,  and 

ever. 
Green.  Well,  we  may  meet  again. 
Bagot.  I  fear  me,  never. 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE  III. 

The  Wilds  in  Glostershire. 

Enter  Bo  ling  broke   and  Nortumbeiilanb^ 
with  Forces. 

Baling.  Flow  far  is  it,  my  lord,  to  Berkley  now? 
North.  Believe  me,  noble  lord, 
I  am  a  stranger  here  in  Glostershire. 
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These  high  wild  hills,,  and  rough  uneven  ways, 
Draw  out  our  miles,  and  make  them  wearisome: 
And  yet  your  fair  discourse  hath  been  as  sugar, 
Making  the  hard  way  sweet  and  delectable. 
But,  I  bethink  me,  what  a  weary  way 
From  Ravenspurg  to  Cotswold,  will  be  found 
In  Ross  and  Willoughby,  wanting  your  company; 
Which,  I  protest,  hath  very  much  beguiPd 
The  tediousness  and  process  of  my  travel : 
But  theirs  is  sweeten'd  with  the  hope  to  have 
The  present  benefit  which  I  possess : 
And  hope  to  joy,  is  little  less  in  joy, 
Than  hope  enjoy'd  :  by  this  the  weary  lords 
Shall  make  their  way  seem  short  -}   as  mine  hath 

done 
By  sight  of  what  I  have,  your  noble  company. 
Bolmg.  Of  much  less  value  is  my  company, 
Than  your  good  words.     But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Harry  Percy. 

North,  It  is  my  son,  young  Harry  Percy, 
Sent  from  my  brother  Worcester,  whencesoever.-— 
Harry,  how  fares  your  uncle  ? 

Percy,  I  had  thought,  my  lord,  to  have  learn'd 

his  health  of  you. 
North.  Why,  is  he  not  with  the  queen  ? 
Percy*  No,  my  good  lord;  he  hath  forsook  the 
court, 
Broken  his  staff  of  office,  and  dispersed 
The  household  of  the  king. 

North.  What  was  his  reason? 

He  was  not  so  resolv'd,  when  last  we  spake  toge- 
ther.   '  ' 
Percy.  Because  your  lordship  was  proclaimed 
traitor. 
But  he,  my  lord,  is  gone  to  Ravenspurg, 

©  2 
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To  offer  service  to  the  duke  of  Hereford; 
And  sent  me  o'er  by  Berkley,  to  discover 
What  power  the  duke  of  York  had  levied  there,- 
Then  with  direction  to  repair  to  Ravenspurg. 
North.  Have  you  forgot  the  duke  of  Hereford, 

boy? 
"Percy.  No,  my  good  lord ;  for  that  is  not  for- 
got, 
Which  ne'er  I  did  remember  :  to  my  knowledge, 
1  never  in  my  life  did  look  on  him. 

North.  Then  learn  to  know  him  now;  this  1$ 

the  duke. 
Percy.  My  gracious  lord,  I  tender  you  my  ser- 
vice, 
Such  as  it  is,  being  tender,  raw,  and  young  $ 
Which  elder  clays  shall  ripen,  and  confirm 
To  more  approved  service  and  desert. 

Boling.  I  thank  thee,  gentle  Percy;  and  be  sure* 
I  count  myself  in  nothing  else  so  happy, 
As  in  a  soul  rememb'ring  my  good  friends  3 
And,  as  my  fortune  ripens  with  thy  love, 
It  shall  be  still  thy  true  love's  recompense : 
My  heart  this  covenant  makes,  my  hand  thus  seals 
it. 
North.  How  far  is  it  to  Berkley  ?  And  what  stir 
Keeps  good  old  York  there,  with  his  men  of  war  ? 
Percy.  There  stands  the  castle,  by  yon  tuft  of 
trees, 
Mann'd  with  three  hundred  men,  as  I  have  heard : 
And  in  it  are  the  lords  of  York,  Berkley,  and  Sey- 
mour 5 
None  else  of  name,  and  noble  estimate. 

Enter  Ross  and  Willoughby; 

North.  Here  come  ths  lords  of  Ross  and  Wil- 
loughby, 
Bloody  with  spurring,  fiery-red  with  haste. 
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Baling.  Welcome,  my  lords  :  I  wot/ your  Jove 
pursues 
A  banish' d  traitor  $  all  my  treasury 
Is  yet  but  unfelt  thanks,  which,  more  enrich'd, 
Shall  be  your  love  and  labour's  recompense. 
Ross.  Your  presence  makes  us  rich,  most  noble 

lord. 
Willo.  And  far  surmounts  our  labour  to  attain  it. 
Boling.  Evermore  thanks,  the  exchequer  of  the 
poor ;  / 

Which,  till  my  infant  fortune  comes  to  years, 
Stands  for  my  bounty.     But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Berkley. 

North.  It  is  my  lord  of  Berkley,  as  I  guess. 

Berk.  My  lord  of  Hereford,  my  message  is  to 
you. 

Baling.  My  lord,  my  answer  is — to  Lancaster  5 
And  I  am  come  to  seek  that  name  in  England : 
And  I  must  find  that  title  in  your  tongue, 
Before  I  make  reply  to  aught  you  say. 

Berk.  Mistake  me  not,  my  lord;  'tis  not  my 
meaning, 
To  raze  one  title  of  your  honour  out: — 
To  you,  my  lord,  I  come,   (what  lord  you  will,) 
From  the  most  glorious  regent  of  this  land, 
The  duke  of  York ;  to  know,  what  pricks  you  on 
To  take  advantage  of  the  absent  time,2 
Aud  fright  our  native  peace  with  self  born  arms. 

Enter  York  attended. 

Boling.  I  shall  not  need  transport  my  words  by 
you  3 
Here  comes  his  grace  in  person. — My  noble  uncle ! 

[Kneels. 
o  3 
?  Know*  ?  Time  of  the  king's  absence. 
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York.  Show  me  thy  humble  heart,  and  not  thy 
knee, 
Whose  duty  is  deceivable  and  false. 

Baling.  My  gracious  uncle  ! — 

York.  Tut,  tut! 
Grace  me  no  grace,  nor  uncle  me  no  uncle : 
I  am  no  traitor's  uncle ;  and  that  word — grace; 
In  an  ungracious  mouth,  is  but  profane. 
Why  have  those  banish'd  and  forbidden  legs 
Dar'd  once  to  touch  a  dust  of  England's  ground  ? 

But  then  more  why , -Why  have  they  dar'd  to 

march 
So  many  miles  upon  her  peaceful  bosom ; 
Frighting  her  pale-fac'd  villages  with  war, 
And  ostentation  of  despised  arms  ? 
;  Com'st  thou  because  the  anointed  king  is  hence  ? 
Why,  foolish  boy,  the  king  is  left  behind, 
And  in  'my  loyal  bosom  lies  his  power. 
Were  I  but  now  the  lord  of  such  hot  youth, 
As  when  brave  Gaunt,  thy  father,  and  myself, 
Rescued  the  Black  Prince,  that  young  Mars  of  men, 
From  forth  the  ranks  of  many  thousand  French; 
O,  then,  how  quickly  should  this  arm  of  mine, 
Now  prisoner  to  the  palsy,  chastise  thee, 
And  minister  correction  to  thy  fault ! 

Baling.  My  gracious  uncle,  let  me  know  my 
fault ; 
On  what  condition  stands  it,  and  wherein  ? 

York.  Even  in  condition  of  the  worst  degree, — 
In  gross  rebellion,  and  detested  treason: 
Thou  art  a  banish'd  man,  and  here  art  come, 
Before  the  expiration  of  thy  time, 
In  braving  arms  against  thy  sovereign. 

Baling.  As  I  was  banish'd,  I  was  banish'd  Here- 
ford ) 
But  as  I  come,  I  come  for  Lancaster. 
And,  noble  uncle,  I  beseech  your  grace, 
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Look  on  my  wrongs  with  an  indifferent'  eye  : 
Yon  are  my  father,  for,  methinks,  in  yon 
I  see  old  Gaunt  alive 3  O,  then,  my  father! 
Will  you  permit  that  I  shall  stand  condemn'd 
A  wand'ring  vagabond;  my  rights  and  royalties 
Pluck'd  from  my  arms  perforce,  and  given  away 
To  upstart  unthrifts  ?  Wherefore  was  I  born  1 
If  that  my  con  sin  king  be  king  of  England, 
It  must  be  granted,  I  am  duke  of  Lancaster. 
You  have  a  son,  Aumerle,  my  noble  kinsman  ; 
Had  you  first  died,  and  he  had  been  thus  trod  down, 
He  should  have  found  his  uncle  Gaunt  a  father, 
To  rouse  his  wrongs,4  and  chase  them  to  the  bay* 
I  am  denied  to  sue  my  livery5  here, 
And  yet  my  letters-patent  give  me  leave : 
My  father's  goods  are  all  distrain'd,  and  sold  j 
And  these,  and  all,  are  all  amiss  employ'd. 
What  would  you  have  me  do  ?  I  am  a  subject, 
And  challenge  law  :    Attorn ies  are  denied  naej 
And  therefore  personally  I  lay  my  claim 
To  my  inheritance  of  free  descent. 

North.  The  noble  duke  hath  been  too  much 
abus'd. 

Boss.  It  stands  your  grace  upon,6  to  do  him 
right. 

IVlllo.  Base  men  by  his  endowments  are  made 
great. 

York.  My  lords  of  England,  let  me  tell  you 
this, — 
I  have  had  feeling  of  my  cousin's  wrongs, 
And  labour'd  all  I  could  to  do  hfm  right: 
But  in  this  kind  to  come,  in  braving  arms, 
Be  his  own  carver,  and  cut  out  his  way, 
To  find  out  right  with  wrong, — it  may  not  be  5 
And  you,  that  do  abet  him  in  this  kind, 

3  Impartial.         4  The  persons  who  wrong  hirn. 
5  Possession  of  my  land,  &c,      6  It  is  your  interest,, 


I3S  KIKG    KlCHARt)    It,  Jtt  ft. 

Cherish  rebellion,  and  are  rebels  all. 

North.  The  noble  duke  hath  sworn,  his  coming  is 
But  for  his  own :  and,  for  the  right  of  that, 
We  all  have  strongly  sworn  to  give  him  aid  j 
And  let  him  ne'er  see  joy,  that  breaks  that  oath. 

York.  Well,  well,  I  see  the  issue  of  these  arms; 
I  cannot  mend  it,  I  must  needs  confess, 
Because  my  power  is  weak,  and  all  ill  left : 
But,  if  I  could,  by  him  that  gave  me  life, 
I  would  attach  you  all,  and  make  you  stoop 
Unto  the  sovereign  mercy  of  the  king ; 
But,  since  I  cannot,  be  it  known  to  you, 
1  do  remain  as  neuter.     So,  fare  you  well;— 
Unless  you  please  to  enter  in  the  castle, 
And  there  repose  you  for  this  night. 

Boling.  An  offer,  uncle,  that  we  will  accept. 
But  we  must  win  your  grace,  to  go  with  us 
To  Bristol  castle  ;  which,  they  say,  is  held 
By  Bushy,  Bagot,  and  their  complices, 
The  caterpillars  of  the  commonwealth, 
Which  I  have  sworn  to  weed,  and  pluck  away. 
York.  It  may  be,  I  will  go  with  you  : — but  yet 
I'll  pause; 
For  I  am  loath  to  break  our  country's  laws. 
Nor  friends,  nor  foes,  to  me  welcome  you  are  : 
Things  past  redress,  are  now  with  me  past  care, 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV. 
A  Camp  in  Wales. 

En ter  S  a  l  r  s  b  u  r y ,  an d  a  Captai n . 

Capt.  My  lord  of  Salisbury,  we  have  staid  ten 
days, 
And  hardly  kept  our  countrymen  together. 
And  yet  we  hear  no  tidings  from  the  king  j 
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Therefore  we  will  disperse  ourselves  :  farewell. 

Sal.  Stay  yet  another  day,  thou  trusty  Welsh- 
man ; 
The  king  reposeth  all  his  confidence 
In  thee. 

Cap.  'Tis  thought,  the  king  is  dead;  we  will  not 
stay. 
The  bay-trees  in  our  country  are  all  wither'd, 
And  meteors  fright  the  fixed  stars  of  heaven  ; 
The  pale-fac'd  moon  looks  bloody  on  the  earth, 
And  lean-look'd  prophets  whisper  fearful  change j 
Jlich  men  look  sad,  and  ruffians  dance  and  leap,— 
The  one,  in  fear  to  lose  what  they  enjoy, 
The  other,  to  enjoy  by  rage  and  war  : 
These  signs  forerun  the  death  or  fall  of  kings.—* 
Farewell  j   our  countrymen  are  gone  and  fled, 
As  well  assur'd,  Richard  their  king  is  dead. 

[Exit, 

Sal.  Ah,  Richard!  with  the  eyes  of  heavy  mind, 
I  see  thy  glory,  like  a  shooting  star, 
Fall  to  the  base  earth  from  the  firmament ! 
Thy  sun  sets  weeping  in  the  lowly  west, 
Witnessing  storms  to  come,  woe,  and  unrest: 
Thy  friends  are  fled,  to  wait  upon  thy  foes  ; 
And  crossly  to  thy  good  all  fortune  goes.      [Exit* 

ACT  III. 

SCENE  I.     Bolingbroke's  Camp  at  Bristol, 

Enter  Bolingbroke,  York,  Northumber- 
land, Percy,  Willoughby,  Ross:  Ojjicers. 
behind  with  Bushy  and  Green,  prisoners . 

Boling.  Bring  forth  these  men. — 
Bushy,  and  Green,  I  will  not  vex  your  souls 
(Since  presently  your  souls  must  part  your  bodies,) 
With  too  much  urging  your  pernicious  lives, 
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For  'twere  no  charity:  yet,  to  wash  your  blood 

From  off  my  hands,  here,  in  the  view  of  men, 

I  will  unfold  some  causes  of  your  death. 

You  have  misled  a  prince,  a  royal  king, 

A  happy  gentleman  in  blood  and  lineaments, 

By  you  unhappied  and  disfigur'd  clean.7 

You  have,  in  manner,  with  your  sinful  hours, 

Made  a  divorce  betwixt  his  queen  and  him  -, 

Broke  the  possession  of  a  royal  bed, 

And  stain'd  the  beauty  of  a  fair  queen's  cheeks 

With  tears  drawn  from  her  eyes  by  your  foul 

wrongs. 
Myself — a  prince,  by  fortune  of  my  birth  ; 
Near  to  the  king  in  blood  -,  and  near  in  love, 

Till  you  did  make  him  misinterpret  me, 

Have  stoop'd  my  neck  under  your  injuries, 
And  sigh'd  my  English  breath  in  foreign  clouds, 
Eating  the  bitter  bread  of  banishment : 
Whilst  you  have  fed  upon  my  signories, 
Dispark'd8  my  parts,  and  fell'd  my  forest  woods; 
From  my  own  windows  torn  my  household  coat,** 
Raz'd  out  my  impress,1  leaving  me  no  sign, — 
Save  men's  opinions,  and  my  living  blood, — 
To  show  the  world  I  am  a  gentleman. 
This,  and  much  more,  much  more  than  twice  all 

this, 
Condemns  you  to  the  death  : — See  them  delivered 

over 
To  execution  and  the  hand  of  death. 

Bushy.  More  welcome  is  the  stroke  of  death  to 

me, 
Than  Bolingbroke  to  England. — Lords,  farewell. 
Green.  My  comfort  is, — that  heaven  will  take 

our  souls, 
And  plague  injustice  with  the  pains  of  hell. 

7  Completely.  8  Thrown  down  the  hedges. 

9  Of  arms.  "  Motto. 
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Baling.   My  lord   Northumberland,    see  them 
despatch'd. 
[ Exeunt  No R t H umberla^d  and  Others, 
with  Prisoners. 
Uncle,  you  say,  the  queen  is  at  your  house  -, 
For  heaven's  sake,  fairly  let  her  be  entreated  : 
Tell  her,  I  send  to  her  my  kind  commends  ;z 
Take  special  care  my  greetings  be  deliver'd. 

York.  A  gentleman  of  mine  I  have  despatch'd 
With  letters  of  your  love  to  her  at  large. 

Boling.  Thanks,    gentle   uncle. — Come,  lords, 
away  j 
To  fight  with  Glendower  and  his  complices ; 
Awhile  to  work,  and,  after,  holiday.         \E$ennt* 

SCENE  II. 

The  Coast  of  Wales.     A  castle  in  view. 

Flourish :   Drums  and  Trumpets.     Enter  King  Ri- 
ch a  11D,    Bishop  of  Carlisle,  Au merle,   and 

Soldiers. 

K.  Rich.  Barkloughly  castle  call  you  this  at 

hand  ? 
J  urn.  Yea,  my  lord:    How  brooks  your  grace 

the  air, 
After  late  tossing  on  the  breaking  seas  ? 

K.  Rich.  Needs  must  I  like  it  well;  I  weep  for 

joy. 

To  stand  upon  my  kingdom  once  again. 

Dear  earth,  I  do  salute  thee  with  my  hand, 
Though  rebels  wound  thee  with  their  horses'  hoofs : 
As  a  long  parted  mother  with  her  child 
Plays  fondly  with  her  tears,  and  smiles  in  meetings 
So,  weeping,  smiling,  greet  I  thee,  my  earth, 
And  do  thee  favour  with  my  royal  hands. 
2  Commendations. 
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Feed  not  thy  sovereign's  foe,  my  gentle  earth, 
Nor  with  thy  sweets  comfort  his  rav'nous  sense : 
But  let  thy  spiders,  that  suck  up  thy  venom, 
And  heavy-gaited  toads,  lie  in  their  way  5 
Doing  annoyance  to  the  treacherous  feet, 
Which  with  usurping  steps  do  trample  thee» 
Yield  stinging  nettles  to  mine  enemies: 
And  when  they  from  thy  bosom  pluck  a  flower, 
Guard  it,  I  pray  thee,  with  a  lurking  adder ; 
Whose  double  tongue  may  with  a  mortal  touch 
Throw  death  upon  thy  sovereign's  enemies. — 
Mock  not  my  senseless  conjuration,  lords; 
This  earth  shall  have  a  feeling,  and  these  stones 
Prove  armed  soldiers,  ere  her  native  king 
Shall  falter  under  foul  rebellious  arms. 

Bishop.  Fear  not,  my  lord  5  that  Power,  that  made 
you  king, 
Hath  power  to  keep  you  king,  in  spite  of  all. 
The  means  that  heaven  yields  must  be  embrac'd, 
And  not  neglected ;  else,  if  heaven  would, 
And  we  will  not,  heaven's  offer  we  refuse  , 
The  prorfer'd  means  ®f  succour  and  redress. 
Jum.  He  means,  my  lord,  that  we  are  too  re- 
miss; 
Whilst  Bolingbroke,  through  our  security, 
Grows  strong  and  great,   in   substance,   and  in 
friends. 
K f  Rich.  Discomfortable  cousin !  know'st  thou 
not, 
That  when  the  searching  eye  of  heaven  is  hid 
Behind  the  globe,  and  lights  the  lower  world, 
Then  thieves  and  robbers  range  abroad  unseen, 
In  murders,  and  in  outrage,  bloody  here ; 
But  when,  from  under  this  terrestrial  ball, 
He  fires  the  proud  tops  of  the  eastern  pines, 
And  darts  his  light  through  every  guilty  hole. 
^hen  murders,  treasous,  and  detested  sins, 
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The  cloak  of  night  being  pluck'd  from  off  then 

backs, 
Stand  bare  and  naked,  trernbling  at  themselves  ? 
So  when  this  thief,  this  traitor,  Bolingbroke, — - 
Who  all  this  while  hath  revell'd  in  the  night, 
Whilst  we  were  wand'ring  with  the  antipodes,-— 
Shall  see  us  rising  in  our  throne  the  east, 
His  treasons  will  sit.  blushing  in  his  face, 
Not  able  to  endure  the  sight  of  day. 
But;  self- affrighted,  tremble  at  his  sin. 
Not  all  the  water  in  the  rough  rude  sea 
Can  wash  the  balm  from  an  anointed  king : 
The  breath  of  worldly  men  cannot  depose 
The  deputy  elected  by  the  Lord  : 
For  every  man  that  Bolingbroke  hath  press'd, 
To  lift  shrewd  steel  against  our  golden  crown, 
God  for  his  Richard  hath  in  heavenly  pay 
A  glorious  angel :  then,  if  angels  fight, 
Weak  men  must  fall  -?  for  heaven  still  guards  the 

right. 

Enter  Salisbury. 

Welcome,  my  lord  3  How  far  off  lies  your  power  ?T 
Sal.  Nor  near,  nor  further  off,  my  gracious  lord, 
Than  this  weak  arm :  Discomfort  guides  my  tongue, 
And  bids  me  speak  of  nothing  but  despair. 
One  day  too  late,  I  fear,  my  noble  lord, 
Hath  clouded  all  thy  happy  days  on  earth  : 
O,  call  back  yesterday,  bid  time  return, 
And  thou  shalt  have  twelve  thousand  fighting  men  \ 
To-day,  to-day,  unhappy  day,  too  late, 
O'erthrows  thy  joys,    friends,  fortune,    and  thy 

state  j 
For  all  the  Welshmen,  hearing  thou  wert  dead, 
Are  gone  to  Bolingbroke,  dispers'd,  and  fled. 

VOL.  IV.  p 

3  Force. 
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xlum.  Comfort,  my  liege :  why  looks  your  grace 
so  pale  ? 

,K.  Rich.  But  now,  the  blood  of  twenty  thousand 
men 

Did  triumph  in  my  face,  and  they  are  fled; 
And,  till  so  much  blood  thither  come  again, 

Have  I  not  reason  to  look  pale  and  dead  r 
All  souls  that  will  be  safe,  fly  from  my  side; 
For  time  hath  set  a  blot  upon  my  pride. 

Awn.  Comfort,  my  liege  ;  remember  who  you? 
are. 

K.  Rich.  I  had  forgot  myself:  Am  I  not  king? 
Awake,  thou  sluggard  majesty !  thou  sleep'st. 
Is  not  the  king's  name  forty  thousand  names  ? 
Arm,  arm,  my  name !   a  puny  subject  strikes 
At  thy  great  glory. — Look  not  to  the  ground, 
Ye  favourites  of  a  king  ;  Are  we  not  high  ? 
High  be  our  thoughts  :  I  know,  my  uncle  York 
Hath  power  enough  to  serve  our  turn.     But  who 
Comes  here  ? 

Enter  Scroop. 

Scroop.  More  health  and  happiness  betide  my 
liege, 
Than  can  my  care-tun'd  tongue  deliver  him. 

K.  Rich.  Mine  ear  is  open,  and  my  heart  pre- 
pared ; 
The  worst  is  wordly  loss,  thou  canst  unfold. 
Say,  is  my  kingdom  lost  ?  why,  'twas  my  care; 
And  what  loss  is  it,  to  be  rid  of  care  ? 
Strives  Bolingbroke  to  be  as  great  as  we  ? 
Greater  he  shall  not  be  5  if  he  serve  God, 
-We'll  serve  him  too,  and  be  his  fellow  so: 
Revolt  our  subjects  ?  that  we  cannot  mend ; 
They  break  their  faith  to  God,  as  well  as  us  1 
Cry,  woe,  destruction,  ruin,  loss,  decay; 
The  worst  is — death,  and  death  will  have  his  day. 
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Scroop.  Glad  am  I,  that  your  highness  is  so 
arm'd 
To  bear  the  tidings  of  calamity. 
Like  an  unseasonable  stormy  day, 
Which  makes  the  silver  rivers  drown  their  shores, 
As  if  the  world  were  all  dissolv'd  to  tears  -, 
So  high  above  his  limits  swells  the  rage 
Of  Bolingbroke,  covering  your  fearful  land 
With  hard  bright  steel,  and  hearts  harder  shan  steel. 
White-beards  have  arm'd  their  thin  and  hairless 

scalps 
Against  thy  majesty;  hoys,  with  women's  voices, 
Strive  to  speak  big,  and  clap  their  female  joints 
In  stiff  unwieldy  arms  against  thy  crown  : 
Thy  very  beadsmen  learn  to  bend  their  bows 
Of  double-fatal  yew  against  thy  state ; 
Yea,  distaff-women  manage  rusty  bills 
Against  thy  seat:  both  young  and  old  rebel, 
And  all  goes  worse  than  I  have  power  to  tell. 
K.  Rich'.  Too  well,  too  well,  thou  tell'st  a  tale 
so  ill. 
Where  is  the  earl  of  Wiltshire?  where  is  Bagot  ? 
What  is  become  of  Bushy  ?  where  is  Green  ? 
That  they  have  let  the  dangerous  enemy 
Measure  our  confines  with  such  peaceful  steps? 
If  we  prevail,  their  heads  shall  pay  for  it. 
I  warrant,  they  have  made  peace  with  Bolingbroke* 
Scroop.  Peace  have  they  made  with  him,  indeed, 

my  lord. 
K .  Rick.  O  villains,  vipers,  damn'd  without  re- 
demption ! 
Dogs,  easily  won  to  fawn  on  any  man  ! 
Snakes,  in  my  heart-blood  warm'd,  that  sting  my 

heart ! 
Three  Judas ses,  each  one  thrice  worse  than  Judas ! 
Would  they  make  peace  *  terrible  hell  make  war 

v  2 
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Upon  their  spotted  souls  for  this  offence } 

Scroop.  Sweet  love,  I  see,  changing  his  property. 
Turns  to  the  sourest  and  most  deadly  hate  : — 
Again  uncurse  their  souls ;   their  peace  is  made 
With  heads,  and  not  with  hands :  those  whom  you 

curse, 
Have  felt  the  worst  of  death's  destroying  wound, 
And  lie  full  low,  grav'd  in  the  hollow  ground. 

Au7)i.  Is  Bushy,  Green,  and  the  ead  of  Wilt- 
shire, dead  ? 

Scroop.  Yea,  all  of  them  at  Bristol  lost  their 
heads. 

Aum.  Where  is  the  duke  my  father  with  his 
power? 

K.Richfi  No  matter  where ;  of  comfort  no  man 
speak : 
Let's  talk  of  graves,  of  worms,  and  epitaphs  ; 
JNlake  dust  our  paper,  and  with  rainy  eyes 
Write  sorrow  on  the  bosom  of  the  earth. 
Let's  choose  executors,  and  talk  of  wills : 
And  yet  not  so, — for  what  can  we  bequeath, 
Save  our  deposed  bodies  to  the  ground? 
Our  lands,  our  lives,  and  all  are  Bolingbroke's, 
And  nothing  can  we  call  our  own,  but  deaths 
And  that  small  model  of  the  barren  earth, 
Which  serves  as  paste  and  cover  to  our  bones, 
for  heaven's  sake,  let  us  sit  upon  the  ground, 
And  tell  sad  stones  of  the  death  of  kings  : — • 
How  some  have  been  depos'd,  some  slain  in  vvarj 
gome  haunted  by  the  ghosts  they  have  deposM ; 
Some  poison'd  by  their  wives,  some  sleeping  khTd  j 
All  murder'd  :. — For  within  the  hollow  crown, 
That  rounds  the  mortal  temples  of  a  king, 
Keeps  death  his  court :  and  there  the  antick  sits, 
Scoffing  his  state,  and  grinning  at  his  pomp ; 
Allowing  him  a  breath,  a  little  scene 
To  monarchize,  be  fear  d,  and  lull  with  loo^s  ; 
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Infusing  him  with  self  and  vain  conceit, — ■ 

As  if  this  flesh,  which  walls  about  our  life, 

Were  brass  impregnable ;  and,  humour  d  thas^ 

Comes  at  the  last,  and  with  a  little  pin 

Bores  through  his  castle  wall,  and— -farewell  king  I 

Cover  your  heads,  and  mock  not  flesh  and  blood 

With  solemn  reverence -,  throw  away  respect, 

Tradition,  form,  and  ceremonious  duty, 

For  you  have  but  mistook  me  all  this  while  : 

I  live  with  bread  like  you,  feel  wanf,  taste  grief, 

Need  friends  : — Subjected  thus, 

How  can  you  say  to  me — I  am  a  king  ? 

Car,  My  lord,  wise  men  ne'er  wail  then*  pre-, 
sent  woes, 
But  presently  prevent  the  ways  to  wail. 
To  fear  the  foe,  since  fear  oppresseth  strength, 
Gives,  in  your  weakness,  strength  unto  your  foe^ 
And  so  your  follies  fight  against  yourself. 
Je.ar,  and  be  slain >  no  worse  can  come,  to  fight; 
And  fight  and  die.,  is  death  destroying  death , 
Where  fearing  dying,  pays  death  servile  breath, 

Aum.  My  father  hath  a  power,  enquire  of  him; 
And  learn  to  make  a  body  of  a  limb. 

li.  Rich.  Thou  chid'st  me  well : — Proud  Boling-* 
broke.,.  I  come 
To  change  blows  with  thee  for  our  day  of  doom. 
This  ague- fit  of  fear  is  over-blown , 

An  easy  task  it  is,  to  win  our  own. 

Say,  Scroop,  where  lies  our  uncle  with  his  power  ? 
Speak  sweetly,  man,  although  thy  looks  be  sour, 

Scroop,  Men  judge  by  the  complexion  of  the  sky 

The  state  and  inclination  of  the  day : 
So  may  you  by  my  du]l  and  heavy  eye, 

My  tongue  hath  but  a  heavier  tale  to  say. 
I  play  the  torturer,  by  small  and  small, 
To  len^thezi  out  the  worst  that  must  be  spoken  ;?•» 

p  3 
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Your  urrcle  York  hath  joiifd  with  Bolingbroke ; 
And  all  your  northern  castles  yielded  up, 
And  all  your  southern  gentlemen  in  arms 
Upon  his  party.4 

K.  Rich.  Thou  hast  said  enough. 

Beshrew5  thee,  cousin,  which  didst  lead  me  forth 

[To  Au MERLE, 
Of  that  sweet  way  I  was  in  to  despair ! 
What  say  you  now  ?  What  comfort  have  we  now.? 
By  heaven,  I'll  hate  him  everlastingly, 
That  bids  me  be  of  comfort  any  more. 
Go,  to  Flint  castle 5  there  I'll  pine  away; 
A  king,  woe's  slave,  shall  kingly  woe  obey. 
That  power6  I  have,  discharge  j  and  let  them  go 
To  ear7  the  land  that  hath  some  hope  to  grow, 
For  I  have  none : — Let  no  man  speak  again 
To  alter  this,  for  counsel  is  but  vain. 

Auin.  My  liege,  one  word. 

K.  Rich.  He  does  me  double  wrong, 

That  wounds  me  with  the  flatteries  of  his  tongue. 
Discharge  my  followers,  let  them  hence; — Away, 
From  Richard's  night,  to  Bolingbroke's  fair  day. 

SCENE  IIL 

Wales.     Before  Flint  Castle. 

Enter,  with  Drum  and  Colours,  Bo  ling  broke 
and  Forces-,  York,  Northumberland,  and 
Others. 

Bo/ing.  So  that  by  this  intelligence  we  learn, 
The  Welshmen  are  dispersed  ;  and  Salisbury 
Is  gone  to  meet  the  king,  who  lately  landed, 
With  some  few  private  friends,  upon  this  coast. 

North.  The  news  is  very  fair  and  good,  my  lord  $ 
Richard,  not  far  from  hence,  hath  hid  his  head. 

*  Part.         5  IU  betide.         *  Force.         ^  Plough.. 
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York.  It  would  beseem  the  lord  Northumber- 
land, 
To  say — king  Riehard  : — Alack  the  heavy  day, 
When  such  a  sacred  king  should  hide  his  head ! 
North.  Your  grace  mistakes  me  \  only  to  bo 
brief,* 
Left  I  his  title  out. 

York.  The  time  hath  been, 

Would  you  have  been  so  brief  with  him,  he  would 
Have  been  so  brief  with  you,  to  shorten  you, 
For  taking  so  the  bead,?  your  whole  head's  length. 
Boling.  Mistake  not,  uncle,  further  than  you 

should. 
York.  Take  not,  good  cousin,  further  than  you 
should, 
Lest  you  mis-take :  The  heavens  are  o'er  your  head. 

Bating.  I  know  it,  uncle;  and  oppose  not 
Myself  against  their  will. — But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Percy. 

Well,  Harry;  what,  will  not  this  castle  yield? 

lure  it.  The  castle  royally  is  mann'd,  my  lord, 
Against  thy  entrance. 

Baling.  Royally  ! 
Why,  it  contains  no  king  ? 

Percy.  Yes,  my  good  lord, 

It  doth  contain  a  king  ;  king  Richard  lies 
Within  the  limits  of  yon  lime  and  stone : 
And  with  him  are  the  lord  Aumerle,  lord  Salisbury, 
Sir  Stephen  Scroop ;  besides  a  clergyman 
Of  holy  reverence,  who,  I  cannot  learn. 

North.  Belike,  it  is  the  bishop  of  Carlisle. 

Boli.ng,  Noble  lord  [7b  North, 

Go  to  the  rude  ribs  of  that  ancient  castle; 
Through  brazen  trumpet  send  the  breath  of  parle* 
Into  his  ruin'd  ears,  and  thus  deliver. 

$  Short.  .        9  Such  liberty.  *  Par-]/, 
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Harry  Rolirigbroke 

On  both  his  knees  doth  kiss  king  Richard's  hand; 
And  sends  allegiance,  and  true  faith  of  heart, 
To  his  most  royal  person  :  hither  come 
Even  at  his  feet  to  lay  my  arms  and  power; 
Provided  that,  my  banishment  repeal'd, 
And  lands  restor'd  again,  be  freely  granted: 
If  not,  ril  use  the  advantage  of  my  power, 
And  lay  the  summer's  dust  with  showers  of  blood, 
Rain'd  from  the  wounds  of  slaughter'd  Englishmen ; 
The  which,  how  far  off  from  the  mind  of  Boling- 

broke 
It  is,  such  crimson  tempest  should  bedrench 
The  fresh  green  lap  of  fair  king  Richard's  land, 
My  stooping  duty  tenderly  shall  show. 
Go,  signify  as  much ;  while  here  we  march 
Upon  the  grassy  carpet  of  this  plain. — 

[Northumberland  advances  to  the 
Castle,  with  a  Trumpet. 
Let's  march  without  the  noise  of  threat' ning  drum, 
That  from  the  castle's  totter'd  battlements 
Our  fair  appointments  may  be  well  perus'd. 
Methinks,  king  Richard  and  myself  should  meet 
With  no  less  terror  than  the  elements 
Of  fire  and  water,  when  their  thund'ring  shock 
At  meeting  tears  the  cloudy  cheeks  of  heaven. 
Be  he  the  fire,  I'll  be  the  yielding  water  : 
The  rage  be  his,  while  on  the  earth  1  rain 
My  waters^  on  the  earth,  and  not  on  him. 
March  on,  and  mark  king  Richard  how  he  looks. 

Jl  parte  sounded,  and  answered  by  another  Trumyrt 
within.  Flourish.  Enter  on  the  walls  King 
Richard,  the  Bishop  of  Carlisle,  Aumerli:, 
Scroop,  and  Salisbury. 

York.  See,  see,  king  Richard  doth  himself  tip- 
pear, 
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As  doth  the  blushing  discontented  sua 
From  out  the  fiery  portal  of  the  east } 
When  he  perceives  the  envious  clouds  are  bent 
To  dim  his  glory,  and  to  stain  the  track 
Of  his  bright  passage  to  the  Occident. 
Yet  looks  he  like  a  king  -,  behold,  his  eye, 
As  bright  as  is  the  eagle's,  lightens  forth 
Controlling  majesty ;  Alack,  alack,  for  woe, 
That  any  harm  should  stain  so  fair  a  show  I 
K*  Rich.    We  are  amaz'd  j  and  thus  long  have 

we  stood 
To  watch  the  fearful  bending  of  thy  knee, 

[7  b  North y mbeii land. 
Because  we  thought  ourself  thy  lawful  king : 
And  if  we  be,  how  dare  thy  joints  forget 
To  pay  their  awful  duty  to  our  presence? 
If  we  be  not,  show  us  the  hand  of  God 
That  hath  dismiss'd  us  from  our  stewardships 
For  well  we  know,  no  hand  of  blood  and  bone 
Can  gripe  the  sacred  handle  of  our  scepter, 
Unless  he  do  profane,  steal,  or  usurp. 
And  though  you   think,   that  all,   as  you  hav# 

done, 
Have  torn  their  souls,  by  turning  them  from  xis, 

And  we  are  barren,  and  bereft  of  friends  ; 

Yet  know, — my  master,  God  omnipotent, 
Is:  must'ring  in  his  clouds,  on  our  behalf, 
Armies  of  pestilence  \  and  they  shall  strike 
Your  children  yet  unborn,  and  unbegot, 
That  lift  your  vassal  hands  against  my  head, 
And  threat  the  glory  of  my  precious  crown. 
Tell  Bolingbroke,  (for  yond',  methinks,  he  is,} 
That  every  stride  he  makes  upon  my  land, 
Is  dangerous  treason  :  He  is  come  to  ope 
The  purple  testament  of  bleeding  war  ; 
But  ere  the  crown  he  looks  for  live  in  peace, 
Ten  thousand  bloody  crowns  of,  mothers'  sons 
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Shall  ill  become  the  flower  of  England's  face;* 
Change  the  complexion  of  her  maid-pale  peace 
To  scarlet  indignation,  and  bedetf 
Her  pastures'  grass  with  faithful  English  blood 

North.  The  king  of  heaven  forbid.,  our  lord  the 
king  ^ 
Should  so  with  chil  and  uncivil  arms 
Be  rushM  upon  !  Thy  thrice-noble  cousin, 
Harry  Bolingbroke,  doth  humbly  kiss  thy  hand; 
And  by  the  honourable  tomb  he  swears, 
That  stands  upon  thy  royal  grandsire's  bones  ; 
And  by  the  royalties  of  both  your  bloods, 
Currents  that  spring  from  one  most  gracious  hend. 
And  by  the  buried  hand  of  warlike  Gaunt  5 
And  by  the  worth  and  honour  of  himself, 
Comprising  all  that  may  be  sworn  or  said,— 
His  coming  hither  hath  no  further  scope, 
Than  for  his  lineal  royalties,  and  to  beg 
Enfranchisement  immediate  on  his  knees : 
Which  on  thy  royal  party  granted  once, 
His  glittering  arms  he  will  commend3  to  rust, 
His  barbed  steeds  to  stables,  and  his  heart 
To  faithful  service  of  your  majesty. 
This  swears  he,  as  he  is  a  prince,  is  just  5 
And,  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  I  credit  him. 

K .  Rich.  Northumberland,  say, — thus  the  k:n£ 

returns  3 

His  noble  cousin  is  right  welcome  hither; 
And  all  the  number  of  his  fair  demands 
Shall  be  accomplished  without  contradiction  : 
With  all  the  gracious  utterance  thou  hast, 
Speak  to  his  gentle  hearing  kind  commends.— 
We  do  debase  our  self,  cousin,  do  we  not, 

[To  A  U  merle* 
To  look  so  poorly,  and  to  speak  so  fair  ? 
Shall  we  call  back  Northumberland,  and  send 
z  Soil.  *  Commit. 
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Defiance  to  the  traitor,  and  so  die  ? 

Awn.  No;  good  my  lord;  let's  fight  with  gentle 
words, 
Till  time  lend  friends,,  and  friends  their  helpful. 
swords. 
K.  Rick.  O  God!  O  God!  that  e'er  this  tongue' 
of  mine, 
That  laid  the  sentence  of  dread  banishment 
On  yon  proud  man,  should  take  it  off  again 
With -words  of  sooth!4'  O,  that  I  were  as  great 
As  is  my  grief,  or  lesser  than  my  name  ! 
Or  that  I  could  forget  what  I  have  been  J 
Or  not  remember  what  I  must  be  now  ! 
Swell'st  thou,  proud  heart?  I'll  give  thee  scope  to 

beat, 
Since  foes  have  scope  to  beat  both  thee  and  me. 
Aum.  Northumberland  comes  back  from  Boling- 

broke. 
X.  Rick.    What  must  the  kins;  do  now  ?    Must 
l;e  submit  ? 
The  king  shall  do  it.     Must  he  be  depos'd  ? 
The  king  shall  be  contented  :  Must  he  lose 
The  name  of  king?  o'God's  name,  let  it  go: 
Til  give  my  jewels,  for  a  set  of  beads  5 
My  gorgeous  palace,  for  a  hermitage  5 
My  gay  apparel,  for  an  alms-man's  gown  y 
My  iigur'd  goblets,  for  a  dish  of  wood; 
My  scepter,  for  a  palmer's  walking-staff ; 
My  subjects,  for  a  pair  of  carved  saints  j 
And  my  large  kingdom  for  a  little  grave, 
u\.  little  little  grave,  an  obscure  grave: — • 
Or  I'll  be  buried  in  the  king's  highway, 
mie  way  of  common  trade,  where  subjects'1  feet 
[ay  hourly  trample  on  their  sovereign's  head : 
;r  on  my  heart  they  tread,  now  whilst  I  live; 
■  -:,  buried  once,  why  not  upon  my  head-:— «*-*■ 
4  Spftness, 
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Aumerle,  thou  weep'stj  My  tender-hearted  cou- 
sin ! — 
We'll  make  foul  weather  with  despised  tears  3 
Our  sighs,  and  they,  shall  lodge  the  summer  corn, 
And  make  a  dearth  in  this  revolting  land. 
Or  shall  we  play  the  wantons  with  our  woes, 
And  make  some  pretty  match  with  shedding  tears? 
As  thus : — To  drop  them  still  upon  one  place, 
Till  they  have  fretted  us  a  pair  of  graves 
Within  the  earth;  and,  therein  laid, — There  Iks 
Two  kinsmen,  digged  their  graves  with  weeping  eyes? 
Would  not  this  ill  do  well  ? — Well,  well,  I  see 
I  talk  but  idly,  and  you  mock  at  me. — 
Most  mighty  prince,  my  lord  Northumberland, 
What  says  king  Bolingbroke  ?  will  his  majestj 
Give  Richard  leave  to  live  till  Richard  die  ? 
You  make  a  leg,5  and  Bolingbroke  says — ay. 
North .  My  lord,  in  the  base  6  court  he  doth  at- 
tend 
To  speak  with  you  5   may't  please  you  to  come 
down  ? 
K.  Rich.  Down,  down,  I  come;  like  glistering 
Phaeton, 
Wanting  the  manage  of  unruly  jades. 

[No it t if.  retires  to  Boltng. 
In  the  base  court  ?  Base  court,  where  kings  grow 

base, 
To  come  at  traitors'  calls,  and  do  them  grace. 
In  the  base  court?  Come  down?   Down,  court! 

down  king ! 
For   night-owls    shriek,    where   mounting   larks 
should  sing.  \_Exewit,  jrorn.  above „ 

Bo  ling.  What  says  his  majesty  ? 
North.  Sorrow  and  grief  of  heart 

Makes  him  speak  fondly/  like  a  frantick  man : 
Yet  he  is  come. 

5.  A  bow.  *  Lower.  i  Fcolishly* 
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Enter  King  Richard,  and  his  Attendants,  below* 

Boling.  Stand  all  apart, 

And  show  fair  duty  to  his  majesty.- 

My  gracious  lord,—  [Kneeling. 

K.  Kick.  Fair  cousin,  you  debase  your  princely 
knee, 
To  make  the  base  earth  proud  with  kissing  it : 
Me  rather  had,  my  heart  might  feel  your  love, 
Than  my  unpleas  d  eye  see  your  courtesy. 
Up,  cousin,  up  5  your  heart  is  up,  I  know, 
Thus  high  at  least,   [Touching  his  own  head.']  al- 
though your  knee  be  low. 
Boling.  My  gracious  lord,  I  come  but  for  mine 

own. 
K-  Rich.    Your  own  is  yours,  and  I  am  youi'3, 

and  all. 
Boling.    So  far  be  mine,  my  most  redoubted 
lord, 
As  my  true  service  shall  deserve  your  love. 

K.  Rich.  Well  you  deserve : — They  well  deserve 
to  have, 
That  know  the  strong  st  and  surest  way  to  get. — « 
Uncle,  give  me  your  hand :  nay,  dry  your  eyes ; 
Tears  show  their  love,  but  want  their  remedies. — 
Cousin,  I  am  too  young  to  be  your  father, 
Though  you  are  old  enough  to  be  my  heir. 
What  you  will  have,  I'll  give,  and  willing  too  5 
For  do  we  must,  what  force  will  have  us  do. — 
Set  on  towards  London  : — Cousin,  is  it  so  ? 
Boling.  Yea,  my  good  lord. 
K.  Rich.  Then  I  must  not  say,  no, 

[Flourish,     Exeunt, 


TOL.  IV, 
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SCENE   IV. 

Langley,     The  Duke  of  York's  Garden. 
Enter  the  Queen,  and  two  Ladies. 

Queen.  What  sport  shall  we  devise  here  in  this 
garden, 
To  drive  away  the  heavy  thought  of  care? 

1  Lady.  Madam,  we'll  play  at  bowls. 

Queen,  'Twill  make  me  think. 

The  world  is  full  of  rubs,  and  that  my  fortune 
Runs  'gainst  the  bias.8 

1  Lady;  Madam,  we  will  dance. 

Queen.  My  legs  can  keep  no  measure  in  delight, 
When  my  poor  heart  no  measure  keeps  in  grief: 
Therefore,  no  dancing,  girl ;  some  other  sport. 

1  Lady.  Madam,  we'll  tell  tales. 

Queen.  Of  sorrow,  or  of  joy? 

1  Lady.  Of  either,  madam. 

Queen.  Of  neither,  girl : 

For  if  of  joy,  being  altogether  wanting, 
It  doth  remember  me  the.  more  of  sorrow ; 
Or  if  of  grief,  being  altogether  had, 
It  adds  more  sorrow  to  my  want  of  joy  ; 
For  what  I  have,  I  need  not  to  repeat  j 
And  what  I  want,  it  boots^  not  to  complain. 

1  Lady.  Madam,  I'll  sing. 

Queen.  'Tis  well,  that  thou  hast  cause; 

But  thou  should'st  please  me  better,  would'st  thou 
weep. 

1  Lady.  I  could  weep,  madam,  would  it  do  you 
good. 

Queen.  And  I  could  weep,  would  weeping  do 
me  good, 

8  A  weight  fixed  on  one  side  of  the  bowl  which  turns  it 
from  the  straight  hne. 

9  Pr^gts.  * 
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And  never  borrow  any  tear  of  thee. 

But  stay,  here  come  the  gardeners  : 

Let's  step  into  the  shadow  of  these  trees.-— 

Enter  a  Gardener,  and  Two  Servants. 

My  wretchedness  unto  a  row  of  pins, 
They'll  talk  of  state  -,  for  every  one  doth  so 
Against  a  change :  Woe  is  forerun  with  woe.v 

[Queen  and  Ladies  retire, 
Gard.  Go,  bind  thou  up  yon'  dangling  apricocks. 
Which,  like  unruly  children,  make  their  sire 
Stoop  with  oppression  of  their  prodigal  weight : 
Give  some  supportance  to  the  bending  twigs.— 
Go  thou,  and  like  an  executioner, 
Cut  off  the  heads  of  too-fast-growing  sprays1, 
That  look  too  lofty  in  our  commonwealth  : 
All  must  be  even  in  our  government .. — — 
You  thus  employ'd,  I  will  go  root  away 
The  noisome  weeds,  that  without  profit  suck 
The  soil's  fertility  from  wholesome  flowers. 

1  Sere.  Why  should  we,  in  the  compass  of  3 

pale,1 
Keep  law,  and  form,  and  due  proportion, 
Showing,  as  in  a  model,  our  firm  estate  ? 
When  our  sea-walled  garden,  the  whole  land, 
Is  full  of  weeds  ;  her  fairest  flowers  chok'd  up, 
Her  fruit-trees  all  unprun'd,  her  hedges  ruin'd, 
Her  knots  l  disorder'd,  and  her  wholesome  herbs 
Swarming  with  caterpillars  ? 
.   Gar , .  Hold  thy  peace  :— 

He  that  hath  suffer' d  this  ^disorder'd  spring, 
Hath  now  himself  met  with  the  fall  of  leaf : 
The  weeds,  that  his  broad-spreading  leaves  di4 

shelter, 
That  seem'd  in  eating  him  to  hold  him  up, 

Q2 
1  Inclosure.  *  Figures  planted  in  box", 
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Are  pluck'd  up,  root  and  all,  by  Bolingbroke^ 
I  mean,  the  earl  of  Wiltshire,  Bushy,  Green. 

1  Sen?,  What,  are  they  dead  ? 

Gard,  They  are  ;  and  Bolingbroke 

Hath  seiz'd  the  wasteful  king.— Oh!  What  pity  is  it, 
That  he  had  not  so  trimm'd  and  dress'd  his  land, 
As  we  this  garden  !  We  at  time  of  year 
Do  wound  the  bark,  the  skin  of  our  fruit-  trees  j 
Lest,  being  over-proud  with  sap  and  blood, 
With  too  much  riches  it  confound  itself: 
Had  he  done  so  to  great  and  growing  men, 
They  might  have  liv'd  to  bear,  and  he  to  taste 
Their  fruits  of  duty.     All  superfluous  branches 
We  lop  away,  that  bearing  boughs  may  live  : 
Had  he  done  so,  himself  had  borne  the  crown, 
Which  waste  of  idle  hours  hath  quite  thrown 
down. 

1  Sew.  What,  think  you  then,  the  king  shall  be 
depos'd  ? 

Gard.  Depressed  he  is  already  j  and  depos'd, 
*Tis  doubt,*  he  will  be :   Letters  came  last  night 
To  a  dear  friend  of  the  good  duke  of  York's, 
That  tell  black  tidings. 

Queen.  O,  I  am  press'd  to  death, 

Through  want  of  speaking  !— Thou,  old  Adam's 

likeness,  [Coming  from  her  concealment . 

Set  to  dress  this  garden,  how  dares 

Thy  harsh-rude    tongue  sound  this  unpleasing 

news  ? 
What  Eve,  what  serpent  hath  suggested  thee 
To  make  a  second  fall  of  cursed  man  ? 
Why  dost  thou  say,  king  Richard  is  depos'd  ? 
Dar'st  thou,  thou  little  better  thing  than  earth, 
Divine  his  downfal  ?  Say,  where,  when,  and  how, 
Cam'st  thou  by  these  ill  tidings?    speak,    thou 
wretch. 

3  No  doubt. 
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Gard.  Pardon  me,  madam :  little  joy  have  I, 
To  breathe  this  news  j  yet,  what  I  say,  is  true. 
King  Richard,  he  is  in  the  mighty  hold 
Of  Bolhigbroke;  their  fortunes  both  are  weigh'd  : 
In  your  lord's  scale  is  nothing  but  himself, 
And  some  few  vanities  that  make  him  light; 
But  in  the  balance  of  great  Bolingbroke, 
JBesides  himself,  are  all  the  English  peers, 
And  with  that  odds  he  weighs  king  Richard  down. 
Post  you  to  London,  and  you'll  find  it  so ; 
I  speak  no  more  than  every  one  doth  know. 
Queen.    Nimble  mischance,  that  art  so  light  of 
foot, 
J)oth  not  thy  embassage  belong  to  me, 
And  am  I  last  that  knows  it  ?  O,  thou  think'st 
To  serve  me  last,  that  I  may  longest  keep 
Thy  sorrow  in  my  breast. — Come,  ladies,  go, 
To  meet  at  London  London's  king  in  woe. — 
What,  was  I  born  to  this !  that  my  sad  look 
Should  grace  the  triumph  of  great  Bolingbroke?—* 
Gardener,  for  telling  me  this  news  of  woe, 
I  would,  the  plants  thou  graft'st,  may  never  grow. 

[Exeunt  Queen  and  Ladies. 
Gard.  Poor  queen !  so  that  thy  state  might  bq 
no  worse, 
I  would,  my  skill  were  subject  to  thy  curse.— 
Here  did  she  drop  a  tear  5  here,  in  this  place, 
I'll  set  a  bank  of  rue,  sour  herb  of  grace : 
Rue,  even  for  ruth/  here  shortly  shall  be  seen, 
Jn  the  remembrance  of  a  weeping  queen. 

[Exeunt* 
*  Pity. 
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ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I.     London.     Westminster  Hall, 

The  Lords  spiritual  on  the  right  side  of  the  Throne; 
the  Lords  tempcral  on  the  left  j  the  Commons  be- 
fore. Enter  Boling  broke,  Aumerle,  Sur- 
rey, Northumberland,  Percy,  Fitz- 
water,  another  Lord,  Bishop  of  Carlisle,  Ab- 
bot of  Westminster,  and  Attendants.  Officers 
behind,  xcith  Bagot. 

fabling.  Call  forth  Bagot : 

Now,  Bagot,  freely  speak  thy  mind  5 
What  thou  dost  know  of  noble  Gloster's  death  ; 
Who  wrought  it  with  the  king,  and  who  perform' d 
The  bloody  office  of  his  timeless s  end. 

Bagot.  Then  set  before  my  face  the  lord  Aumerle. 
Baling.  Cousin,  stand  forth,  and  look  upon  that 

man. 
Bagot.  My  lord  Aumerle,  I  know  your  daring 
tongue 
Scorns  to  unsay  what  once  it  hath  deliverd. 
In  that  dead  time  when  Gloster's  death  was  plotted* 
I  heard  you  say,— Is  not  my  arm  of  length, 
That  reacheth  from  the  restful  English  court 
As  far  as  Calais,  to  my  uncle  s  head? 
Amongst  much  other  talk,  that  \ery  time, 
I  heard  you  say,  that  you  had  rather  refuse 
The  offer  of  an  hundred  thousand  crowns, 
Than  Bolingbroke's  return  to  England  5 
Adding  withal,  how  blest  .this  land  would  be, 
In  this  your  cousin's  death. 

yluvi.  Princes,  and  noble  lords. 

What  answer  shall  I  make  to  this  base  man  ? 
Shall  I  so  much  dishonour  my  fair  stars.* 

5  Vaftniely. 


Scene  I.  king  richakd  ii.  jfijf 

On  equal  terms  to  give  him  chastisement  ? 
Either  I  must,  or  have  mine  honour  soil'd 
With  the  attainder  of  his  sland'rous  lips.— — - 
There  is  my  gage,  the  manual  seal  of  death, 
That  marks  thee  out  for  hell :  I  say,  thou  liest, 
And  will  maintain,  what  thou  hast  said,  is  false^ 
In  thy  heart-blood,  though  being  all  too  base 
To  stain  the  temper  of  my  knightly  sword. 

Boling.  Bagot,  forbear,  thou  shalt  not  take  it  up. 

A  inn.  Excepting  one,  I  would  he  were  the  best 
In  all  this  presence,  that  hath  mov'd  me  so. 

Fitz.  If  that  thy  valour  stand  on  sympathies, 
There  is  my  gage,  Aumerle,  in  gage  to  thine  : 
By  that  fair  sun  that  shows  me  where  thou  stand'st, 
I  heard  thee  say,  and  vauntingly  thou  spak'st  it/ 
That  thou  wert  cause  of  noble  Gloster's  death. 
If  thou  deny'st  it,  twenty  times  thou  liest  5 
And  I  will  turn  thy  falsehood  to  thy  heart, 
Where  it  was  forged,  with  my  rapier's  point. 

Aum.  Th&u  dar\st  not,  coward,  live  to  see  that, 

da>r' 
Fitz.  Now,  by  my  soul,  I  would  it  wrere  this 

hour. 

Aum*  Fitzwater,  thou  art  damn'd  to  hell  for  this. 

Pern/.  Aumerle,  thou  liest  ;  his  honour  is  as  true, 
In  this  appeal,  as  thou  art  all  unjust: 
And,  that  thou  art  so,  there  I  throw  my  gage^ 
To  prove  it  on  thee  to  the  extremest  point 
Of  mortal  breathing  5  seize  it,  if  thou  dar'st. 

Aum.  And  if  I  do  not,  may  my  hands  rot  off, 
And  never  brandish  more  revengeful  steel 
Over  the  glittering  helmet  of  my  foe  ! 

Lord.  I  take  the  earth  to  the  like,  forswore 
Aumerle ; 
And  spur  thee  on  with  full  as  many  lie* 
As  may  be  holla'd  in  thy  treacherous  ear 
From  sun  to  sua:  there  h  my  honours  pawnj 
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Engage-it  to  the  trial,  if  thcai  dar'st. 

Aum.  Who  sets  me  else  ?  by  heaven,  I'll  throw 
at  all  : 
I  have  a  thousand  spirits  in  one  breast, 
To  answer  twenty  thousand  such  as  you. 

Surrey.  My  lord  Fitz water,  I  do  remember  well 
The  very  time  Aumerle  and  you  did  talk. 

Fitz.  My  lord,  'tis  true:  you  were  in  presence 
then ; 
And  you  can  witness  with  me,   this  is  true. 

Surrey.  As  false,  by  heaven,  as  heaven  itself  is 
true. 

Fitz.  Surrey,  thou  liest, 

Surrey.  Dishonourable  boy ! 

That  lie  shall  lie  so  heavy  on  my  sword, 
That  it  shall  render  vengeance  and  revenge, 
Till  thou  the  lie-giver,  and  that  lie,  do  lie 
In  earth  as  quiet  as  thy  father's  scull. 
In  proof  whereof,  there  is  my  honour's  pawn  $ 
Engage  it  to  the  trial,  if  thou  dar'st. 

Fitz.  Haw  fondly  doth  thou  spur  a  forward 
horse  ! 
If  I  dare  eat,  or  drink,  or  breathe,  or  live, 
I  dare  meet  Surrey  in  a  wilderness, 
And  spit  upon,him,  whilst  I  say,  he  lies, 
And  lies,  and  lies  :  there  is  my  bond  of  faith. 
To  tie  thee  to  my  strong  correction.— ? 
As  I  intend  to  thrive  in  this  new  world, 
Aumerle  is  guilty  of  my  true  appeal ; 
Besides,  I  heard  the  banish'd  Norfolk  say, 
That  thou,  Aumerle,  didst  send  two  of  thy  men 
To  execute  the  noble  duke  at  Calais. 

Aiim .  Some  honest  Christian  trust  nle  with  a  gage, 
That  Norfolk  lies :  here  do  I  throw  down  this, 
Jf  he  may  be  repeal'd  to  try  his  honour. 

Boling.  These  differences  shall  all  rest  undsr 
gage*  2 
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Till  Norfolk  be  repeal'd:  repeal'd  he  shall  be, 
And,  though  mine  enemy,  restor'd  again 
To  all  his  land  and  signories;  when  he's  returned, 
Against  Aumerle  we  will  enforce  his  trial. 

Car.  That  honourable  day  shall  ne'er  be  seen.— 
Many  a  time  hath  banish'd  Norfolk  fought 
For  Jesu  Christ  5  in  gjorious  Christian  held 
Streaming  the  ensign  of  the  Christian  cross, 
Against  black  pagans,  Turks,  and  Saracens  : 
And,  toil'd  with  works  of  war,  retir'd  himself 
To  Italy  5  and  there,  at  Venice,  gave 
His  body  to  .that  pleasant  country's  earth, 
And  his  pure  soul  unto  his  captain  Christ, 
Under  whose  colours  he  had  fought  so  long, 

Boiing.  Why,  bishop,  is  Norfolk  dead } 

Car.  As  sure  as  I  live  my  lord. 

Boiing.  Sweet  peace  conduct  his  sweet  soul  to 
the  bosom 
Of  good  old  Abraham  !— Lords  appellants, 
Your  differences  shall  all  rest  under  gage, 
Till  we  assign  you  to  .your  days  of  trial. 

Enter  York,  attended. 

York.  Great  duke  of  Lancaster,  I  come  to  thee 
From  plume-pluck'd  Richard  j  who  with-  willing 

soul 
Adqpts  thee  heir,  and  his  high  scepter  yields 
To  the  possession  of  thy  royal  hand  : 
Ascend  his  throne,  descending  now  from  him,— 
And  long  live  Henry,  of  that  name  the  fourth  ! 

Boiing.  In  God's  name,  I'll  ascend  the  regal 
throne. 

Car.  Marry,  God  forbid!— 
Worst  in  this  royal  presence  may  I  speak, 
Yet  best  beseeming  me  to  speak  the  truth. 
Would -God,  that  any  in  this  noble  presence 
Were  enough  noble  to  be  upright  judge 
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Of  noble  Richard  ;  then  true  nobless  6  would 
Learn  him  forbearance  from  so  foul  a  wrong. 
What  subject  can  give  sentence  ori  his  king  ? 
And  who  sits  here,   that  is  not  Richard's  subject? 
Thieves  are  not  judg'd,  but  they  are  by  to  hear, 
Although  apparent  guilt  be  seen  in  them  : 
And  shall  the  figure  of  God's  majesty, 
His  captain,  steward,  deputy  elect, 
Anointed,  crowned,  planted  many  years, 
Be  judg'd  by  subject  and  inferior  breath, 
And  he  himself  not  present  ?   O,  forbid  it,  God, 
That,  in  a  Christian  climate,  souls  rehVd 
Should  show  so  heinous,  black,  obscene  a  deed  ! 
I  speak  to  subjects,  and  a  subject  speaks, 
Stirr'd  up  by  heaven  thus  boldly  for  his  king. 
My  lord  of  Hereford  here,  whom  you  call  king, 
Is  a  foul  traitor  to  proud  Hereford's  king : 
And  if  you  crown  him,  let  me  prophecy,— 
The  blood  of  English  shall  manure  the  ground, 
And  future  ages  groan  for  this  foul  act ; 
Peace  shall  go  sleep  with  Turks  and  Infidels, 
And,  in  this  seat  of  peace,  tumultuous  wars 
Shall  kin  with  kin,  and  kind  with  kind  confound  5 
Disorder,  horror,  fear,  and  mutiny, 
Shall  here  inhabit,  and  this  land  be  call'd 
The  field  of  Golgotha,  and  dead  men's  sculls. 
O,  if  you  rear  this  house  against  this  house, 
It  will  the  woefitllest  division  prove, 
That  ever  fell  upon  this  cursed  earth  : 
Prevent,  resist  it,  let  it  not  be  so, 
Lest  child,  child's  children,  cry  against  you — woe  ! 
North.  We'll  have  you  argu'd,  sir ;  and,  for  your 
pains, 
Of  capital  treason  we  arrest  you  here  : —   * 
IVIy  lord  of  Westminster,  be  it  your  charge 
To  keep  him  safely  till  his  day  of  trial.— 
6  Nobleness. 
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May  t  please  you,  lords,  to  grant  the  common's  suit. 
Bolpig,  Fetch  hither  Richard,  that  in  common 
view 

He  may  surrender ;  so  we  shall  proceed 

Without  suspicion. 

York.  I  will  be  his  conduct n  [Exit* 

Baling.  Lords,  you  that  are  hereunder  our  arrest, 

Procure  your  sureties  for  your  days  of  answer  : — » 

Little  are  we  beholden  to  your  love,  [To  Carlisle. 

And  little  look'd  for  at  your  helping  hands. 

Re-enter  York,  with  King  Richard,  and  Officers 

bearing  the  Croivn,  fyc. 

K.  Rich.  Alack,  why  am  I  sent  for  to  a  king, 
Before  I  have  shook  off  the  regal  thoughts 
Wherewith  I  reign' d  ?  I  hardly  yet  have  learn  d 
To  insinuate,  Hatter,  bow,  and  bend  my  knee  :-— 
Give  sorrow  leave  a  while  to  tutor  me 
To  this  submission.     Yet  I  well  remember 
The  favours8  of  these  men  :  Were  they  not  mine  ? 
Did  they  not  sometime  cry,  all  hail !  to  me  ? 
So  Judas  did  to  Christ :  but  he,  in  twelve, 
Found  truth  in  all,  but  one  5  I,  in  twelve  thousand, 

none. 
God  save  the  king ! — Will  no  man  say,  amen  ? 
Am  I  both  priest  and  clerk  ?  well  then,  amen. 
God  save  the  king  !  although  I  be  not  he  -, 
And  yet,  amen,  if  heaven  do  think  him  me. — 
To  do  what  service  am  I  sent  for  hither  ? 

York.  To  do  that  office,  of  thine  own  good  will, 

Which  tired  majesty  did  make  thee  offer, 

The  resignation  of  thy  state  and  crown 
To  Henry  Boiingbroke. 

X.  Rich.  Give  me  the  crown  ir-^Here,    cousin, 
seize  the  crown ; 
Here,  on  this  side,  my  hand  ;  on  that  side,  thins. 
1  Conductor.  8  Countenances. 
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Now  is  this  golden  crown  like  a  deep  well, 
That  owes  ^  two  buckets  filling  one  another  5 
The  emptier  ever  dancing  in  the  air, 
The  other  down,  unseen,  and  full  of  water  : 
That  bucket  down,  and  full  of  tears,  am  I, 
Drinking  my  griefs,  whilst  you  mount  up  on  higlu 

Boling.  I  thought  you  had  been  willing  to  resign. 

K.  Rich.  My  crown,  I  am  5  but  still  my  griefs 
are  mine : 
You  may  my  glories  and  my  state  depose, 
But  not  my  griefs  j  still  am  1  king  of  those. 

Boling.  Part  of  your  cares  you  give  me  with 
your  crown. 

K.  Rick.  Your  cares  set  up,  do  not  pluck  my 
cares  down. 
My  care  is — loss  of  care,  by  old  care  done ; 
Your  care  is — gain  of  care,  "by  new  care  won  : 
The  cares  I  give,  I  have,  though  given  away  ; 
They  tend l  the  crown,  yet  still  with  me  they  stay. 

Boling.  Are  you  contented  to  resign  the  crown  ? 

K.  Rich.  Ay,  no; — no,  ay; — for  I  must  nothing. 
be; 
Therefore  no  no,  for  I  resign  to  thee. 
Now  mark  me  how  I  will  undo  myself: — 
I  give  this  heavy  weight  from  off  my  head, 
And  this  unwieldy  scepter  from  my  hand, 
The  pride  of  kingly  sway  from  out  my  heart ; 
With  mine  own  tears  I  wash  away  my  balm,* 
With  mine  own  hands  I  give  away  my  crown, 
With  mine  own  tongue  deny  my  sacred  state, 
With  mine  own  breath  release  all  duteous  oaths  j 
All  pomp  and  majesty  I  do  forswear; 
My  manors,  rents,  revenues,  I  forego ; 
My  acts,  decrees,  and  statutes,  I  deny  : 
God  pardon  all  oaths,  that  are  broke  to  me  ! 
Qpd  keep  all  vows  unbroke,  are  made  to  thee  ! 
9  Owns.         *  Attend.        *  Oil  of  consecration. 
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Make  me,  that  nothing  have,  with  nothing  griev'd; 
And  thou  with  all  pleas'd,  that  hast  all  achiev'd ! 
Long  may'st  thou  live  in  Richard's  seat  to  sit, 
And  soon  lie  Richard  in  an  earthy  pit ! 
God  save  king  Henry,  unking'd  Richard  says, 
And  send  him  many  years  of  sunshine  days  ! — 
What  more  remains  ? 

North.  No  more,  but  that  you  read 

\Offering  a  Paper. 
These  accusations,  and  these  grievous  crimes, 
Committed  by  your  person,  and  your  followers, 
Against  the  state  and  profit  of  this  land  -, 
That,  by  confessing  them,  the  souls  of  men 
May  deem  that  you  are  woidiily  depos'd. 

K.  Rich.  Must  I  do  so  ?  and  must  I  ravel  out 
My  weav'd-up  follies  ?  Gentle  Northumberland, 
If  thy  offences  were  upon  record, 
Would  it  not  shame  thee  in  so  fair  a  troop, 
To  read  a  lecture  of  them  ?  If  thou  would'st, 
There  should' st  thou  find  one  heinous  article,-— 
Containing  the  deposing  of  a  king, 
And  cracking  the  strong  warrant  of  an  oath,— 
Mark'd  with  a  blot,  damn'd  in  the  book  of  heaven  :— 
Nay,  all  of  you,  that  stand  and  look  upon  me, 
Whilst  that  my  wretchedness  doth  bait  myself,— 
Though  some  of  you,  with  Pilate,  wash  your  hands, 
Showing  an  outward  pity  -,  yet  you  Pilates 
Have  here  deliver'd  me  to  my  sour  cross, 
And  water  cannot  wash  away  your  sin. 

North.  My  lord,  despatch  5  read  o'er  these  ar- 
ticles. 
K .  Rich.  Mine  eyes  are  full  of  tears,  I  cannot 
see: 
And  yet  salt  water  blinds  them  not  so  much, 
But  they  can  see  a  sort*  of  traitors  here. 
vol.  iv.  R 

3  Pack. 
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Nay,  if  I  turn  mine  eyes  upon  myself, 
I  find  myself  a  traitor  with  the  rest : 
For  I  have  given  here  my  soul's  consent, 
To  undeck  the  pompous  body  of  a  king  $ 
Make  glory  base  ;  and  sovereignty,  a  slave  $ 
Proud  majesty,  a  subject  5  state;  a  peasant. 

North.  My  lord, 

K-.  Hick.  No  lord  of  thine,  thou  haught,4  insults 
ing  man, 
Nor  no  man's  lord  ;  I  have  no  name,  no  title,— 
No,  not  that  name  was  given  me  at  the  font,-— 
But  'tis  usurp'd  :-r-Alack  the  heavy  day, 
That  I  have  worn  so  many  winters  out, 
And  know  not  now  what  name  to  call  myself! 
O,  that  I  were  a  mockery  king  of  snow, 
Standing  before  the  sun  of  Bolingbroke, 
To  melt  myself  away  in  water-drops  !— 
Good  king, — great  king,— (and  yet  not  greatly 

good,) 
An  if  my  word  be  sterling  yet  in  England, 
Let  it  command  a  mirror  hither  straight  3 
That  it  may  show  me  what  a  face  I  have, 
Since  it  is  bankrupt  of  his  majesty. 

Baling.  Go  some  of  you,  and  fetch  a  looking- 
glass.  [Exit  an  Attendant. 
North.  Read  o'er  this  paper,  while  the  glass  doth 

come. 
K.  Rick.  Fiend  !  thou  torment'st  me  ere  I  come 
to  hell. 
.    Baling.  Urge  it  no  more,  my  lord  Northumber- 
land. 
North.  The  commons  will  not  then  be  satisfied. 
K,  Rich.  They  shall  be  satisfied  :  I'll  read  enough, 
When  I  do  see  the  very  book  indeed 
Where  all  my  sins  are  writ,  and  that's— myself. 
4  Haughty, 
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Re-enter  Attendant,  with  a  Glass. 

Give  me  that  glass,  and  therein  will  I  read.— 

No  deeper  wrinkles  yet  ?  Hath  sorrow  struck 

So  many  blows  upon  this  face  of  mine, 

And  made  no  deeper  wounds  ? — O,  flattering  glass. 

Like  to  my  followers  in  prosperity, 

Thou  dost  beguile  me  !  Was  this  face  the  face, 

That  every  day  under  his  household  roof 

Did  keep  ten  thousand  men  ?  Was  this  the  face, 

That,  like  the  sun,  did  make  beholders  wink  } 

Was  this  the  face,  that  fae'd  so  many  follies, 

And  was  at  last  out-facd  by  Bolingbroke  ? 

A  brittle  glory  shineth  in  this  face  ; 

As  brittle  as  the  glory  is  the  face  5 

[Pasties  the  Glass  against  the  ground* 
For  there  it  is>  creck'd  in  a  hundred  shivers.— 
Mark,  silent  king,  the  moral  of  this  sport, — 
How  soon  my  sorrow  hath  destroy'd  my  face. 

Boling.  The  shadow  of  your  sorrow  hath  destroy'4 
The  shadow  of  your  face. 

K.  Rick.  Say  that  again. 

The  shadow  of  my  sorrow  ?  Ha  !  let's  see  :-— • 
'Tis  very  true,  my  grief  lies  all  within  5 
And  these  external  manners  of  lament 
Are  merely  shadows  to  the  unseen  grief, 
That  swells  with  silence  in  the  tortur'd  soul ; 
There  lies  the  substance :  and  I  thank  thee,  kingjj 
For  thy  great  bounty,  that  not  only  giv'st 
Me  cause  to  wail,  but  teachest  me  the  way 
How  to  lament  the  cause.     I'll  beg  one  boon, 
And  then  be  gone,  and  trouble  you  no  more. 
Shall  I  obtain  it  ? 

Baling.  Name  it,  fair  cousin. 

K.  Rich.  Fair  cousin  ?  Why,  I  am  greater  than 
a  king : 

it  2 
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For,  when  I  was  a  king,  my  flatterers 
Were  then  but  subjects  ;  being  now  a  subject, 
I  have  a  king  here  to  my  flatterer. 
Being  so  great,  I  have  no  need  to  t>eg. 
Baling.  Yet  ask. 
K.  Rich.  And  shall  I  have  ? 
Boling.  You  shall. 
K.  Rich.  Then  give  me  leave  to  go. 
Boling.  Whither  ? 
K .  Rich.  Whither  you  will,  so  I  were  from  your 

sights. 
Boling.  Go,  some  of  you,  convey  him  to  the 

Tower. 
K.Rich.  O,  good!  Convey? — Conveyers5  are 
you  all. 
That  rise  thus  nimbly  by  a  true  king's  fall. 
[Exeunt  K.  Richard,  some  Lords,  and  a  Guard. 
Boling.  On  Wednesday  next,  we  solemnly  set 
down 
Our  coronation  :  lords,  prepare  yourselves. 

[Exeunt  all  but  the  Abbot,  Bishop  of  Carlisle, 

C??.dAUMERLE. 

Abbot.  A  woeful  pageant  have  we  here  beheld. 

Car.  The  woe's  to  come ;  the  children  yet  unborn 
Shall  feel  this  day  as  sharp  to  them  as  thorn. 

Awn.  You  holy  clergymen,  is  there  no  plot 
To  rid  the  realm  of  this  pernicious  blot  ? 

Abbot.  Before  I  freely  speak  my  mind  herein, 
You  shall  not  only  take  the  sacrament 
To  bury6  mine  intents,  but  to  effect 
Whatever  J  shall  happen  to  devise  : — 
I  see  your  brows  are  full  of  discontent, 
Your  hearts  of  sorrow,  and  your  eyes  of  tears ; 
Come  home  with  me  to  supper ;  I  will  lay 
A  plot,  shall  show  us  all  a  merry  day.      [ Exeunt • 

5  Jugglers,  also  robbers.        6  Conceal. 
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ACT   V. 

SCENE   I.     London.     A  Street  leading  to  the 
Tower. 

Enter  Queen,  and  Ladies. 

Queen.  This  way  the  king  will  come 5  this  is  the 
way 
To  Julius  Caesar's  ill-erected  tower,7 
To  whose  flint  bosom  my  condemned  lord 
Is  doom'd  a  prisoner,  by  proud  Bolingbroke : 
Here  let  us  rest,  if  this  rebellious  earth 
Have  any  resting  for  her  true  king's  queen. 

Enter  King  Richard,  and  Guards. 

But  soft,  but  see,  or  rather  do  not  see, 

My  fair  rose  wither  :  Yet  look  up  ;  behold ; 

That  you  in  pity  may  dissolve  to  dew* 

And  wash  him  fresh  again  with  true-love  tears. — 

All,  thou,  the  model  where  old  Troy  did  stand ; 

Thou  map8  of  honour ;  thou  king  Richard's  tomb, 

And  not   king    Richard  -,    thou   most   beauteous 

inn, 
Why  should  hard-favour'd  grief  be  lodg'd  in  thee, 
When  triumph  is  become  an  ale-house  guest  ? 
K.  Rich.  Join  not  with  grief,  fair  woman,  do 
not  so, 
To  make  my  end  too  sudden  :  learn,   good  soul , 
To  think  our  former  state  a  happy  dream  5 
From  which  awak'd,  the  truth  of  what  we  are 
Shows  us  but  this  :  I  am  sworn  brother,  sweet, 
To  grim  necessity  ;  and  he  and  I 
Will  keep  a  league  till  death.  Hie  thee  to  France^ 
And  cloister  thee  in  some  religious  house : 

it  3 
7  Tower  of  London.  8  Picture  of  greatness* 
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Our  holy  lives  must  win  a  new  world's  crown, 
Which  our  profane  hours  here  have  stricken  down. 

Queen.  What,  is  my  Richard  both  in  shape  and 
mind 
Transform'd,  and  weakened  ?  Hath  Bolingbroke 
Depos'd  thine  intellect  ?  hath  he  been  in  thy  heart  ? 
The  lion,  dying,  thrusteth  forth  his  paw, 
And  wounds  the  earth,  if  nothing  else,  with  rage 
To  be  o'erpower'd  ;  and  wilt  thou,  pupil-like, 
Take  thy  correction  mildly  ?  kiss  the  rod  3 
And  fawn  on  rage  with  base  humility, 
Which  art  a  lion,  and  a  king  of  beasts  ? 

K.  Rich,  A  king  of  beasts,  indeed  j    if  aught 
but  beasts, 
I  had  been  still  a  happy  king  of  men. 
Good  sometime  queen,   prepare  thee  hence  for 

France  : 
Think,  I  am  dead  ;  and  that  even  here  thou  tak'st, 
As  from  my  death-bed,  my  last  living  leave. 
In  winter's  tedious  nights,  sit  by  the  fire 
With  good  old  folks;  and  let  them  tell  thee  tales 
Of  woeful  ages,  long  ago  betid  :? 
And,  ere  thou  bid  good  night,  to  quit1  their  grief, 
Tell  thou  the  lamentable  fall  of  me, 
And  send  the  hearers  weeping  to  their  beds. 
For  why,  the  senseless  brands  will  sympathize 
The  heavy  accent  of  thy  moving  tongue, 
And,  in  compassion,  weep  the  fire  out : 
And  some  will  mourn  in  ashes,  some  coal-black, 
For  the  deposing  of  a  rightful  king. 

En  ter  Northumberland,  at  ten  ded. 

North.  My  lord,  the  mind  of  Bolingbroke  is 
chang'd ; 
You  must  to  Pomfret,  not  unto  the  Tower.  -  «■■— 
And,  madam,  there  is  order  ta'en  for  you  -t 
9  Passed.        *  Be  even  with  them. 
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With  all  swift  speed  you  must  away  to  France. 
K.  Rich.  Northumberland, ■  thou  ladder  where- 
withal 
The  mounting  Bolingbroke  ascends  my  throne,— 
The  time  shall  not  be  many  hours  of  age 
More  than  it  is,  ere  foul  sin,  gathering  head, 
Shall  break  into  corruption  :  thou  shalt  think, 
Though  he  divide  the  realm,  and  give  thee  half; 
It  is  too  little,  helping  him  to  all ; 
And  he  shall  think,  that  thou,  which  know'st  the 

way 
To  plant  unrightful  kings,  wilt  know  again, 
Being  ne'er  so  little  urg'd,  another  way 
To  pluck  him  headlong  from  the  usurped  throne. 
The  love  of  wicked  friends  converts  to  fear  ; 
That  fear,    to  hate ;   and  hate  turns  one,  or  both, 
To  worthy  danger,  and  deserved  death. 

North.  My  guilt  be  on  my  head,  and  there  an 
end. 
Take  leave,  and  part;  for  you  must  part  forthwith. 

K.  Rick.  Doubly  divore'd? — Bad  men,  ye  violate 
A  twofold  marriage  5  'twixt  my  crown  and  me  -, 
And  then,  betwixt  me  and  my  married  wife. — 
Let  me  unkiss  the  oath  'twixt  thee  and  me  -, 
And  yet  not  so,  for  with  a  kiss  'twas  made. — 
Part  us,  Northumberland  ;   I  towards  the  north, 
Where  shivering  cold  and  sickness  pines  the  clime; 
My  wife  to  France;  from  whence,  set  forth  in  pomp, 
She  came  adorned  hither  like  sweet  May, 
Sent  back  like  Hallowmas,-  or  short'st  of  day. 

Queen.  And  must  we  be  divided  ?  must  we  part  ? 

K.  Rich.  Ay,  hand  from  hand,  my  love,  and 
heart  from  heart.  r... 

Queen.  Banish  us  both,  and  send  the  king  with, 
me. 

North*  That  were  some  love,  but  Httle  policy. 
*  Ail-haUoWfc,  i.e.  All- saints,  Nov.  1. 
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Queen.  Then  whither  he  goes,  thither  let  me  go  ? 
K.  Rick.  So  two,  together  weeping,  make  one 
woe. 
Weep  thou  for  me  in  France,  I  for  thee  here  ; 
Better  far  off,  than — near,  be  ne'er  the  near'.3 
Go,  count  thy  way  with  sighs ;  I,  mine  with  groans. 
Queen.  So  longest  way  shall  have  the  longest 

moans. 
K .  Rick.  Twice  for  one  step  I'll  groan,  the  way 
being  short, 
And  piece  the  way  out  with  a  heavy  heart. 
Come,  come,  in  wooing  sorrow  let's  be  brief, 
Since,  wedding  it,  there  is  such  length  in  grief. 
One  kiss  shall  stop  our  mouths,  and  dumbly  part  5 
Thus  give  I  mine,  and  thus  I  take  thy  heart. 

[They  lass. 
Queen.    Give  me  mine  own  again  $  'twere  no 
good  part, 
To  take  on  me  to  keep,  and  kill  thy  heart. 

[Kiss  again. 
So,  now  I  have  mine  own  again,  begone, 
That  I  may  strive  to  kill  it  with  a  groan. 

K.  Rich.  We  make  woe  wanton  with  this  fond 
delay : 
Once  more,  adieu  -,  the  rest  let  sorrow  say. 

[Exeuut. 

SCENE  II. 
The  wine.   A  Room  in  the  Duke  of  York's  Palace. 

Enter  York,  and  his  Duchess. 

Duch.  My  lord,  you  told  me,  you  would  tell  the 
rest, 
When  weeping  made  you  break  the  story  off 
Of  our  two  cousins  coming  into  London. 
5  3  Never  the  nigher. 
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York.  Where  did  I  leave  ? 

Duch.  At  that  sad  stop,  my  lord, 

Where  rude  misgovern'd  hands,  from  window's 

tops, 
Threw  dust  and  rubbish  on  king  Richard's  head. 

York.   Then,  as  I  said,  the  duke,  great  Boling- 
broke, — 
Mounted  upon  a  hot  and  fiery  steed, 
Which  his  aspiring  rider  seem'd  to  know, — 
With  slow,  but  stately  pace,  kept  on  his  course, 
While  all  tongues  cried — God  save  thee,  Boling- 

broke ! 
You  would  have  thought  the  very  windows  spake. 
So  many  greedy  looks  of  young  and  old 
Through  casements  darted  their  desiring  eyes 
Upon  his  visage  -,  and  that  all  the  walls, 
With  painted  imag'ry,*  had  said  at  once,. — 
Jesu  preserve  thee !   welcome,  Bolingbroke  ! 
Whilst  he,  from  one  side  to  the  other  turning, 
J3ai;e-headed,  lower  than  his  proud  steed's  neck, 
Bespake  them  thus, — I  thank  you3  countrymen  : 
And  thus  still  doing,  thus  he  pass'd  along. 

Duch.  Alas,  poor  Richard  i  where  rides  he  the 
while  ? 

York.  As  in  a  theatre,  the  eyes  of  men, 
After  a  well-grac'd  actor  leaves  the  stage, 
Are  idly  bent5  on  him  that  enters  next, 
Thinking  his  prattle  to  be  tedious  : 
Even  so,  or  with  much  more  contempt,  men's  eyes 
Did  scowl  on  Richard ;  no  man  cried,  God  save 

him  ; 
No  joyful  tongue  gave  him  his  welcome  home: 
But  dust  was  tin  own  upon  his  sacred  head; 
Which  with  such  gentle  sorrow  he  shook  off,— 
His  face  still  combating  with  tears  and  smiles, 

4  Tapestry  hang  from  the  windows. 
5  Carelessly  turned. 
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The  badges  of  his  grief  and  patience,— - 

That  had  not  God,  for  some  strong  purpose,  steel' d 

The  hearts  of  men,  they  must  perforce  have  melted, 

And  barbarism  itself  have  pitied  him. 

But  heaven  hath  a  hand  in  these  events  ; 

To  whose  high  will  we  bound  our  calm  contents. 

To  Bolingbroke  are  we  sworn  subjects  now, 

Whose  state  and  honour  I  for  aye6  allow. 

Enter  Aumerle. 

T>uch.  Here  comes  my  son  Aumerle. 
York,  Aumerle  that  was  $ 

But  that  is  lost,  for  being  Richard's  friend, 
And,  madam,  you  must  call  him  Rutland  now : 
I  am  in  parliament  pledge  for  his  truth, 
And  lasting  fealty  to  the  new-made  king. 

Duch.  Welcome,  my  son :  Who  are  the  violets 
now, 
That  strew  the  green  lap  of  the  new-come  spring  ? 
Aum.   Madam,  I  know  not,  nor  I  greatly  care 
not: 
God  knows,  I  had  as  lief  be  none,  as  one. 

York.  Well,  bear  you  well  in  this  new  spring 
of  time. 
Lest  you  be  cropp'd  before  you  come  to  prime. 
What  news  from  Oxford?    hold  those  justs7  and 
triumphs  ? 
Aum.  For  aught  I  knoWi  my  lord,  they  do. 
York.  You  will  be  there,  I  know. 
Aum.  If  God  prevent  it  not  5  I  purpose  so. 
York.  What  seal  is  that,  that  hangs  without  thy 
bosom  ? 
Yea,  look'st  thou  pale?  let  me  see  the  writing. 
Aum.  My  lord,  'tis  nothing. 
York*  No  matter  then  who  sees  it : 

I  will  be  satisfied,  let  me  see  the  writing. 
6  Ever.  7  Tilts  and  tournaments. 
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Aum.  I  do  beseech  your  grace  to  pardon  me; 
Tt  is  a  matter  of  small  consequence, 
Which  for  some  reasons  I  would  not  have  seen. 
York.  Which  for  some  reasons,  sir,  I  mean  to 
see. 

I  fear,  I  fear, 

Duck.  What  should  you  fear  ? 

*Tis  nothing  but  some  bond  that  he  is  enter'd  into 
For  gay  apparel,  'gainst  the  triumph  day. 

York.  Bound  to  himself?  what  doth  he  with  3 
bond 
That  he  is -bound  to  ?  Wife,  thou  art  a  fool.— 
Boy,  let  me  see  the  writing. 

Aum.  I  do  beseech  you,  pardon  me;  I  may  not 

show  it. 
York.  I  will  be  satisfied ;  let  me  see  it,  I  say. 

[Snatches  it,  and  readsi 
Treason!  foul  treason! — villain!  traitor!  slave  I 
Duck.  What  is  the  matter,  my  lord  ? 
York.  Ho!  who  is  within  there?   [Enter  a  Ser* 
vant.]  Saddle  my  horse. 
God  for  his  mercy  !  what  treachery  is  here ! 
Duck.  Why,  what  is  it,  my  lord? 
York.  Give  me  my  boots,  I  say  ;  saddle  my  • 
horse : — 
Now  by  mine  honour,  by  my  life,  my  troth, 
I  will  appeach  the  villain.  [Exit  Servant. 

Duck.  What's  the  matter  ? 

York.  Peace,  foolish  woman. 
Duck.    I  will  not  peace  : — What  is  the  matter, 

son  ? 
Aum.  Good  mother,  be  content;  it  is  no  more 
Than  my  poor  life  must  answer. 

Duck".  Thy  life  answer ! 
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Uc-enter  Servant,,  toitk  Boots. 

York.  Bring  me  my  boots,  I  will  unto  the  king. 

Duck.  Strike  him,  Aumerle.— Poor  boy/ thou 
art  amaz'd  :8 
Hence,  villain 5  never  more  come  in  my  sight. — 

[To  the  Servant. 

York.  Give  me  my  boots,  I  say. 

Duck.  .Why,  York,  what  wilt  thou  do? 
Wilt  thou  not  hide  the  trespass  of  thine  own  ? 
Have  we  more  sons  ?  or  are  we  like  to  have  ? 
Is  not  my  teeming^  date  drunk  up  with  time  ? 
And  wilt  thou  pluck  my  fair  son  from  mine  age, 
And  rob  me  of  a  happy  mother's  name  ? 
Is  he  not  like  thee  ?  is  he  not  thine  own  ? 

York.  Thou  fond  mad  woman, 
Wilt  thou  conceal  this  dark  conspiracy  ? 
A  dozen  of  them  here  have  ta'en  the  sacrament, 
And  interchangeably  set  down  their  hands, 
To  kill  the  king  at  Oxford. 

Duck.  He  shall  be  none; 

We'll  keep  him  here:  Then  what  is  that  to  him  ? 

York.  Away, 
Fond  woman !  were  he  twenty  times  my  son, 
I  would  appeach  him. 

Duck.  Hadst  thou  groan 'd  for  him^ 

As  I  have  done,  thoud'st  be  more  pitiful. 
But  now  I  know  thy  mind  j  thou  dost  suspect, 
That  I  have  been  disloyal  to  thy  bed, 
And  that  he  is  a  bastard,  not  thy  son  : 
Sweet  York,  sweet  husband,  be  not  of  that  mind: 
He  is  as  like  thee  as  a  man  may  be, 
Not  like  to  me,  or  any  of  my  kin, 
And  yet  I  love  him. 

York.  Make  way,  unruly  woman. 

(Exit. 
*  Perplexed,  confounded.  9  Breeding. 
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Duck.  After,  Aumerle;  mount  thee  upon  his 
horse ; 
Spur,  post ;  and  get  before  him  to  the  king, 
And  beg  thy  pardon  ere  he  do  accuse  thee. 
I'll  not  be  long  behind  5   though  I  be  old, 
I  doubt  not  but  to  ride  as  fast  as  York : 
And  never  will  I  rise  up  from  the  ground, 
Till  Bolingbroke  have  pardon'd  thee  :  Away ; 
Begone.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE   III. 

Windsor.     A  Room  in  the  Castle. 

Enter  BolinGkroke  fits  King;  Percy,  and  othet 

Lords. 

twinge  Can  no  mnn  tell  of  my  unthrifty  son  ? 
*Tis  full  three  months,  since  I  did  see  him  last  :— 
If  any  plague  hang  over  us,  'tis  he. 
I  would  to  God,  my  lords,  he  might  be  found: 
Inquire  at  London,  'mongst  the  taverns  there, 
Lor  there,,  they  say,  he  daily  doth  frequent, 
With  unrestrained  loose  companions; 
Even  such,  they  say,  as  stand  in  narrow  lanes, 
And  beat  our  watch,  and  rob  our  passengers  5 
While  he,  young,  wanton,  and  effeminate  boy, 
Takes  on  the  point  of  honour,  to  support 
So  dissolute  a  crew. 

Vercy.  My  lord,  some  two  days  since  I  saw  the 
prince ; 
And  told  him  of  these  triumphs  held  at  Oxford. 

Boling.  And  what  said  the  gallant  ? 

reny.  His  answer  was, — he  would  unto  the 
stews  3 
And  from  the  common'st  creature  pluck  a  glove*; 
And  wear  it  as  a  favour  3   and  with  that. 
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He  would  unhorse  the  lustiest  challenger. 

Baling.  As  dissolute,  as  desperate :  yet,  through 
both 
I  see  some  sparkles  of  a  better  hope, 
Which  elder  days  may  happily  bring  forth. 
But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Au merle,  hastily. 

A  urn.  Where  is  the  king  ? 

Boling.  What  means 

Our  cousin,  that  he  stares  and  looks  so  wildly  ? 
Aum.  God  save  your  grace.    I  do  beseech  your 
majesty, 
To  have  some  conference  with  your  grace  alone. 
Boling.  Withdraw  yourselves,  and  leave  us  here 
alone. —       [Exeunt  Percy  and  Lords. 
What  is  the  matter  with  our  cousin  now  > 

Aum.  For  ever  may  my  knees  grow  to  the  earth, 

[Kneels* 
My  tongue  cleave  to  my  roof  within  my  mouth, 
Unless  a  pardon,  ere  I  rise,  or  speak. 

Baling.  Intended,  or  committed,  was  this  fault  ? 
If  but  the  first,  how  heinous  ere  it  be, 
To  win  thy  after-love,  I  pardon  thee. 

Aum.   Then  give  me  leave  that  I  may  turn  the 
key, 
That  no  man  enter  till  my  tale  be  done. 
Boling.  Have  thy  desire. 

[Aumerle  loch  the  door. 
York.    [Within.']  My  liege,   beware ;  look  to 
thyself  j 
Thou  hast  a  traitor  in  thy  presence  there. 

Boling.  Villain,  I'll  make  thee  safe.   [Drawing, 
Aum.  Stay  thy  revengeful  hand  5 
Thou  hast  no  cause  to  fear. 
York.   [Within.']  Open  the  door,  secure,  fool- 
hardy king : 
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Shall  I,  for  love,  speak  treason  to  thy  face? 
Open  the  door,  or  I  will  break  it  open. 
*j  ■  [Bo t ing B uo ii  E  opens  the  doot\ 

Enter  York. 

Boling.  What  is  the  matter,  uncle  ?  speak , 
Recover  breath;  tell  us  how  near  is  danger^ 
That  we  may  arm  us  to  encounter  it. 

York.   Peruse  this  writing  here,  and  thou  shalfc 
know 
The  treason  that  ray  haste  forbids  me  show. 

Aum,  Remember,  as  thou  read'st,  thy  promise 
past : 
I  do  repent  me;  read  not  my  name  there, 
My  heart  is  not  confederate  with  my  hand. 

York*  'Twas,  villain,  ere  thy  hand  did  set  i£ 
down.-— 
J  tore  it  from  the  traitor's  bosom,  king : 
Fear,  and  not  love,  begets  his  penitence ; 
Forget  to  pity  him,  lest  thy  pity  prove 
A  serpent  that  will  sting  thee  to  the  heart. 

Bating.    O  heinous,  strong,  and  bold  conspr* 
racy  ! — 
O  loyal  father  of  a  treacherous  son  ! 
Thou  sheer,1  immaculate,  and  silver  fountain, 
From  whence  this  stream  through  muddy  passages. 
Hath  held  his  current,  and  denTd  himself! 
Thy  overflow  of  good  converts  to  bad  ,- 
And  thy  abundant  goodness  shall  excuse 
This  deadly  blot  in  thy  digressing 2  son. 

York.  So  shall  my  virtue  be  his  vice's  bawd ; 
And  he  shall  spend  mine  honour  with  his  shame. 
As  thriftless  sons  their  scraping  fathers'  gold. 
Mine  honour  lives  when  his  dishonour  dies, 
Or  my  sham'd  life  in  his  dishonour  lies : 

s  2 
1  Transparent,  a  Transgressing. 
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Thou  kill'st  me  in  his  life  ;  giving  him  breath, 
The  traitor  lives,  the  true  man's  put  to  death.  . 
Duch.  [}Vit  hin.~]  What  ho,  my  liege!  for  God  V 

sake  let  me  in. 
Boling.  What  shrill-voicd  suppliant  makes  this 

eager  cry  ? 
Duch.   A  woman,  and  thine  aunt,  great  king: 
'tis  I. 
Speak  with  me,  pity  me,  open  the  door  ; 
A  beggar  begs,  that  never  begg'd  before. 

Baling.  Our  scene  is  alter'd, — from  a  serious 
thing, 
And  now  chang'd  to  The  Beggar  and  the  King  J— 
My  dangerous  cousin,  let  your  mother  in  ; 
I  know,  she's  come  to  pray  for  your  foul  sin. 
York.  If  thou  do  pardon,  whosoever  pray, 
More  sins,  for  this  forgiveness,  prosper  may. 
This  fester'd  joint  cut  off,  the  rest  rests  sound  5 
This,  let  alone,  wrill  all  the  rest  confound. 

Enter  Duchess. 

Duch.  O  king,   believe  not  this  hard-hearted 
man  -y 
Love,  loving  not  itself,  none  other  can. 

York.  Thou  frantick  woman,  what  dost  thou 
make 4  here  ? 
Shall  thy  old  dugs  once  more  a  traitor  rear  ? 
Duch.  Sweet  York,  be  patient:  Hear  me  gentle 
liege.  [kiietti. 

Boling.  Rise  up,  good  aunt. 
Duch.  Not  yet,  I  thee  beseech  : 

Jor  ever  will  I  kneel  unon  ray  knees, 
And  never  see  day  that  the  happy  sees, 
Till  thou  give  joy  ;   until  thou  bid  me  joy, 
By  pardoning  Rutland,  my  transgressing  boy. 

3  An  old  ballad.  4  Do. 
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Aum.  Unto  my  mother's  prayers,  I  bend  my 
knee.  [Kin:  els, 

York.  Against  them  both,  my  true  joints  bend- 
ed be.  [Kneels. 
I'll  may'st  thou  thrive,  if  thou  grant  any  grace ! 

Duch.  Pleads  he  in  earnest?  look  upon  his  face; 
His  eyes  do  drop  no  tears,  his  prayers  are  in  jest; 
His  words  come  from  his  mouth,  ours  from  our 

breast : 
He  prays  but  faintly,  and  would  be  denied  ; 
We  pray  with  heart,  and  soul,  and  all  beside : 
His  weary  joints  would  gladly  rise,  I  know ; 
Our  knees  shall  kneel  till  to  the  ground  they  grow : 
His  prayers  are  full  of  false  hypocrisy  5 
Ours,  of  true  zeal  and  deep  integrity. 
Our  prayers  do  out-pray  his;  then  let  them  have 
That  mercy,  which  true  prayers  ought  to  have. 

Baling.  Good  aunt,  stand  up. 

Buck.  Nay,  do  not  say — stand  up  5 

But,  pardon,  first  ;  and  afterwards,  stand  up. 
An  if  I  were  thy  nurse,  thy  tongue  to  teach, 
Pardon — should  be  the  first  word  of  thy  speech. 
J  never  long'd  to  hear  a  word  till  now ; 
Say — pardon,  king;  let  pity  teach  thee  how: 
The  word  is  short,  but  not  so  short  as  sweet  ; 
No  word  like,  pardon,  for  kings'  mouths  so  meet. 

York.  Speak  it  in  French,  king;  say,  pardonnez 
mot/.5 

Duch.  Dost  thou  teach  pardon  pardon  to  destroy  ? 
Ah,  my  sour  husband,  my  hard-hearted  lord, 
That  set\st  the  word  itself  against  the  word  ! — < 
Speak,  pardon,  as  'tis  current  in  our  land  ; 
The  chopping  French  we  do  not  understand. 
Thine  eye  begins  to  speak,  set  thy  tongue  there : 
Or,  in  thy  piteous  heart  plant  thou  thine  ear  5 

s3 
4  Excuse  me. 
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That,  hearing  how  our  plaints  and  prayers  do 

pierce, 
Pity  may  move  thee,  pardon  to  rehearse. 

Boling.  Good  aunt,  stand  up. 

Duck.  I  do  not  sue  to  stand, 

Pardon  is  all  the  suit  I  have  in  hand. 

Boling.  I  pardon  him,  as  God  shall  pardon  me. 

Duck.  O  happy  vantage  of  a  kneeling  knee ! 
Yet  am  I  sick  for  fear:  speak  it  again  ; 
Twice  saying  pardon,  doth  not  pardon  twain, 
But  makes  one  pardon  strong. 

Boling.  With  all  my  heart 

I  pardon  him. 

Duck.  A  god  on  earth  thou  art. 

Boling.  But  for  our  trusty  brother-in-law, — and 
the  abbot. 
With  all  the  rest  of  that  consorted  crew, — 
Destruction  straight  shall  dog  them  at  the  heels. — 
Good  uncle,  help  to  order  several  powers6 
To  Oxford,  or  where'er  these  traitors  are  : 
They  shall  not  live  within  this  world,  I  swenr, 
But  I  will  have  them,  if  I  once  know  where. 
tJncle,  farewell, — and  cousin  too,  adieu: 
Your  mother  well  hath  pray'd,  and  prove  you  true. 

Du<ch.    Come,  my  old  son  5 — I  pray  God  make 
thee  new.  [Eve ant. 

SCENE   IV. 
Enter  Exton,  and  a  Servant. 

Ext  on.    Didst  thou  not  mark  the  king,  what 
words  he  spake  ? 
Have  I  no  friend  will  rid  me  of  this  living  fear? 
Was  it  not  so  ? 

Set  v.  Those  were  his  very  words. 

c   Forces* 
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Exton.  Have  I  no  friend?  quoth  he  :  he  spake 
it  twice, 
And  urg'd  it  twice  together  ;  did  he  not  ? 
Sox.  He  did. 

Exton.    And,   speaking  it,  he  wistfully  look'd 
on  me ; 
As  who  should  say, — I  would,  thou  wert  the  man 
That  would  divorce  this  terror  from  my  heart  \ 
Meaning,  the  king  at  Pomfret.     Come,  let's  go ; 
I  am  the  king's  friend,  and  will  rid  his  foe. 

/     *  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 
Pomfret.     The  Dungeon  of  the  Castle. 

Enter  King  Rich  a  no. 

K .  Rich,  1  have  been  studying  how  I  may  com- 
pare 
This  prison,  where  I  live,  unto  the  world  :    . 
And,  for  because  the  world  is  populous, 
And  here  is  not  a  creature  but  myself, 
I  cannot  do  it ; — Yet  I'll  hammer  it  out. 
My  brain  Til  prove  the  female  to  my  soul  $ 
My  soul,  the  father  :  and  these  two  beget 
A  generation  of  still-breeding  thoughts, 
And  these  same  thoughts  people  this  little  world;7 
In  humours,  like  the  people  of  this  world, 
For  no  thought  is  contented.     The  better  sort,— 
As  thoughts  of  things  divine, — are  intermix'd 
With  scruples,  and  do  set  the  word  itself 
Against  the  word  :8 

As  thus, — Come  little  ones;  and  then  again,— 
It  is  as  hard  to  come,  as  for  a  camel 
To  thread  the  poster n^  of  a  needle's  eye. 
Thoughts  tending  to  ambition,  they  do  plot 

•  His  own  becHv  8  Holy  scripture. 

'->  Little  .g;ue. 
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Unlikely  wonders  :  how  these  vain  weak  nails 
May  tear  a  passage  through  the  flinty  ribs 
Of  this  hard  world,  ray  ragged  prison  walls ; 
And,  for  they  cannot,  die  in  their  own  pride. 
Thoughts  tending  to  content,  flatter  themselves, — 
That  they  are  not  the  first  of  fortune's  slaves, 
Nor  shall  not  be  the  last ;   like  silly  beggars, 
Who,  sitting  in  the  stocks  refuge  their  shame,— 
That  many  have,  and  others  must  sit  there  : 
And  in  this  thought  they  iind  a  kind  of  ease, 
Bearing  their  own  misfortune  on  the  back 
Of  such  as  have  before  endur'd  the  like, 
Thus  play  I,  in  one  person,  many  people, 
And  none  contented  :   Sometimes  am  1  king; 
Then  treason  makes  me  wish  myself  a  beggar, 
And  so  I  am :  Then  crushing  penury 
Persuades  me  I  was  better  when  a  king ; 
Then  am  I  king'd  again  :  and,  by-and-by, 
Think  that  I  am  unking'd  by  Bolingbroke, 
And  straight  am  nothing: — But,  whate'er  I  am, 
Nor  I,  nor  any  man,  that  but  man  is, 
With  nothing  shall  be  pleas'd,  till  he  be  eas'd 
With  being  nothing. — Musickdo  I  hear?  [idmick. 
Ha,  ha !  keep  time  : — How  sour  sweet  musick  is, 
When  time  is  broke,  and  no  proportion  kept  1 
So  is  it  in  the  musick  of  men's  lives. 
And  here  have  I  the  daintiness  of  ear, 
To  check  time  broke  in  a  disorder'd  string ; 
But,  for  the  concord  of  my  state  and  time, 
Had  not  an  ear  to  hear  my  true  time  broke. 
I  wasted  time,  and  now  doth  time  waste  me. 
For  now  hath  time  made  me  his  numbering  clock  : 
My  thoughts  are  minutes  $  and,  with  sighs,  they 

jar1 
Their  watches  on  to  mine  eyes,  the  outward  watch,. 
Whereto  my  finger,  like  a  dial's  point, 
*  Tick. 
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]s  pointing  still,  in  cleansing  them  from  tears. 
Now,  sir,  the  sound,  that  tells  what  hour  it  is, 
Are  clamorous  groans,  that  strike  upon  my  heart, 
Which  is  the  bell :  So  sighs,  and  tears,  and  groans, 
Show  minutes,  times,  and  hours: — but  my  time 
Runs  posting  on  in  Bolingbroke's  proud  joy, 
While  I  stand  fooling  here,  his  Jack  o'the  clock.* 
This  musick  mads  me,  let  it  sound  no  more; 
For,  though  it  have  holpe  madmen  to  their  wits, 
In  me,  it  seems  it  will  make  wise  men  mad. 
Yet  blessing  on  his  heart  that  gives  it  me  ! 
For  'tis  a  sign  of  love 3  and  love  to  Richard 
Is  a  strange  brooch3  in  this  all-hating  world. 

Enter  Groom. 

Groom.  Hail,  royal  prince ! 

K.  Rick.  Thanks,  noble  peer; 

The  cheapest  of  us  is  ten  groats  too  dear. 
What  art  thou?  and  how  comest  thou  hither, 
Where  no  man  never  comes,  but  that  sad  dog 
That  brings  me  food,  to  make  misfortune  live  ? 

Groom.  I  was  a  poor  groom  of  thy  stable,  king, 
When  thou  wert  king ;  who,  travelling  towards 

York, 
With  much  ado,  at  length  have  gotten  leave 
To  look  upon  my  sometimes4  master's  face. 
O,  how  it  yern'd  my  heart,  when  I  beheld, 
In  London  streets,  that  coronation  day, 
When  Bolingbroke  rode  on  roan  Barbary ! 
That  horse,  that  thou  so  often  hast  bestrid; 
That  horse,  that  I  so  carefully  have  dress'd  ! 

K.  Rich.  Rode  he  on  Barbary  ?  Tell  me,  gentle 
friend, 
How  went  he  under  him  ? 

%  Strike  for  him,  like  the  figure  of  a  man  on  a  bell. 

3  An  ornamented  buckle,  and  also  a  jewel  in  general. 

4  Former. 
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Groom,  So  proudly,  as  if  he  disdain'd  the  ground 
K.  Tiich.  So  proud  that  Bolingbroke  was  on  his 

back !       ■ 
That  jade  hath  eat  bread  from  my  royal  hand; 
This  hand  hath  made  him  proud  with  clapping 

him. 
Would  he  not  stumble?  Would  he  not  fall  down, 
(Since  pride  must  have  a  fall,)  and  break  the  neck 
Of  that  proud  man  that  did  usurp  his  back  ? 
Forgiveness,  horse !  why  do  I  rail  on  thee, 
Since  thou,  created  to  be  aw'd  by  man, 
Wast  born  to  bear?  I  was  not  made  a  horse; 
And  yet  I  bear  a  burden  like  an  ass, 
Spur-gall'd,  and  tir'd,  by  jaunting5  Bolingbroke, 

Enter  Keeper,  with  a  Dish. 

Keep.    Fellow,  give  place;  here  is  no  longer 
stay.  [To  the  Groom. 

K.  Rich.  If  thou  love  me,  'tis  time  thou  wert 
away. 

Groom.  What  my  tongue  dares  not,  that  my 
heart  shall  say.  [/• 

Keep.  My  lord,  will't  please  you  to  fall  to  ? 

K.  Rich.  Taste  of  it  first,  as  thou  art  wont  to  do. 

Keep.  My  lord,  I  dare  not  5  sir  Pierce  of  Extcn, 
who 
Lately  came  from  the  king,  commands  the  con- 
trary. 

K.  Rich.  The  devil  take  Henry  of  Lancaster, 
and  thee ! 
Patience  is- stale,  and  I  am  weary  of  it. 

[Beats  the  Keeper. 

Keep.  Help,  help,  help! 

5  Jaunting. 
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Enter  Extoist,  and  Servants.,  armed. 

K.  Rich.  How  now  ?  what  means  death  in  this 
rude  assault  ? 
Villain,  thy  own  hand  yields  thy  death's  instru- 
ment. 

[Snatching  a  weapon  and  killing  one. 
Go  thou,  and  rill  another  room  in  hell. 

[He  kills  another \  then  Ext  on  strike^ 
him  down. 
That  hand  shall  burn  in  never- quenching  fire, 
That  staggers  thus  my  person. — rExton,  thy  fierce 

hand 
Hath  with  the  king's  blood  stain'd  the  king's  own 

land. 
Mount,  mount,  my  soul !  thy  seat  is  up  on.  high ; 
Whilst  my  gross  flesh  sinks  downward,  here  to  die, 

[Dies. 
Ext  on.  As  full  of  valour,  as  of  royal  blood  : 
i  have  I  spilt 5  O,  would  the  deed  were  good! 
.1  or  now  the  devil,  that  told  me — I  did  wreli, 
Says,  that  this  deed  is  chronicled  in  hell. 
This  dead  king  to  the  living  king  I'll  bear; — 
Take,  hence  the  rest,  and  give  them  burial  here. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE   VI. 

Windsor.     A  Room  in  the  Castle. 

■rish.    Enter  Bolingbrke,  #?k/ York,  xdth 
Lords  and  Attendants. 

ling.  Kind  uncle  York,  the  latest  news  we 
hear 
it  the  rebels  have  consum'd  with  fire 
*  tar  town  of  Cicester  in  Glostershire; 

ey  be  ta'en,  or  slain,  we  hear  not. 
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Enter  Northumberland. 

Welcome,  my  lord :  What  is  the  news  ? 

North,  First,  to  thy  sacred  state  wish  I  all  hap- 
piness. 
The  next  news  is, — I  have  to  London  sent 
The  heads  of  Salisbury,  Spencer,  Blunt,  and  Kent : 
The  manner  of  their  taking  may  appear 
At  large  discoursed  in  this  paper  here. 

[Presenting  a  paper. 
Boling.  We  thank  thee,  gentle  Percy,  for  thy 
pains ; 
And  to  thy  worth  will  add  right  worthy  gains. 

Enter  Fitzwater. 

Fitz.    My  lord,  I  have  from  Oxford  sent  to 
London 
The  heads  of  Brocas,  and  Sir  Bennet  Seely  5 
Two  of  the  dangerous  consorted  traitors, 
That  sought  at  Oxford  thy  dire  overthrow. 

Boling.  Thy  pains,  Fitzwater,  shall  not  be  for- 
got*; 
Right  noble  is  thy  merit,  well  I  wot. 

Enter  Percy,  with  the  Bishop  of  Carlisle. 

Percy.  The  grand  conspirator,  abbot  of  West- 
minster, 
With  clog  of  conscience,  and  sour  melancholy, 
Hath  yielded  up  his  body  to  the  grave  5 
But  here  is  Carlisle  living,  to  abide 
Thy  kingly  doom,  and  sentence  of  his  pride. 

Boling.  Carlisle,  this  is  your  doom  : — 
Choose  out  some  secret  place,  some  reverend  room, 
More  than  thou  hast,  and  with  it  joy  thy  life  ; 
So,  as  thou  liv'st  in  peace,  die  free  from  strife : 
For  though  mine  enemy  thou  hast  ever  been. 
High  spfirks  of  honour  in  thee  have  I  seen. 
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Enter  Ex  ton,  with  Attendants  bearing  a  Coffin. 

Extort.  Great  king,  within  this  coffin  I  present 
Thy  buried  fear:  herein  all  breathless  lies 
The  mightiest  of  thy  greatest  enemies, 
Richard  of  Rourdeaux,  by  me  hither  brought. 

Baling.  Exton,  I  thank  thee  not 5  for  thou  hast 
wrought 
A  deed  of  slander,  with  thy  fatal  hand, 
Upon  my  head,  and  all  this  famous  land. 

Exton.  From  your  own  mouth,  my  lord,  did  I 
this  deed. 

Doling.  They  love  not  poison  that  do  poison 
need, 
Nor  do  I  thee  \  though  I  did  wish  him  dead, 
I  hate  the  murderer,  love  him  murdered. 
The  guilt  of  conscience  take  thou  for  thy  labour, 
But  neither  my  good  word,  nor  princely  favour: 
With  Cain  go  wander  through  the  shade  of  night, 

And  never  show  thy  head  by  day  nor  light. 

Lords,  I  protest,  my  soul  is  full  of  woe, 

That  blood  should  sprinkle  me,  to  make  me  grow: 

Come,  mourn  with  me  for  what  I  do  lament,, 

And  put  on  sullen  black  incontinent;6 

I'll  make  a  voyage  to  the  Holy  land, 

To  wash  this  blood  off  from  my  guilty  hand  :— 

March  sadly  after ;  grace  my  mournings  here, 

In  weeping  after  this  untimely  bier.  [Exeunt. 

6  Immediately. 

This  play  is  one  of  those  which  Shakspeare  has  ap- 
parently revised;  but  as  success  in  works  of  invention  is 
not  always  proportionate  to  labour,  it  is  not  finished  at  last 
with  the  happy  force  of  some  other  of  his  tragedies,  nor 
can  be  said  much  to  aifect  the  passions,  or  enlarge  the 
understanding.  -  Johnsow. 
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ACT  I. 

SCENE  I.     London.     A  Rooiri  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  King  Henry,   Westmoreland,   Sir 
Wa lt i r  Blun t,  and  Others. 

King  Henry. 

So  shaken  as  we  are,  so  wan  with  care, 

Find  we  a  time  for  frighted  peace  to  pant, 

And  breathe  short-winded  accents  of  new  broils 

To  be  commenc'd  in  stronds ■  afar  remote. 

No  more  the  thirsty  Erinnys2  of  this  soil 

Shall  daub  her  lips  with  her  own  children's  blood  j 

No  more  shall  trenching  war  channel  her  fields, 

Nor  braise  her  fbwrets  with  the  armed  hoofs 

Of  hostile  paces  :  those  opposed  eves, 

Which, — like  the  meteors  of  a  troubled  heaven, 

All  of  one  nature,  of  one  substance  bred, « 

Did  lately  meet  in  the  intestine  shock 
And  furious  close  of  civil  butchery, 
Shall  now,  in  mutual,  well-beseeming  ranks, 
March  all  one  way  ;  and  be  no  more  oppos'd 
Against  acquaintance,  kindred,  and  allies: 
The  edge  of  war,  like  an  ill-sheathed  knife, 
No  more  shall  cut  his  master.    Therefore,  friends, 
As  far  as  to  the  sepulcher  of  Christ, 
(Whose  soldier  now,  under  whose  blessed  cross 
We  are  impressed  and  engag'd  to  fight,) 

T  3 
1  Strands,  banks  Of  the  sea.       a  The  fury  of  discord. 


IJK?  FIRST   PART  OP  Act  L 

Forthwith  a  power5  of  English  shall  we  levy; 
Whose  arms  were  moulded  in  their  mothers'  womb 
To  chase  these  pagans,  in  those  holy  fields, 
Over  whose  acres  walk'd  those  blessed  feet, 
Which,  fourteen  hundred  years  ago,  were  naiFd 
For  our  advantage,  on  the  bitter  cross. 
But  this  our  purpose  is  a  twelve-month  old, 
And  bootless4  'tis  to  tell  you — we  will  go  -, 
Therefore  we  meet  not  now : — Then  let  me  hear 
Of  you,  my  gentle  cousin  Westmoreland, 
What  yesternight  our  council  did  decree, 
In  forwarding  this  dear  expedience.5 

West.  My  liege,  this  haste  was  hot  in  question, 
And  many  limits6  of  the  charge  set  down 
But  yesternight :  when,  all  athwart,  there  came 
A  post  from  Wales,  loaden  with  heavy  news  ; 
Whose  worst  was, — that  the  noble  Mortimer, 
Leading  the  men  of  Herefordshire  to  fight 
Against  the  irregular  and  wild  Glendower, 
Was  by  the  rude  hands  of  that  Welshman  taken. 
And  a  thousand  of  his  people  butchered: 
Upon  whose  dead  corps  there  was  such  misuse, 
Such  beastly,  shameless  transformation, 
By  those  Welshwomen  done,  as  may  not  be, 
Without  much  shame,  re-told  or  spoken  of. 

K.  Hen.  It  seems  then,  that  the  tidings  of  this 
broil 
Brake  off  our  business  for  the  Holy  land. 

West.  This,  match'd  with  other,  did,  my  gra- 
cious lord; 
For  more  uneven  and  unwelcome  news 
Came  from  the  north,  and  thus  it  did  import. 
On  Holy-rood  day,7  the  gallant  Hotspur  there, 
Young  Harry  Percy,  and  brave  Archibald, 
That  ever-valiant  and  approved  Scot, 

3' Force,  army.-       .    *  Needless.  5  Expedition. 

6  Estimates.  ?  September  14, 
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At  Holmedon  met, 

Where  they  did  spend  a  sad  and  bloody  hour  $ 

As  by  discharge  of  their  artillery, 

And  shape  of  likelihood,  the  news  was  told; 

For  he  that  brought  them,  in  the  very  heat 

And  pride  of  their  contention  did  take  horse, 

Uncertain  of  the  issue  any  way. 

K.  Hen.  Here  m  a  dear  and  true-industriou? 
friend, 
Sir  Walter  Blunt,  new  lighted  from  his  horse, 
Stain'd8  with  the  variation  of  each  soil 
Betwixt  that  Holmedon  and  this  seat  of  ours; 
And  he  hath  brought  us  smooth  and  welcome  news, 
The  earl  of  Douglas  is  discomfited ; 
Ten  thousand  bold  Scots,  two-and-twenty  knights, 
Balk'd?  in  their  own  blood,  did  sir  Walter  see 
On  Holmedon' s  plains :  Of  prisoners.  Hotspur  took 
Mordake  the  earl  of  Fife,  and  eldest  son 
To  beaten  Douglas ;  and  the  earls  of  Athol, 
Of  Murray,  Angus,  and  Menteith. 
And  is  not  this  an  honourable  spoil? 
A  gallant  prize  ?  ha,  cousin,  is  it  not?  . 

West.  In  faith, 
It  is  a  conquest  for  a  prince  to  boast  of. 

K.  llc/i.  Yea,  there  thou  mak'st  me  sad,  and 
mak'st  me  sin 
In  envy  that  my  lord  Northumberland 
Should  be  the  father  of  so  blest  a  son : 
A  son,  who  is  the  theme  of  honour's  tongue  $ 
Amongst  a  grove,  the  very  straightest  plant ; 
Who  is  sweet  fortune's  minion,  and  her  pride : 
Whilst  I,  by  looking  on  the  praise  of  him, 
See  riot  and  dishonour  stain  the  brow 
Of  my  young  Harry.     O,  that  it  could  be  prov'd, 
That  some  night-tripping  fairy  had  exchanged 

8  Covered  with  dirt  of  different  colours. 
9  Piled  up  in  a  heap. 
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In  cradle-clothes  our  children  where  they  lay. 
And  call'd  mine — Percy,  his — :Plantagenet ! 
Then  would  I  have  his  Harry,  and  he  mine. 
But  let  him  from  my  thoughts : — What  think  you, 

coz\ 
Of  this  young  Percy's  pride  ?  the  prisoners, 
Which  he  in  this  adventure  hath  surpriz'd., 
To  his  own  use  he  keeps ;   and  sends  me  word, 
I  shall  have  none  but  Mordake  earl  of  Fife. 

[Vest.  This  is  his  uncle's  teaching,  this  is  Wor- 
cester, 
Malevolent  to  you  in  all  aspects  ;x 
Which  makes  him  prune2  himself,  and  bristle  up 
The  crest  of  youth  against  your  dignity. 

K.  Il(7i.  But  I  have  sent  for  him  to  answer  this; 
And,  for  this  cause,  awhile  we  must  neglect 
Our  holy  purpose  to  Jerusalem. 
Cousin,  on  Wednesday  next  our  council  we 
Will  hold  at  Windsor,  so. inform  the  lords: 
But  come  yourself  with  speed  to  us  again  -, 
For  more  is  to  be  sard,  and  to  be  done, 
Than  out  of  anger  can  be  uttered. 

West.  1  will,  my  liege.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 
The  same.     Another  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Henry  Prince  of  Wales,  and  Faist at? . 

FaL  Now,  Hal,  what  time  of  day  is  it,  lad  ? 

P.  Hen.  Thou  art  so  fat-witted,  with  drinking 
of  old  sack,  and  unbuttoning  thee  after  supper,  and 
sleeping  upon  benches  after  noon,  that  thou  hast 
forgotten  to  demand  that  truly  which  thou  would'st 
truly  know.  What  the  devil  hast  thou  to  do  with 
the  time  of  the  day  ?  unless  hours  were  cups  of 

1  Points.  *  Triai,  as  birds  clean  their  feathers. 
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sack,  and  minutes  capons,  and  clocks  the -tongues 
of  bawds,  and  dials  of  signs  of  leaping-houses,  and 
the  blessed  sun  himself  a  fair  hot  wench  in  flame- 
colour'd  taffata;  I  see  no  reason,  why  thou  should'st 
be  so  superfluous  to  demand  the  time  of  the  day. 

Fal.  Indeed,  you  come  near  me,  now,  Hal :  for 
we,  that  take  purses,  go  by  the  moon  and  seven 
stars  j  and  not  by  Phoebus, — he,  that  wandering 
knight  so  fair.  And,  I  pray  thee,  sweet  wag,  when 
thou  art  king, — as,  God  save  thy  grace,  (majesty, 
I  should  say  5  for  grace  thou  wilt  have  none,) 

P.  Hen.  What,  none? 

Fal.  No,  by  my  troth  ;  not  so  much  as  will  serve 
to  be  prologue  to  an  egg  and  butter. 

P.  Ben.Well,  how  then  ?  come,  roundly,  roundly, 

Fal.  Marry,  then,  sweet  wag,  when  thou  art 
king,  let  not  us,  that  are  squires  of  the  night's 
body,  be  called  thieves  of  the  day's  beauty ;  let 
us  be — Diana's. foresters,  gentlemen  of  the  shade, 
minions3  of  the  moon  :  And  let  men  say,  we  be 
men  of  good  government:  being  governed  as  the 
sea  is,  by  our  noble  and  chaste  mistress  the  moon, 
under  whose  countenance  we — steal. 

V.  Hen. 'Thou  say'st  well 5  and  it  holds  well  too: 
for  the  fortune  of  us,  that  are  the  moon's  men, 
doth  ebb  and  flow  like  die  sea  ;  being  governed  as 
the  sea  is,  by  the  moon.  As,  for  proof,  now :  A 
purse  of  gold  most  resolutely  snatched  on  Monday- 
night,  and  most  dissolutely  spent  on  Tuesday  morn- 
ing; got  with  swearing — lay  by;4  and  spent  with 
crying — bring  in:5  now,  in  as  low  an  ebb  as  the 
foot  of  the  ladder;  and,  by  and  by,  in  as  high  a 
flow  as  the  ridge  of  the  gallows. 

Fal.  By  the  Lord,  thou  say'st  true,  lad.  And  is 
not  my  hostess  of  the  tavern  a  most  sweet  wench  ? 

P.  Hen.  As  the  honey  of  Hybla,  my  old  lad  of 

3  Favourites.  *  Stand  still.  5  More  wine. 
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the  castle.     And  is  not  a  buff  jerkin  a  most  sweet 
robe  of  durance  ?6 

FaL  How  now, 'how  now,  mad  wag?  what,  in 
thy  quips,  and  thy  quiddities  ?  what  a  plague  have 
I  to  do  with  a  buff  jerkin  ? 

P.  Hen.  Why,  what  a  pox  have  I  to  do  with  my 
hostess  of  the  tavern  > 

FaL  Well,  thou  hast  called  her  to  a  reckoning, 
many  a  time  and  oft. 

P.  Hen.  Did  I  ever  call  for  thee  to  pay  thy  part? 

FaL  No ;  111  give  thee  thy  due,  thou  hast  paid 
all  there. 

P.  Hen.  Yea,  and  elsewhere,  so  far  as  my  coin 
would  stretch  5  and,  where  it  would  not,  I  have 
used  my  credit. 

FaL  Yea,  and  so  used  it,  that  were  it  not  here 
apparent  that  thou  art  heir  apparent, — But,  I  pr'y- 
thee,  sweet  wag,  shall  there  be  gallows  standing 
in  England  when  thou  art  king  ?  and  resolution 
thus  fobbed  as  it  is,  with  the  rusty  curb  of  old 
father  antick  the  law  ?  Do  not  thou,  when  thou 
art  king,  hang  a  thief. 

P.  Hen.  No  3  thou  shalt. 

FaL  Shall  I?  O  rare!  By  the  Lord,  111  be  a 
brave  judge.  \ 

P.  Fen.  Thou  judgest  false  already ;  I  mean, 
thou  shalt  have  the  hanging  of  the  theives,  and  so 
become  a  rare  hangman. 

FaL  Well,  Hal,  well;  and  in  some  sort  it  jumps 
with  my  humour,  as  well  as  waiting  in  the  court, 
1  can  tell  you. 

P.  Hen.  For  obtaining  of  suits  ? 
FaL  Yea,  for  obtaining  of  suits :  whereof  the 
hangman  hath  no  lean  wardrobe.    'Sblood,  I  am  as 
.  melancholy  as  a  gib  '  cat,  or  a  lugged  bear. 

*  The  dress  of  Sheriff's  officers.  7  Gib  cat,  should 

hziib  c'ai% — a  Scotch  term  at  this  day  for  a  gelded  cat. 
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P.  Hen.  Or  an  old  lion  -,  or  a  lover's  lute. 
Fal.  Yea,  or  the  drone  of  a  Lincolnshire  bag- 
pipe.7 

P.  Hen.  What  sayest  thou  to  a  hare,  or  the  me- 
lancholy of  Moor-ditch  ? 

Fal.  Thou  hast  the  most  unsavoury  similes; 
and  art,  indeed,  the  most  comparative,  rascal- 
liest, — sweet  young  prince, — But,  Hal,  I  pr'ythee, 
trouble  me  no  more  with  vanity.  I  would  to  God, 
thou  and  I  knew  where  a  commodity  of  good 
names  were  to  be  bought :  An  old  lord  of  the 
council  rated  me  the  other-  day  in  the  street  about 
you,  sir  3  but  I  marked  him  not:  and  yet  he  talked 
very  wisely  5  but  I  regarded  him  not:  and  yet  he 
talked  wisely,  and  in  the  street  too. 

P.  Hen.  Thou  did'st  well)  for  wisdom  cries  out 
in  the  streets,  and  no  man  regards  it. 

Fal.  O  thou  hast  damnable  iteration  ;8  and  art, 
indeed,  able  to  corrupt  a  saint.  Thou  hast  done 
much  harm  upon  me,  Hal, — God  forgive  thee  for 
it!  Before  I  knew  thee,  Hal,  I  knew  nothing 3  and 
now  am  I,  if  a  man  should  speak  truly,  little  better 
than  one  of  the  wicked.  I  must  give  over  this  life, 
and  I  will  give  it  over  5  by  the  Lord,  an  I  do  not, 
I  am  a  villain  5  I'll  be  damned  for  never  a  king's 
son  in  Christendom. 

P.  Hen.  Where  shall  we  take  a  purse  to-mor- 
row, Jack? 

Fal.  Where  thou  wilt,  lad,  I'll  make  one ;  an 
1  do  not,  call  me  villain,  and  baffle  *>  me. 

P.  Hen.  I  see  a  good  amendment  of  life  in  thee  5 
from  praying,  to  purse- taking. 

Enter  Poins,  at  a  distance. 

Fal.  Why,  Hal,  'tis  my  vocation,  Hal  3  'tis  no 

1  Croak  of  a  frog.  *  Citation  of  holy  tiXts« 

s  Treat  me  with  ignominy. 
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sin  for  a  man  to  labour  in  his  vocation.  Poins! — 
Now  shall  we  know  if  Gadshill  have  set  a  match.1 
O,  if  men  were  to  be  saved  by  merit,  what  hole  in 
hell  were  hot.  enough  for  him  ?  This  is  the  most 
omnipotent  villain,  that  ever  cried,  Stand,  to  a 
true2  man. 

P.  Hen.  Good  morrow,  Ned. 

Poins.  Good  morrow,  sweet  Hal. — What  says 
monsieur  Remorse  ?  What  says  sir  John  Sack-and- 
Sugar  ?  Jack,  how  agrees  the  devil  and  thee  about 
thy  soul,  that  thou  soldest  him  on  Good-friday  last, 
for  a  cup  of  Madeira,  and  a  cold  capon's  leg  ? 

P.  Hen.  Sir  John  stands  to  his  word,  the  devil 
shall  have  his  bargain  ;  for  he  was  never  yet  a 
breaker  of  proverbs,  he  will  give  the  devil  his  due. 

Poins.  Then  art  thou  damned  for  keeping  thy 
word  with  the  devil. 

P.  Hen.  Else  he  had  been  damned  for  cozening 

the  devil. 

Poins.  But,  my  lads,  my  lads,  to-morrow  morn- 
ing, by  four  o'clock,  early  at  Gadshill:  There  are 
pilgrims  going  to  Canterbury  with  rich  offerings, 
and  traders  riding  to  London  with  flit  purses  :  I 
have  visors3  for  you  all,  you  have  horses  for  your- 
selves; Gadshill  lies  to-night  in  Rochester;  I  have 
bespoke  supper  to-morrow  night  in  Eastcheap 3  we 
may  do  it  as  secure  as  sleep :  If  you  will  go,  I  will 
stuff  your  purses  full  of  crowns  3  if  you  will  not, 
tarry  at  home,  and  be  hanged. 

Pal.  Hear  me,  Yedward  3  if  I  tarry  at  home, 
and  go  not,  I'll  hang  you  for  going. 

Poins.  You  will,  chops? 

Pal.  Hal,  wilt  thou  make  one? 

P.  Hen.  Who,  I  rob  ?  I  a  thief  ?  not  I,  by  my 

faith.  * 

Pal.  There's  neither  honesty,   manhood,    nor 
*  Made  an  appointment.  *  Honest.  *  Masks. 
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good  fellowship  in  thee,  nor  thou  earnest  hot  of 
the  blood  royal,  if  thou  darest  not  stand  for  ten 
shillings.4 

i}.  Hen.  Well,  then  once  in  my  days  I'll  be  a 
mad- cap. 

fat.  Why,  that's  well  said. 

\\  Hen.  Well,  come  what  will,  I'll  tarry  at 
home. 

J'at.  By  the  Lord,  I'll  be  a  traitor  then,  when 
thou  art  king. 

1\  Hen.  I  care  not. 

lJoin6.  Sir  John,  I  pr'ythee,  leave  the  prince  and 
me  alone ;  I  will  lay  him  down  such  reasons  for 
this  adventure,  that  he  shall  go. 

J'at.  Well,  may'st  thou  have  the  spirit  of  per- 
suasion, and  he  the  ears  of  profiting,  that  what  thou 
spcakest  may  move,  and  what  he  hears  may  be  be- 
lieved, that  the  true  prince  may  (for  recreation 
sake,)  prove  a  false  thief j  for  the  poor  abuses  of 
the  time  want  countenance.  Farewell :  You  shall 
find  me  in  Eastcheap. 

P.  Hen.  Farewell,  thou  latter  spring !  Farewell 
All- h al lo w n  summe r  P  [Ei  it  F A  i . s T a  f  f . 

Pvitis.  Now,  my  good  sweet  honey  lord,  ride 
with  US  to-morrow;  I  have  a  jest  to  execute,  that 
I  cannot  manage  alone.  Falstaffj  Bardolph,  Peto, 
and  Gadshill,  shall  rob  those  men  that  we  have 
already  way-laid;  yourself,  and  I,  will  not  be  there  : 
and  when  they  have  the  booty,  it  you  and  a  do  not 
rob  them,  cut  this  head  from  my  shoulders. 

P.  Hen.  But  how  shall  we  part  with  them  in 
setting  forth? 

Pains,  Why,  we  will  8fcfc  forth  before  or  after 
vol.  iv.  U 

4  The  value  of  a  coin  called  nal  or  royal* 

5  Fine  weather  at  All--halio\»  n  -tide,  i.  e.  All  Saints, 
Nov.  i>t.  is  called  a  A  li- hallow  i;  mrumer. 
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them,  and  appoint  them  a  place  of  meeting,  where- 
in it  is  at  our  pleasure  to  fail  ;  and  then  will  they 
adventure  upon  the  exploit  themselves :  which 
they  shall  have  no  sooner  achieved,  but  we'll  set 
upon  them. 

P.  Hen.  Ay,  but,  'tis  like,  that  they  will  know 
us,  by  our  horses,  by  our  habits,  and  by  every 
other  appointment,  to  be  ourselves. 

Poins.  Tut!  our  horses  they  shall  not  see,  1*11 
tie  them  in  the  wood  ;  our  visors  we  will  change, 
after^we  leave  them  -,  and,  sirrah,  I  have  cases  of 
buckram  for  the  nonce/*  to  immask  our  noted  out- 
ward garments. 

P.  Hen.  But,  I  doubt,  they  will  be  too  hard  for 
us. 

Pohu.  Well,  for  two  of  them,  I  know  them  to 
be  as  t3Tie-bred  cowards  as  ever  turned  back ;  and 
for  the  third,  if  he  fight  longer  than  he  sees  rea- 
son, I'll  forswear  arms.  The  virtue  of  this  jest 
will  be,  the  incomprehensible  lies  that  this  same 
fat  rogue  will  tell  us,  when  we  meet  at  supper : 
how  thirty,  at  least,  he  fought  with:  what  wards, 
what  blows,  what  extremities  he  endured;  and, 
in  the  reproof7  of  this,  lies  the  jest. 

P.  Hen.  Well,  I'll  go  with  thee:  provide  us  ail 
things  necessary,  and  meet  me  to-morrow  night 
in  Eastcheap,  there  I'll  sup.     Farewell. 

Poins.  Farewell,  my  lord.  \_Exit  Poins. 

P.  Hen.  I  know  you  all,  and  will  a  while  uphold 
The  unyok'd  humour  of  your  idleness: 
Yet  herein  will  1  imitate  the  sun; 
Who  doth  permit  the  base  contagious  clouds 
To  smother  up  his  beauty  from  the  world, 
That,  when  he  please  again  to  be  himself, 
Being  wanted,  he  may  be  more  wonder'd  at, 

6  Occasion.  i  Confutation. 
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By  breaking  through  the  foul  and  ugly  mists 

Of  vapours,  that  did  seem  to  strangle  him. 

if  all  the  year  were  playing  holidays, 

To  sport  would  be  as  tedious  as  to  work; 

But,   when  they  seldom  come,    they  wish'd-for 

come, 
And  nothing  pleaseth  but  rare  accidents. 
So,  when  this  loose  behaviour  I  throw  off, 
And  pay  the  debt  I  never  promised, 
By  how  much  better  than  my  word  1  am, 
By  so  much  shall  I  falsify  men's  hopes;8 
And,  like  bright  metal  on  a  sullen (>  ground, 
My  reformation,  glittering  o'er  my  fault, 
Shall  show  more  goodly,  and  attract  more  eyes, 
Than  that  which  hath  no  foil  to  set  it  off. 
I'll  so  offend,  to  make  offence  a  skill; 
Redeeming  time,,  when  men  think  least  I  will. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  III. 

The  same.     Another  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Northumberland, 
Worcester,  Hotspur,  Sir  Walter 
Blunt,  and  Others. 

K.  Hen.  My  blood  hath  been  too  cold  and  tem- 
perate, 
Una'pt  to  stir  at  these  indignities, 
And  you  have  found  me;   for,  accordingly. 
You  tread  upon  my  patience  :  but,  be  sure, 
I  will  from  henceforth  rather  be  myself, 
Mighty,  and  to  be  fear'd,  than  my  condition;1 
Which  hath  been  smooth  as  oil,  soft  as  young 
down, 

u2 

8  Expectations,  9  Dull.  *  Disposition. 
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And  therefore  lost  that  title  of  respect, 
Which  the  proud  soul  ne'er  pays,  but  to  the  proud. 
Wor.  Our  house,  my  sovereign  liege,  little  de- 
serves 
The  scourge  of  greatness  to  be  used  on  it ; 
And  that  same  greatness  too  which  our  own  hands 
Have  holp  to  make  so  portly. 

North.  My  lord, 

K.  Hen.  Worcester,  get  thee  gone,   for  I  see 
danger 
And  disobedience  in  thine  eye:   O,  sir, 
Your  presence  is  too  bold  and  peremptory, 
And  majesty  might  never  yet  endure 
The  moody  frontier2  of  a  servant  brow. 
You  have  good  leave  *  to  leave  us  5  when  we  need 
Your  use  and  counsel,  we  shall  send  for  you. — 

[Exit  Worcester. 
You  were  about  to  speak.  [To  North. 

North.  Yea,  my  good  lord. 

Those  prisoners  in  your  highness'  name  demanded, 
Which  Harry  Percy  here  at  Holmedon  took, 
Were,  as  he  says,  not  with  such  strength  denied 
As  is  deliver'd  to  your  majesty ; 
Either  envy,  therefore,  or  misprision 
Is  guilty  of  this  fault,  and  not  my  son. 

Hot.  My  liege,  I  did  deny  no  prisoners. 
But,  I  remember,  when  the  fight  was  done, 
When  I  was  dry  with  rage,  and  extreme  toil, 
Breathless  and  faint,  leaning  upon  my  sword, 
Came  there  a  certain  lord,  neat,  trimly  dress'd, 
Fresh  as  a  bridegroom ;  and  his  chin,  new  reap'd* 
Showed  like  a  stubble-land  at  harvest  home; 
He  was  perfumed  like  a  milliner ; 
And  'twixt  his  finger  and  his  thumb  he  held 
A  pouncet-box,4  which  ever  and  anon 

*  Forehead.  3  Ready  assent. 

4  A  small  box  for  musk  or  other  perfumes* 
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He  gave  his  nose,  and  took't  away  again  ; — 

Who,  therewith  angry,  when  it  next  came  there, 

Took  it  in  snuff: — and  still  he  smil'd,  and  talk'd; 

And,  as  the  soldiers  bore  dead  bodies  by, 

He  call'd  them — untaught  knaves,  unmannerly, 

To  bring  a  slovenly  unhandsome  corse 

Betwixt  the  wind  and  his  nobility. 

With  many  holiday  and  lady  terms 

He  question'd  me ;  among  the  rest  demanded 

My  prisoners,  in  your  majesty's  behalf. 

I  then,  all  smarting,  with  my  wounds  being  cold, 

To  be  so  pester'd  with  a  popinjay,5 

Out  of  my  grief'''  and  my  impatience, 

Answer'd  neglect!  ngly,  I  know  not  what; 

He  should,  or  he  should  not  j — for  he  made  me 

mad, 
To  see  him  shine  so  brisk,  and  smell  so  sweet* 
And  talk  so  like  a  waiting-gentlewoman, 
Of  guns,  and  drums,  and  wounds,  (God  save  the 

mark !) 
And  telling  me,  the  sovereign' st  thing  on  earth 
Was  parmaceti,  for  an  inward  bruise  ; 
And  that  it  was  great  pity,  so  it  was, 
That  villainous  salt-petre  should  be  digg'd 
Out  of  the  bowels  of  the  harmless  earth, 
Which  many  a  good  tall7  fellow  had  destroy'd 
So  cowardly  ;  and,  but  for  these  vile  guns, 
He  would  himself  have  been  a  soldier. 
This  bald  un  jointed  chat  of  his,  my  lord, 
I  answer'd  indirectly,  as  I  said  ; 
And,  I  beseech  you,  let  not  his  report 
Come  current  for  an  accusation, 
Betwixt  my  love  and  your  high  majesty. 

Blunt.  The  circumstance  consider'd,  good  my 

lord, 

vS 
8  Parrot.  *  Pain.  ?  B/ava. 


26S  FIRST    PART    OF  Act  L 

Whatever  Harry  Percy  then  had  said, 
To  such  a  person,  and  in  such  a  place, 
At  such  a  time,  with  all  the  rest  re-told, 
May  reasonably  die,  and  never  rise 
To  do  him  wrong,  or  any  way  impeach 
What  then  he  said,  so  he  unsay  it  now, 

K.  Hen.  Why,  yet  he  doth  deny  his  prisoners) 
But  with  proviso,  and  exception,* — 
That  we,  at  our  own  charge,  shall  ransome  straight 
His  brother-in-law,  the  foolish  Mortimer  j 
Who,  on  my  soul,  hath  wilfully  betray'd 
The  lives  of  those  that  he  did  lead  to  fight 
Against  the  great  magician,  damn'd  Glendower  $ 
Whose  daughter,  as  we  hear,  the  earl  of  March 
Hath  lately  married.     Shall  our  coffers  then 
Be  emptied,  to  redeem  a  traitor  home  ? 
Shall  we  buy  treason  ?  and  indent"  with  fears, 
When  they  have  lost  and  forfeited  themselves  ? 
No,  on  the  barren  mountains  let  him  starve  5 
For  I  shall  never  hold  that  man  my  friend, 
Whose  tongue  shall  ask  me  for  one  penny  cosfc 
To  ransome  home  revolted  Mortimer. 

Hot.  Revolted  Mortimer ! 
He  never  did  fall  off,  my  sovereign  liege, 
But  by  the  chance  of  war ; — To  prove  that  true, 
Needs  no  more  but  one  tongue  for  all  those  wounds, 
Those  mouthed  wounds,  which  valiantly  he  took, 
When  on  the  gentle  Severn's  sedgy  bank, 
In  single  opposition,  hand  to  hand, 
He  did  confound8  the  best  part  of  an  hour 
In  changing  hardiment^  with  great  Glendower: 
Three  times  they  breath'd,    and  three  times  did 

they  drink, 
Upon  agreement,  of  swift  Severn's  flood ;. 
Who  then,  affrighted  with  their  bloody  looks, 
Ban  fearfully  among  the  trembling  reeds, 

I  Sign  an  indenture.         8  Expend,        9  Hardiness. 
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And  hid  his  crisp l  head  in  the  hollow  bank 
Blood-stained  with  these  valiant  combatants. 
Never  did  bare  and  rotten  policy 
Colour  her  working  with  such  deadly  wounds  $ 
Nor  never  could  the  noble  Mortimer 
Receive'so  many,  and  all  willingly  : 
Then  let  him  not  be  slander'd  with  revolt. 

K,  Heiu  Thou  dost  belie  him,  Percy,  thou  dost 
belie  him. 
He  never  did  encounter  with  Glendower  5 
I  tell  thee, 

He  durst  as  well  have  met  the  devil  alone, 
As  Owen  Glendower  for  an  enemy. 
Art  not  ashamed  ?    But,  sirrah,  henceforth 
Let  me  not  hear  you  speak  of  Mortimer : 
Send  me  your  prisoners  with  the  speediest  means> 
Or  you  shall  hear  in  such  a  kind  from  me 
As  will  displease  you. — My  lord  Northumberland, 
We  license  your  departure  with  your  son: — 
Send  us  your  prisoners,  or  you'll  hear  of  it. 

[  Exeunt  K  ing  H  e  n  it  v ,  Blunt,  and  Train . 

Hot.  And  if  the  devil  come  and  roar  for  them, 
I  will  not  send  them: — I  will  after  straight, 
And  tell  him  so  j  for  1  will  ease  my  heart, 
Although  it  be  with  hazard  of  my  head. 

Nortk.  What,  drunk  with  choler  ?    stay,    and 
pause  awhile  > 
Here  comes  your  uncle. 

Re-enter  Worcester* 

Hot.  Speak  of  Mortimer  ? 

^Zounds,  I  will  speak  of  him ;  and  let  my  soul 
Want  mercy,  if  I  do  not  join  with  him : 
Yea,  on  his  part,  I'll  empty  all  these  veins, 
And  shed  my  dear  blood  drop  by  drop  i'the  dust, 
But  I  will  lift  the  down- trod  Mortimer 
*  Curled. 
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As  high  i'the  air  as  this  unthankful  king, 
As  this  ingrate1  and  canker' d  Bolingbroke. 

North.  Brother,  the  king  hath  made  your  ne^ 

phew  mad,  [77o  Worcestlr. 

Wot.  Who  struck  this  heat  up,  after  I  was 

gone  ? 
Hot.  He  will,  forsooth,  have  all  my  prisoners  y 
And  when  I  urg'd  the  ransome  once  again 
Of  my  wife's  brother,  then  his  cheek  look'd  palej 
And  on  my  face  he  turn  d  an  eye  of  death, 
Trembling  even  at  the  name  of  Mortimer. 

War.  I  cannot  blame  him :  Was  he  not  pro- 
claimed, 
By  Richard  that  dead  is,  the  next  of  blood  ) 

North,  He  was  ;  I  heard  the  proclamation  t 
And  then  it  w^s,  when  the  unhappy  king 
(Whose  wrongs  in  us  God  pardon  !)  did  set  forth 
Upon  his  Irish  expedition  •, 
From  whence  he,  intercepted,  did  return 
To  be  depos'd,  and  shortly,  murdered. 

IVor.  And  for  whose  death,  we  in  the  world's 
wide  mouth 
Live  scandal iz'd,  and  foully  spoken  of. 

Hot.  But,  soft,  I  pray  you  ;  Did  king  Richard 
then 
Proclaim  my  brother  Edmund  Mortimer 
Heir  to  the  crown  ? 

North.  He  did;  myself  did  hear  it. 

Hot.  Nay,  then  I  cannot  blame  his  cousin  king, 
That  wish'd  him  on  the  barren  mountains  starv'd. 
But  shall  it  be,  that  you, — that  set  the  crown 
Upon  the  head  of  this  forgetful  man ; 
.And,  for  his  sake,  wear  the  detested  blot 
Of  murd'rous  subordination,— -shall  it  be, 
That  you  a  world  of  curses  undergo  j 
Being  the  agents,,  or  base  second  means, 
*  Ux-mteful. 
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The  cords,  the  ladder,  or  the  hangman  rather  ? — 
O,  pardon  me,  that  I  descend  so  low, 
To  show  the  line,  and  the  predicament, 
Wherein  you  range  under  this  subtle  king. — 
Shall  it,  for  shame*  be  spoken  in  these  days, 
Or  fill  up  chronicles  in  time  to  come, 
That  men  of  your  nobility  and  power, 
Did  gage  them  both  in  an  unjust  behalf, — 
As  both  of  you,  God  pardon  it !  have  done, — 
To  put  down  Richard,  that  sweet  lovely  rose, 
And  plant  this  thorn,  this  canker,3  Bolingbroke  ? 
And  shall  it,  in  more  shame,  be  further  spoken, 
That  you  are  fool'd,  discarded,  and  shook  off 
By  him,  for  whom  these  shames  ye  underwent  ? 
No  ;  yet  time  serves,  wherein  you  may  redeem 
Your  banish'd  honours,  and  restore  yourselves 
Into  the  good  thoughts  of  the  world  again : 
Revenge  the  jeering,  and  disdain'd*  contempt, 
Of  this  proud  king ;  who  studies,  day  and  night, 
To  answer  all  the  debt  he  owes  to  you, 
Even  with  the  bloody  payment  of  your  deaths. 
Therefore,  I  say,-r — 

War.  Peace,  cousin,  say  no  more : 

And  now  I  will  unclasp  a  secret  book, 
And  to  your  quick-conceiving  discontent* 
I'll  read  you  matter  deep  and  dangerous  $ 
As  full  of  peril,  and  advent' rous  spirit, 
As  to  o'er- walk  a  current,  roaring  loud, 
On  the  unsteadfast  footing  of  a  spear. 

Hot.  If  he   fall  in,    good   night  :•— or  sink  or 
swim : 
Send  danger  from  the  east  unto  the  west. 
So  honour  cross  it  from  the  north  to  south, 
And  let  them  grapple ;— O !   the  blood  more  stirs, 
To  rouse  a  lion,  than  to  start  a  hare. 

North.  Imagination  of  some  great  exploit 
^  The  dogrrose.  4  Disdainful. 
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Drives  him  beyond  the  bounds  of  patience. 

Hot.  By  heaven,  methinks,  it  were  an  easy  leap, 
To  pluck  bright  honour  from  the  pale-fac'd  0100115 
Or  dive  into  the  bottom  of  the  deep, 
Where  fathom -line  could  never  touch  the  ground, 
And  pluck  up  drowned  honour  by  the  locks  3 
So  he,  that  doth  redeem  her  thence,  might  wear, 
Without  corrival,5  all  her  dignities: 
But  out  upon  this  half-fac'd  fellowship  !6 

Wor.  He  apprehends  a  world  of  figures7  here, 
But  not  the  form  of  what  he  should  attend. — 
Good  cousin,  give  me  audience  for  a  while. 

Hot,  I  cry  you  mercy. 

Wor.                              Those  same  noble  Scots, 
That  are  your  prisoners, 

Hot.  I'll  keep  them  all ; 

By  heaven,  he  shall  not  have  a  Scot  of  them : 
No,  if  a  Scot  would  save  his  soul,  he  shall  not : 
I'll  keep  them,  by  this  hand. 

If  or.  You  start  away, 

And  lend  no  ear  unto  my  purposes. — 
Those  prisoners  you  shall  keep. 

Hot.  Nay,  I  will;  that's- flat:— 

He  said,  he  would  not  ransome  Mortimer  5 
Forbad  my  tongue  to  speak  of  Mortimer ; 
But  I  will  find  him  when  he  lies  asleep, 
And  in  his  ear  I'll  holla — Mortimer  ! 
Nay, 

I'll  have  a  starling  shall  be  taught  to  speak 
Nothing  but  Mortimer,  and  give  it  him, 
To  keep  his  anger  still  in  motion. 

Wor.  Hear  you, 

Cousin  5  a  worcL 

Hot.  All  studies  here  I  solemnly  defy,8 
Save  how  to  gall  and  pinch  this  Bolingbroke  : 

5  A  rival.  6  Friendship. 

7  Shapes  created  by  his  imagination.  8  Refuse. 
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And   that    same   sword-and-buckler(>  prince    of 

Wales,— 
But  that  I  think  his  father  loves  him  not, 
And  would  be  glad  he  met  with  some  mischance, 
I'd  have  him  poison'd  with  a  pot  of  ale. 

War.  Farewell,  kinsman  !   I  will  talk  to  yon, 
When  you  are  betier  temper' d  to  attend. 

North.  Why,  what  a  wasp-stung  and  impatient 
fool 
Art  thou,  to  break  into  this  woman's  mood  3 ' 
Tying  thine  ear  to  no  tongue  but  thine  own  ? 
h  ut.  Why.  look  you,  I  am  whipp'd  and  scourg'd 
with  rods, 
Nettled,  and  stung  with  pismires,  when  I  hear 
Of  this  vile  politician,  Bolingbroke. 
In  Richard's  time, — What  do  you  call  the  place  ? — - 
A  plague  upon't! — it  is  in  Gloucestershire; — 
'Twas  where  die  mad-cap  duke  his  uncle  kept ; 
His  uncle  York ; — where  I  first  bow'd  my  knee 
Unto  this  king  of  smiles,  this  Bolingbtoke, 
When  yon  and  he  caine  back  from  Kavenspurg. 
North.  At  Berkley  castle. 

Hot.  You  say  truer 

Why,  what  a  candy2,  deal  of  courtesy 
This  fawning  greyhound  then  did  prorFer  me  ! 
Look, — when  hi$  infant  fortune  came  to  age, 
And, — gentle  Harry  Percy, — and,  kind  cousin,— 

O,  the  devil  take  such  cozeners  ! God  forgive 

me! 

Good  uncle,  tell  your  tale,  for  I  have  done, 

Wo)\  Nay,  if  you  have  not,  to't  again  5 
We'll  stay  your  leisure. 

Hot.  I  have  done,  i'faith. 

Wor.  Then  once  more  to  your  Scottish  prisoners. 
Deliver  them  up  without  their  ransome  straight, 

9  The  term  for  a  blustering  quarrelsome  fellow. 
1  "Mind,  'humour.  *  Sugared. 
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And  make  the  Douglas*  son  your  only  mean 
For  powers  in  Scotland;  which, — for  divers  reasons, 
Which  I  shall  send  you  written, — be  assilr'd, 
Will  easily  be  granted. — You,  my  lord, — 

[To  No  11 T  H  U  M  BERLAKD. 

Your  son  in  Scotland  being  thus  employ'd, — 
Shall  secretly  into  the  bosom  creep 
Of  that  same  noble  prelate,  well  belov'd, 
The  archbishop. 

Hot.  Of  York,  is't  not? 

Wor.  True ;  who  bears  hard 
His  brother's  death  at  Bristol.,  the  lord  Scroop. 
I  speak  not  this  in  estimation,3 
As  what  I  think  might  be,  but  what  I  know 
Is  ruminated,  plotted,  and  set  down ; 
And  only  stays  but  to  behold  the  face 
Of  that  occasion  that  shall  bring  it  on. 

Hot.  J  smell  it  ;  upon  my  life,  it  will  do  well. 

North.  Before  the  game's  a-foot,  thou  still  let'st 
slip. 

Hot.  Why,  it  cannot  choose  but  be  a  noble  plot  :— 
And  then  the  power  of  Scotland,  and  of  York, — 
To  join  with  Mortimer,  ha  ? 

Wor.  And  so  they  shall. 

Hot.  In  faith,  it  is  exceedingly  well  aim'd. 

Wor.  And  'tis  no  little  reason  bids  us  speed, 
To  save  our  heads  by  raising  of  a  head  !* 
For,  bear  ourselves  as  even  as  we  can, 
The  king  we  always  think  him  in  our  debt  -, 
And  think  we  think  ourselves  unsatisfied, 
Till  he  hath  found  a  time  to  pay  us  home. 
And  see  already,  how  he  doth  begin 
To  make  us  strangers  to  his  looks  of  love. 

Hot .  He  does,  he  does  ;  we'll  be  reveng  d  on 
him.    / 

Wor.  Cousin,  farewell :— No  further  go  in  this, 
l  Corje^tiare.  *  A  bt>Jy  of  forces. 
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Than  I  by  letters  shall  direct  your  course. 
When  time  is  ripe,   (which  will  be  suddenly)) 
111  steal  to  Glendower,  and  lord  Mortimer ; 
Where  you  and  Douglas,  and  our  powers  at  once, 
(As  I  will  fashion  it,)  shall  happily  meet, 
To  bear  our  fortunes  in  our  own  strong  arms, 
Which  now  we  hold  at  much  uncertainty. 

North.  Farewell,  good  brother:  we  shall  thrive, 
I  trust; 

Hot.  Uncle,  adieu: — O,  let  the  hours  be  short, 
"Till  fields,  and  blows,  and  groans  applaud  our  sport ! 

[Exeunt. 

ACT  II. 

MCENE  I.     Rochester.    An  Inn  Yard. 

Enter  a  Carrier,  xvifh  a  Lantern  in  his  hand. 

1  Car.  Heigh  ho  !  An't  be  not  foiir  by  the  day, 
I'll  be  hanged:  Charles'  wain5  is  over  the  ne\v 
chimney,  and  yet  our  horse  not  packed.  What, 
ostler ! 

Ost.   [Within.']  Anon,  anon. 

1  G&f.  I  pry'thee,  Tom,  beat  Cut's6  saddle,  put 
a  few  flocks  in  the  point 5  the  poor  jade  is  wrung 
in  the  withers  out  oi  all  cess.7 

Enter  another  Carrier. 

2  Car.  Pease  and  beans  are  as  dank8  here  ^  r 
dog,  and  that  is  the  next  way  to  give  poor  jades 
the  bots  :9  this  house  is  turned  upside  down,  since 
Itobiri  ostter  died. 

1  Cur.  Poor  fellow!  never  joyed  since  the  price 
of  oats  rose  t  k  was  the  daath  of  him. 

VOL,  IV  x 

$  The  constellation  Ursa  m.ijor.  &  Name  of  his  horse. 

7  Measure.  8  Wet.  *  Worms. 
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2  Car.  I  think,  this  be  the  most  villainous  house 
in  all  London  road  for  fleas:  I  am  stung  like  a 
tench.1 

1  Car.  Like  a  tench  ?  by  the  mass,  there  is  ne'er 
a  king  in  Christendom  could  be  better  bit  than  I 
have  been  since  the  first  cock. 

2  Car.  Why,  they  will  allow  us  ne'er  a  jorden, 
and  then  we  leak  in  your  chimney;  and  your  cham- 
ber-lie breeds  fleas  like  a  loach.2 

1  Car.  What,  ostler!  come  away  and  be  hanged, 
come  away. 

2  Car.  I  have  a  gammon  of  bacon,  and  two 
razes  of  ginger,  to  be  delivered  as  far  as  Charing- 
cross. 

1  Car.  'Odsbody !  the  turkies  in  my  pannier  are 
quite  starved. —  What,  ostler  ! — A  plague  on  thee! 
hast  thou  never  an  eye  in  thy  head  ?  canst  not  hear  ? 
An  'twere  not  as  good  a  deed  as  drink,  to  break 
the  pate  of  thee,  I  am  a  very  villain. — Come,  and 
be  hanged:— Hast  no  faith  in  thee  ? 

Enter  Gadshill. 

Gads.  Good  morrow,  carriers.  What's  o'clock  ? 
1  Car.  I  think  it  be  two  o'clock. 
Gads.  I  pr'ythee,  lend  me  thy  lantern,  to  see  my 
gelding  in  the  stable. 

1  Car.  Nay,  soft,  I  pray  ye;  I  know  a  trick 
worth  two  of  that,  i' faith. 

Gads.  I  pr'ythee,  lend  me  thine. 

2  Car.  Ay,  'when  ?  canst  tell  ? — Lend  me  thy 
lantern,  quoth  a? — marry,  I'll  see  thee  hanged 
first. 

Gads.  Sirrah  carrier,  what  time  do  you  mean  to 
come  to  London  ? 

2  Car.  Time  enough  to  go  to  bed  with  a  candle,, 

1  Spotted  like  a  fench. 
2  A  small  tnh  supposed  to  breed  fleas. 
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I  warrant  thee. — Come,  neighbour  Mugs,  we'll 
call  up  the  gentlemen  5  they  will  along  with  com- 
pany, for  they  have   great  charge. 

[Exeunt  Carriers. 
Gads.  What,  ho  !  chamberlain  ! 
Cham.   yVit'kimJ]    At  hand,  quoth  pick-purse.5 
Gads.  That's  even  as  fair  as — at  hand,  quoth  the 
chamberlain :  for  thou  variest  no  more  from  picking 
of  purses,  than  giving  direction  doth  from  labour- 
ing 5  thoulay'st  the  plot  how. 

Enter  Chamberlain, 

Cham.  Good  morrow,  master  Gadshill.  It  holds 
current,  that  I  told  you  yesternight:  There's  a 
franklin4  in  the  wild  of  Kent,  hath  brought  three 
hundred  marks  with  him  in  gold :  I  heard  him  tell 
it  to  one  of  his  company,  last  night  at  supper ;  a 
kind  of  auditor:  one  that  hath  abundance  of  charge 
too,  God  knows  what.  They  are  up  already,  and 
call  for  eggs  and  butter :  They  will  away  pre- 
sently. 

Gads.  Sirrah,  if  they  meet  not  with  saint  Nicho- 
las* clerks,5  I'll  give  thee  this  neck. 

Cham.  No,  I'll  none  of  it:  I  prVthee,  keep 
that  for  the  hangman  ;  for,  I  know,  thou  wor- 
ship'st  saint  Nicholas  as  truly  as  a  man  of  falsehood 
may. 

Gads.  What  talkest  thou  to  me  of  the  hangman  ? 
if  I  hang,  I'll  make  a  fat  pair  of  gallows :  for,  if 
I  hang,  old  sir  John  hangs  with  me  5  and,  thou 
knowest,  he's  no  starveling.  Tut!  there  are  other 
Trojans  that  thou  dreamest  not  of,  the  which,  for 
sport  sake,  are  content  to  do  the  profession  some 
grace ;  that  would,  if  matters  shpuld  be  looked  into, 

x2 

3  A  proverb,  from  the  pick-purse  being  always  ready* 
4-  Freeholder*  5Ca*u  term  for  highwaymen. 
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for  their  own  credit  sake,  make  all  whole.  I  am 
joined  with  no  foot  land-rakers,6  no  long-staff,  six- 
penny strikers;  none  of  these  mad,  mustachiQ 
purple-hued  malt-worms:  but  with  nobility,  and 
tranquillity;  burgomasters,  and  great  oneyers;? 
such  as  can  hold  in  j  such  as  will  strike  sooner  than 
speak,  and  speak  sooner  than  drink,  and  drink 
sooner  than  pray :  And  yet  I  lie  5  for  they  pray 
continually  to  their  saint,  the  commonwealth ;  or, 
rather,  not  pray  to  her,  but  prey  on  her  3  for  they 
ride  up  and  down  on  her,  and  make  her  their 
boots.8 

Chaw.  What,  the  commonwealth  their  boots  ? 
will  she  hold  out  water  in  foul  way  ? 

Gads.  She  will,  she  will ;  justice  hath  liquored 
Jier.y  We  steal  as  in  a  castle,  cock-sure  \  we  have 
the  receipt  of  fern-seed,  we  walk  invisible. 

Cham.  Nay.,  by  my  faith?  I  think  you  are  more 
beholden  to  the  night,  than  to  fern-seed,  for  your 
walking  invisible. 

Gads.  Give  me  thy  hand  :  thou  shalt  have  a 
share  in  our  purchase,1  as  I  am  a  true1  man. 

Ch am.  Nay,  rather  let  me  have  it,  as  you  are  a 
false  thief. 

Gads.  Go  to  3  Homo  is  a  common  name  to  all 
men.  Bid  the  ostler  bring  my  gelding  out  of  the 
stable.    Farewell,  you  muddy  knave,        [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

The  Road  by  Gadshill. 

Enter  Prince  Hen  a  y,  and  Po  1  ns  5  B  a  iidolp  n  and 
Peto,  at  some  distance. 

Poins.  Come,  shelter,  shelter  5   I  have  removed 

6  Foot- pads.         7  Publi-jk  accountants,         8  Booty. 

5  Oiled,  smoothed  her  over.  *  In  what  we  acquire. 

a  Honest. 
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Falatafts  horse,  and  he  frets  like  a -gummed  vel- 
vet. 

P.  Hen.  Stand  close. 

Enter  Falstaff. 

Fa!.  Poins  !  Foins,  and  be  hanged  !  Poins  ! 

P.  Hen.  Peace,  ye  fat-kidneyed  rascal 5  What  a 
brawling  dost  thou  keep  ? 

Fa!.  Where's  Poins,  Hal  ? 

P.  lien.  He  is  walked  up  to  the  top  of  the  hill  j 
I'll  go  seek  him.  [Pretends  to  seek  Poin  s. 

Fal.  I  am  accursed  to  rob  in  mat  thief  s  com- 
pany :  the  rascal  hath  removed  my  horse,  and  tied 
him  1  know  not  where.  If  I  travel  but  four  foot 
by  the  squire3  further  afoot,  I  shall  break  my  wind. 
Well,  I  doubt  not  but  to  die  a  fair  death  for  all 
this,  if  I  'scape  hanging  for  killing  that  rogue.  I 
have  forsworn  his  company  hourly  any  time  this 
two-and-twenty  years,  and  yet  I  am  bewitched 
with  the  rogue's  company.  If  the  rascal  have  not 
given  me  medicines  4  to  make  me  love  him,  I'll  be 
hanged;  it  could  not  be  else:  I  have  drunk  medi- 
cines.— Poins ! — Hal ! — a  plague  upon  you  both  ! 
— Bardolph  ! — Peto  ! — I'll  starve,  ere  I'll  rob  a  foot 
further.  An  'twere  not  as  good  a  deed  as  drink, 
to  turn  true5  man,  and  leave  these  rogues,  I  am 
the  veriest  varlet  that  ever  chewed  with  a  tooth. 
Eight  yards  of  uneven  ground,  is  threescore  and 
ten  miles  afoot  with  roe  ;  and  the  stony-hearted 
villains  know  it  well  enough  :  A  plague  upon't, 
when  thieves  cannot  be  true  to  one  another  ! 
[They  xvhistlej]  Whew ! — A  plague  upon  you  aJl ! 
Give  me  my  horse,  you  rogues  3  give  me  my  horse, 
aad  be  hanged. 

P.  Hen.  Peace,  ye  fat-guts!  lie  down  3  lay  thine 
x3 
i  Squar*.  4'Iove-ptnv-K'r.  5  Honest* 
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ear  close  to  the  ground,  and  list  if  thou  canst  hear 
the  tread  of  travellers. 

Fal.  Have  you  any  levers  to  lift  me  up  again, 
being  down  ?  'Sblood,  I'll  not  bear  mine  own  rlesh 
so  far  afoot  again,  for  all  the  coin  in  thy  father's 
exchequer.  What  a  plague  mean  ye  to  colt 6  me 
thus  ? 

P.  lien.  Thou  liest,  thou  art  not  colted,  thou 
art  un  colted. 

Fal.  I  pr'ythee,  good  prince  Hal,  help  me  to 
my  horse  j   good  king's  son. 

F.  Hen.  Out,  you  rogue!  shall  I  be  your  ostler! 

Fal.  Go,  hang  thyself  in  thy  own  heir-apparent" 
garters!  If  I  be  ta'en,  I'll  peach  for  this.  An  I 
have  not  ballads  made  on  you  all,  and  sung  to  filthy 
tunes,  let  a  cup  of  sack  be  my  poison :  When  a 
jest  is  so  forward,  and  afoot  too,— I  hate  it. 

Enter  Gads  hill. 

Gads.  Stand. 

Fal.  So  I  do,  against  my  will. 

Fains.  O,  'tis  our  setter:  I  know  his  toice. 

Enter  Baudolfh. 

Bard.  What  news  ? 

Gads.  Case  ye,  case  ye  ;  on  with  your  visors  ; 
there's  money  of  the  king's  coming  down  the  hill  $ 
'tis  going  to  the  king's  exchequer. 

Fa!.  You  lie,  you  rogue;  'tis  going  to  the  king's 
tavern. 

Gads.  There's  enough  to  make  us  all. 

Fal.  To  be  hanged. 

P.  Hen.  Sirs,  you  four  shall  front  them  in  the 
narrow  lane  -,  Ned  Poins,  and  I  will  walk  lower  : 
if  they  : scape  from  your  encounter,  then  they 
light  on  us.        * 

6  Make  a  youngster  of  :ne* 
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Veto.  How  many  be  there  of  them  ? 

Gads.  Some  eight,  or  ten. 

Fal.  Zounds  !  will  they  not  rob  us  ? 

P.  Hen.  What,  a  coward,  sir  John  Paunch  ? 

Fal.  Indeed,  I  am  not  John  of  Gaunt,  your 
grandfather ;  but  yet  no  coward,  Hal. 

F.  Hen.  Well,  we  leave  that  to  the  proof. 

Pains.  Sirrah  Jack,  thy  horse  stands  behind  the 
hedge  ;  when  thou  needest  him,  there  thou  shalt 
find  him.     Farewell,  and  stand  fast. 

Fal.  Now  cannot  I  strike  him,  if  I  should  be 
hanged. 

P.  Hen.  Ned,  where  are  our  disguises? 

Pains.  Here,  hard  by ;   stand  close. 

[Exeunt  P.  Henry  and  Po-itvs. 

Fal.  Now,  my  masters,  happy  man  be  his  dole,7 
say  I ;  every  man  to  his  business. 

Fhtcr  Travellers. 

1  Trav.  Come,  neighbour ;  the  boy  shall  lead 
our  horses  down. the  hill:  we'll  walk  afoot  awhile, 
and  ease  our  legs. 
Thieves.  Stand. 

.Trav.  Jesu  bless  us! 

Fal.  Strike  j  down  with  them ;  cut  the  villains* 
throats :  Ah  !  whorson  caterpillars  !  bacon-fed 
knaves  !  they  hate  us  youth  :  down  with  them  j 
-fleece  them. 

.  1  Trav.  O,  we  are  undone,  both  we  and  ours, 
for  ever. 

Fal.  Hang  ye,  gorbelliedg  knaves;  Are  ye  un- 
done ?  No,  yet  fat  chuffs  j?  I  would,  your  store 
were  here!  On,  bacons,  on!  What,  ye  knaves  ? 
young  men  must  live:  You  are  grand-jurors  are 
ye?  We'll  jure  ye,  i'faith/ 

[  Exevn t  Pa  l s t  a  f  f ,  ^c .  driving  the  Trai'ellers  out. 

'  Portion,.  \  Futf  Gorpulent...  9  Clowxis. 
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Re-enter  Prince  Henry  and  Poixs. 

P.  Hen.  The  thieves  have  bound  the  true  men: 
Now  could  thou  and  I  rob  the  thieves,  and  go  mer- 
rily to  London,  it  would  be  argument1  for  a  week, 
laughter  for  a  month,  and  a  good  jest  for  ever. 

Poins,  Stand  close,  I  hear  them  coming. 

Re-enter  Thievep. 

Pal.  Come,  my  masters,  let  us  share,  and  then 
to  horse  before  day.  >n  the  prince  and  Poins  be 
not  two  arrant  cowards,  there's  no  equity  stirring: 
there's  no  more  valour  in  that  Poins,  than  in  a  wild 
duck. 

P.  lien.  Your  money.     [Rushing  out  upon  them. 
Poins    Villains. 
[As  they  are  sharing,  the  Prince  and  Poins  set 
upon  them.    Falstaff,  ajter  a  blow  or  tico> 
and  the  rest,  run  away,  leaving   their  booty 
behind  them.'] 
P.  Hen.  Got  with  much  ease.    Now  merrily  to 
horse : 
The  thieves  are  scatter'd,  and  possess'd  with  fear 
So  strongly,  that  they  dare  not  meet  each  other  ; 
Each  takes  his  fellow  for  an  officer. 
Away,  good  Ned.     Falstaff  sweats  to  death, 
And  lards %  the  lean  earth  as  he  walks  along ! 
Wer't  not  for  laughing,  I  should  pity  him. 

Poins.  How  the  rogue  roar'd  1  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Warkworth.     A  Room  in  the  Castle. 

Enter  Hotspur,  reading  a  Letter. 
—^-rButtjor  mine  owi  part,  my  ford,  J  CQuld  be 
1  A  subject.  *  Ptops  his  fat. 
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well  contented  to  be  there,  in  respect  of  the  love  I  bear 
your  house. — He  could  be  contented, — Why  is  he 
not  then  ?  In  respect  of  the  love  he  bears  our 
house  : — he  shows  in  this,  he  loves  his  own  barn 
better  than  he  loves  our  house.  Let  me  see  some 
more.  The  purpose  you  undertake,  is  dangerous  ;•— 
Why,  that's  certain  ;  'tis  dangerous  to  take  a  cold, 
to  sleep,  to  drink  :  but  I  tell  you,  my  lord  fool,  out 
of  this  nettle,  danger,  we  pluck  this  flower,  safety. 
The  purpose  you  undertake,  is  dangerous  ;  the  friends 
you  have  named  y  uncertain  ;  the  time  itself  unsor  ted  ; 
and  your  xchole  plot  too  light,  for  the  counterpoise  of 
so  great  an  opposition. — Say  you  so,  say  you  so  ?  I 
say  unto  you  again,  you  are  a  shallow,  cowardly 
hind,  and  you  lie.  What  a  lack-brain  is  this  ?  By 
the  Lord,  our  plot  is  a  good  plot  as  ever  was  laid  -, 
our  friends  true  and  constant :  a  good  plot,  good" 
friends,  and  full  of  expectation  :  an  excellent  plot, 
very  good  friends.  What  a  frosty -spirited  rogue  is 
this  ?  Why,  my  lord  of  York  commends  the  plot, 
and  the  general  course  of  the  action.  'Zounds,  an 
I  were  now  by  this  rascal,  1  could  brain  him  with 
his  lady's  fan.  Is  there  not  my  father,  my  uncle, 
and  myself?  lord  Edmund  Mortimer,  my  lord  of 
York,  and  Owen  Glendower  ?  Is  there  not,  besides, 
the  Douglas  ?  Have  I  not  all  their  letters,  to  meet 
me  in  arms  by  the  ninth  of  the  next  month  ?  and 
are  they  not,  some  of  them,  set  forward  already  } 
What  a  pagan  rascal  is  this  ?  an  infidel  ?  Ha  !  you 
shall  see  now,  in  very  sincerity  of  fear  and  cold 
heart,  will  he  to  the  king,  and  lay  open  all  our  pro- 
ceedings. O,  I  could  divide  myself,  and  go  to 
buffets,  for  moving  such  a  dish  of  skimmed  milk 
with  so  honourable  an  action  !  Hang  him  !  let  him 
tell  the  king  :  We  are  prepared  :  1  will  set  forward 
to-night. 
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Enter  Lady  Percy. 

How  now,  Kate  ?  I  must  leave  you  within  these 

two  hours. 
Lady.  O  my  good  lord,  why  are  you  thus  alone  ? 
For  what  offence  have  I,  this  fortnight,  been 
A  banish'd  woman  from  my  Harry's  bed  ? 
Tell  me,  sweet  lord,  what  is't  that  takes  from  thee 
Thy  stomach,  pleasure,  and  thy  golden  sleep  ? 
Why  dost  thou  bend  thine  eyes  upon  the  earth  ; 
And  start  so  often  when  thou  sit'st  alone  ? 
Why  hast  thou  lost  the  fresh  blood  in  thy  cheeks  5 
And  given  my  treasures,  and  my  rights  of  thee, 
To  thick-ey'd  musing,  and  curs'd  melancholy  } 
In  thy  faint  slumbers,  I  by  thee  have  watch'd, 
And  heard  thee  murmur  tales  of  iron  wars  : 
Speak  terms  of  manage  to  thy  bounding  steed ; 
Cry,  Courage  ! — to  the  field  !  And  thou  hast  talk'd 
Of  sallies,  and  retires  ;  of  trenches,  tents, 
Of  palisadoes,  frontiers,  parapets ; 
Of  basilisks,  of  cannon,  culverin  ; 
Of  prisoners'  ransome,  and  of  soldiers  slain, 
And  all  the  'currents*  of  a  heady  fight. 
Thy  spirit  within  thee  hath  been  so  at  war, 
And  thus  hath  so  bestirr'd  thee  in  thy  sleep, 
That  beads  4  of  sweat  have  stood  upon  thy  brow, 
Like  bubbles  in  a  late-disturbed  stream : 
And  in  thy  face  strange  motions  have  appeared, 
Such  as  we  see  when  men  restrain  their  breath 
On  some  great  sudden  ha^te.  O,  what  portents  arc 

these  ? 
Some  heavy  business  hath  my  lord  in  hand, 
And  I  must  know  it,  else  he  loves  me  not. 

Hot.  What,  ho!  is  Gilliams  with  the  packet 

gone  ? 

3  Occurrences^  4  Drops. 
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Enter  Servant. 

Sen\  He  is,  my  lord,  an  hour  ago. 

Hot.  Hath   Butler  brought  those  horses  from 
the  sheriff? 

Sen\  One  horse,  my  lord,  he  brought  even  now. 

Hot.  What  horse  ?  a  roan,  a  crop-ear,  is  it  not  ? 

Serv.  It  is,  my  lord. 

Hot.  That  roan  shall  be  my  throne. 

Well,  I  will  back  him  straight :  O  esperanto  ! 5 — 
Bid  Butler  lead  him  forth  into  the  park, 

[Exit  Servant. 

Lady.  But  hear  you,  my  lord. 

Hot.  What  say'st,  my  lady  ? 

Lady.  What  is  it  carries  you  away  ? 

Hoi.  My  horsa, 

My  love,  my  horse. 

Lady.                         Out,  you  mad-headed  ape  ! 
A  weasel  hath  not  such  a  deal  of  spleen, 
As  you  are  toss'd  with.     In  faith, 
I'll  know  your  business,  Harry,  that  I  will. 
I  fear,  my  brother  Mortimer  doth  stir 
About  his  title  ;  and  hath  sent  for  you, 
To  line6  his  enterprize  :  But  if  you  go 

Hot.  So  far  afoot,  I  shall  be  weary,  love. 

Lady.  Come,  come,  you  paraquito,"1  answer  me 
Directly  to  this  question  that  I  ask. 
In  faith,  I'll  break  thy  little  ringer,  Harry, 
An  if  thou  wilt  not  tell  me  all  things  true. 

Hot.  Away, 
Away,  you  trifler  ! — Love  ? — I  love  thee  not, 
I  care  not  for  thee,  Kate :   this  is  no  world ; 
To  play  with  mammets,8  and  to  tilt  with  lips  : 
We  must  have  bloody  noses,  and  crack'd  crowns, 
And  pass  them  current  too. — Gods  me,  my  horse ! — 

5  Motto  of  the  Percy  family.         6  Strengthen. 
?  Parrot.  *  Puppets. 
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What  say  st  thou,  Kate  ?  what  would'st  thou  have 
with  me  ? 

Lady.  Do  you  not  love  me?  do  you  not,  indeed  ? 
Well,  do  not  then  -,  for,  since  you  love  me  not, 
I  will  not  love  myself.     Do  you  not  love  me  r 
Nay,  tell  me,  if  you  speak  in  jest,  or  no. 

Hot.  Come,  wilt  thou  "see  me  ride  ? 
And  when  I  am  o'horse-back,  I  will  swear 
I  love  thee  infinitely.     But  hark  you,  Kate  ; 
I  must  not  have  you  henceforth  question  me 
Whither  I  go,  nor  reason  whereabout : 
Whither  I  must,  I  must ;  and,  to  conclude, 
This  evening  must  I  leave  you,  gentle  Kate. 
I  know  you  wise  ;  but  yet  no  further  wise, 
Than  Harry  Percy's  wife  :  constant  you  are  $ 
But  yet  a  woman :  and  for  secresy, 
No  lady  closer  -,  for  I  well  believe, 
Thou  wilt  not  utter  what  thou  dost  not  know; 
And  so  far  will  I  trust  thee,  gentle  Kate  1 

Lady.  How  !  so  far  ? 

Hot.  Not  an  inch  further.  But  hark  you,  Kate  > 
Whither  I  go,  thither  shall  you  go  too ; 
To-day  will  I  set  forth,  to*morrow  you. — 
Will  this  content  you,  Kate  ? 

Lady.  It  must,  of  force. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 
Eastcheap.     A  Room  in  the  Boar's  Head  Tavern. 

Enter  Prince  Hen  ry  and  Poins. 

P.  Hen.  Ned,  pr'ythee,  come  out  of  that  fat 
room,  and  lend  me  thy  hand  to  laugh  a  little. 

Poin.s.  Where  hast  been,  Hal  ? 

P.  Hen.  With  three  or  four  loggerheads,  amongst 
three  or  four  score  hogsheads.     I  have  sounded  the 
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very  base  string  of  humility.     Sirrah,  I  am  sworn 
brother  to  a  leash9  of  drawers  ;  and  can  call  them 
all  by  their  Christian  names,  as — Tom,  Dick,  and 
Francis.  They  take  it  already  upon  their  salvation, 
that,  though  I  be  but  prince  of  Wales,  yet  I  am 
the  king  of  courtesy;   and  tell  me  flatly  I   am  no 
proud  Jack,  like  Falstaff;  but  a  Corinthian,1  a  lad 
of  mettle,  a  good  boy, — by  the  Lord,  so  they  call 
me  ;  and  when  I  am  king  of  England,  I  shall  com- 
mand all  the  good  lads  in  Eastcheap.    They  call — 
drinking  deep,  dying  scarlet .  and  when  you  breathe 
in  your  watering,  they  cry — hem!  and  bid  you 
play  it  off. — To  conclude,  I  am  so  good  a  pro- 
ficient in  one  quarter  of  an  hour,  that  I  can  drink 
with  any  tinker  in  his  own  language  during  my 
life.  I  tell  thee,  Ned,  thou  hast  lost  much  honour, 
that  thou  wert  not  with  me  in  this  action.     But, 
sweet  Ned, — to  sweeten  which  name  of  Ned,  I  give 
thee  this  pennyworth  of  sugar,  clapped  even  now 
in  my  hand  by  an  under-skinker  ;2  one  that  never 
spake  other  English  in  his  life,  than — Eight  shil- 
lings  and  sixpence,  and— You  are  welcome;  with  this 
shrill  addition, — Anon,  anon,  sir  !  Score  a  pint  of 
bastard  in  the  Half -moon,  or  so.  But,  Ned,  to  drive 
away  the  time  till  Falstaff  come,  I  pr'ythee,  do  thou 
stand  in  some  by-room,  while  I  question  my  puny 
drawer,  to  what  end  he  gave  me  the  sugar  5  and  do 
thou  never  leave  calling — Francis,  that  his  tale  to 
me  may  be  nothing  but — anon.     Step  aside,  and 
111  show  thee  a  precedent. 

Poins.  Francis ! 

P.  Hen.  Thou  art  perfect. 

Poins.  Francis!  [Exit  Poins. 

9  Three.  l  A  wencher.  %  Tapster. 

vol.  iv.  y 


228  FIRST    PART    OF  Act  II. 

Enter  Francis. 

Fran.  Anon,  anon,  sir. — Look  down  into  the 
Pomegranate,  Ralph. 

P.  Hen.  Come  hither,  Francis, 

Fran.  My  lord. 

P.  Hen.  How  long  hast  thou  to  serve,  Francis  ? 

Fran.  Forsooth,  five  year,  and  as  much  as  to — 

Poins.   \_Hrithin.~]   Francis ! 

Fran.  Anon,  anon,  sir. 

P.  Hen.  Five  years  !  by'rlady,  a  long  lease  for 
the  clinking  of  pewter.  But,  Francis,  darest  thou 
be  so  valiant,  as  to  play  the  coward  with  thy  in- 
denture, and  to  shew  it  a  fair  pair  of  heels,  and 
run  from  it  ? 

Fran.  O  lord,  sir !  I'll  be  sworn  upon  all  the 
books  in  England,  I  could  find  in  my  heart — 

Poins.  [iFit/iin.]   Francis ! 

Fran.  Anon,  anon,  sir. 

P.  Hen.  How  old  art  thou,  Francis  ? 

Fran.  Let  me  see, — About  Michaelmas  next  I 
shall  be — 

Foins.  \JVithin\\  Francis  ! 

Fran.  Anon,  sir. — Pray  you,  stay  a  little,  my 
lord.      - 

P.  lien.  Nay,  but  hark  you,  Francis  :  For  the 
sugar  thou  gavest  me, — 'twas  a  pennyworth,  was't 
not? 

Fran.  O  lord,  sir  !  I  would,  it  had  been  two. 

P.  lien.  I  will  give  thee  for  it  a  thousand  pound : 
ask  me  when  thou  wilt,  and  thou  slialt  have  it. 

Poins.   \\Viihin  ]   Francis  ! 

Fran.  Anon,  anon. 

P.  Hen.  Anon,  Francis  ?  No,  Francis  :  but  to- 
morrow, Francis;  or,  Francis,  on  Thursday ;  or, 
indeed,  Francis,  when  thou  wilt.   But,  Francis, — 

Fran.  My  lord? 
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P.  Hen.  Wilt  thou  rob  this  leathern-jerkin,  cry- 
stal-button, nott-pated,  agate-ring,  puke-stocking, 
caddis-garter,    smooth- tongue,,  Spanish-pouch, — 

Iran.  O  lord,  sir,  who  do  you  mean  ? 

P.  Hen.  Why  then,  your  brown  bastard 3  is  your 
only  drink :  for,  look  you,  Francis,  your  white  can- 
vass doublet  will  sully  :  in  Barbary,  sir,  it  cannot 
come  to  so  much. 

J  ran.  What,  sir? 

Poins.   [Within.']  Francis  ! 

P.  J  Jen.  Away,  you  rogue;  Dost  thou  not 
hear  them  call  ? 

[Here  they  both  call  him  ;  the  Dratcer  stands 
amazed,  not  knowing  which  way  to  go. 

Enter  Vintner. 

Vint.  What!  stand'st  thou  still,  and hear'st  such 
a  calling  ?  Look  to  the  guests  within.  [Exit  Fran. 
My  lord,  old  sir  John,  with  half  a  dozen  more,  are 
at  the  door ;  Shall  I  let  them  in  ! 

P.  Hen.  Let  them  alone  awhile,  and  then  open 
the  door.  [Exit  Vintner.]  Poins  ! 

Re-enter  Poins. 

Poins.  Anon,  anon,  sir. 

P.  Hen.  Sirrah,  FalstarT  and  the  rest  of  the 
thieves  are  at  the  door  5  Shall  we  be  merry  ? 

Poins.  As  merry  as  crickets,  my  lad.  But  hal- 
ve ;   What  cunning  match  have  you  made  with 
this  jest  of  the  drawer?    come,  what's  the  issue  * 

P.  Hen.  I  am  now  of  all  humours,  that  have 
show'd  themselves  humours,  since  the  old  days  of 
goodman  Adam,  to  the  pupil  age  of  this  present 
twelve  o'clock  at  midnight.  [[He-inter  Francis 
wit h  liine.']  What's  o'clock,  Francis? 

y  2 
3  A  sweet  wine. 
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Fran.  Anon,  anon,  sir. 

P.  Hen.  That  ever  this  fellow  should  have  fewer 
words  than  a  parrot,  and  yet  the  son  of  a  woman ! — 
His  industry  is — up-stairs,  and  down-stairs  ;  his 
eloquence,  the  parcel  of  a  reckoning.  I  am  not 
yet  of  Percy's  mind,  the  Hotspur  of  the  north ; 
he  that  kills  me  some  six  or  seven  dozen  of  Scots 
at  a  breakfast,  washes  his  hands,  and  says  to  his 
wife, — Fye  upon  this  quiet  life  !  1  want  work.  0  my 
sweet  Harry ,  says  she,  how  many  hast  thou  killed  to- 
day ?  Give  my  roan  horse  a  drench,  says  he;  and  an- 
swers, Some  fourteen,  an  hour  after;  a  trifle,  a  trifle. 
I  pr'ythee,  call  in  FalstafF;  I'll  play  Percy,  and 
that  damned  brawn  shall  play  dame  Mortimer  his 
wife.  Rivo,  says  the  drunkard.  Call  in  ribs,  call 
in  tallow. 

Enter  Falstaff,  Gadshill,  Bardolpu,  and 
Peto. 

Poins.  Welcome,  Jack.  Where  hast  thou  been  ? 

Fal.  A  plague  of  all  cowards,  I  say,  and  a  ven- 
geance too  !  marry,  and  amen  ! — Give  me  a  cup  of 
sack,  boy. — Ere  I  lead  this  life  long,  I'll  sew  nether- 
stocks,4  and  mend  them,  and  foot  them  too.  A 
plague  of  all  cowards  ! — Give  me  a  cup  of  sack, 
rogue. — Is  there  no  virtue  extant  ?        [lie  drinks. 

P.  Hen.  Didst  thou  never  see  Titan  kiss  a  dish  of 
butter  ?  pitiful -hearted  Titan,  that  melted  at  the 
sweet  tale  of  the  son  !  if  thou  didst,  then  behold 
that  compound. 

Fal.  You  rogue,  here's  lime  in  this  sack  too  : 
There  is  nothing  but  roguery  to  be  found  in  vil- 
lainous man  :  Yet  a  coward  is  worse  than  a  cup  of 
sack  with  lime  in  it ;  a  villainous  coward. — Go  thy 
ways,  old  Jack ;  die  when  thou  wilt,  if  manhood, 
good  manhood,  be  not  forgot  upon  the  lace  of  the 
5  Stockings. 
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earth,  then  am  I  a  shotten  herring.  There  live  not 
three  good  men  unhanged  in  England  j  and  one  of 
them  is  fat,  and  grows  old  :  God  help  the  while  ! 
a  had  world,  I  say  !  I  would;  I  were  a  weaver  j  I 
could  sing  psalms  or  any  thing:  A  plague  of  all 
cowards,  I  say  still. 

P.  Hen.  How  now,  wool-sack  ?  what  mutter  you  ? 
FaL  A  king's  son  !  If  I  do  not  beat  thee  out  of 
thy  kingdom  with  a  dagger  of  lath,  and  drive  all 
thy  subjects  afore  thee  like  a  flock  of  wild  geese,  I'll 
never  wear  hair  on  my  face  more.  You  prince  of 
Wales ! 

P.  Hen.    Why,    you    whoreson   round   man  ! 
what's  the  matter  ? 

FaL  Are  you  not  a  coward:  answer  me  to  that ; 
and  Poins  there  ? 

Poiu.s.  'Zounds,  ye  fat.  paunch,  an  ye  call  me 
coward,  I'll  stab  thee. 

FaL  I  call  thee  coward  !  I'll  see  thee  damned  ere 
I  call  thee  coward  :  but  I  would  give  a  thousand 
pound,  I  could  run  as  fast  as  thou  canst.  You  are 
straight  enough  in  the  shoulders,  yon  care  not  who 
sees  your  back:  Call  you  that  backing  of  your 
friends?  A  plague  upon  such  backing!  give  me 
them  that  will  face  me. — -Give  me  a  cup  of  sack; — 
I  am  a  rogue,  if  I  drunk  to-day. 

l\  lien.  O  villain !  thy  lips  are  scarce  wiped  since 
thoj  drunk'st  last. 

l'al.  All's  one  for  that.     A  plague  of  all  cow- 
ards, still  say  I.  [He  annks. 
l\  Ben,  What's  the  matter? 
FaL  What's  the  matter?  there  be  four  of  us  here 
haui  ta'en  a  thousand  pound  this  morning. 
P.  He?,.  Where  is  it,  Jack?  where  is  it? 
FaL  Where  is  it  ?    taken  from  us  it  is  :  a  hun- 
dred upon  poor  four  of  us. 

Y    3 
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P.  Hen.  What,  a  hundred,  man? 

Fal.  I  am  a  rogue,  if  I  were  not  at  half-sword 
with  a  dozen  of  them  two  hours  together.  I  have 
'scap'd  by  miracle.  I  am  eight  times  thrust  through 
the  doublet  ;  four,  through  the  hose  ;  my  buckler 
cut  through  and  through ;  my  sword  hacked  like  a 
hand- saw,  ccce  signmri.  I  never  dealt  better  since 
I  was  a  man  ;  all  would  not  do.  A  plague  of  all 
cowards ! — Let  them  speak  :  if  they  speak  more  or 
less  than  truth,  they  are  villains,  and  the  sons  of 
darkness. 

P.  Hen.  Speak,  sirs  ;  how  was  it? 

Gads.  We  four  set  upon  some  dozen, • 

FaL  Sixteen,  at  least,  my  lord. 

Gaas\  And  bound  them. 

.Veto.  No,  no,  they  were  not  bound. 

Tat  You  rogue,  they  were  bound,  every  mdn 
of  them;  or  1  am  a  Jew  else,  an  Ebrcw  Jew. 

Qads,  As  we  were  sharing,  some  six  or  seven 
fresh  men  set  upon  us, 

Fal.  And  unbound  the  rest,  and  then  come  in 
the  other. 

1}.  Hen.  What,  fought  ye  with  them  all  ? 

Fal.  All  }  I  know  not  what  ye  call,  all  -,  but  if 
J  fought  not  with  fifty  of  them,  I  am  a  bunch  of 
radish  :  if  there  were  not  two  or  three  and  fifty 
upon  poor  old  Jack,  then  I  am  no  two-legged  erea* 
ture. 

Pains.  Pray  God,  you  have  not  murdered  some 
of  them. 

./  uL  Nay,  that's  past  praying  for :  for  1  have  pep- 
pered two  of  them  t  two,  I  am  sure,  1  have  paid; 
two  rogues  in  buckram  suits.  I  tell  thee  what, 
I  la], — if  I  tell  thee  a  lie,  spit  in  my  face,  call  me 
horse.  Thou  knowest  my  old  ward  ;—  here  1  lay, 
and  thus  I  bore  my  point.  Four  rogues  in  buck- 
ram let  drive  at  me, — — 
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P.  Hen.  What,  four?  thou  said'st  but  two,  even 
now. 

Ftl.  Four,  Hal  $   I  told  thee  four. 

Poins.  Ay,  ay,  he  said  four. 

fat.  These  four  came  all  a-front,  and  mainly 
thrust  at  me.  I  made  me  no  more  ado,  but  took 
all  their  seven  points  in  my  target,  thus. 

P.  Men.  Seven  ?  why,  there  were  but  four,  even 
.now. 

Fal.  In  buckram. 

Poins.  Ay,  four,  in  buckram  suits. 

Fal.  Seven,  by  these  h  fits,  or  I  am  a  villain  else. 

P.  Hen.  lYythee,  let  him  alone;  we  shall  have 
more  anon. 

Fal.  Dost  thou  hear  me,  Hal  ? 

P.  Hen.  Ay,  and  mark  thee  too,  Jack. 

Fal.  Do  so,  for  it  is  worth  the  listening  to. 
These  nine  in  buckram,  that  I  told  thee  of, ■ 

P.  lien.  So,  two  more  already. 

Fal.  Their  points  being- broken, 

Point.  Down  fell  their  hose. 

Fal.  Began  to  give  me  ground  :  But  I  followed 
me  close,  came  in  foot  and  hand*  and,  with  a 
thought,  seven  of  the  eleven  I  paid. 

P.  Hen.  O  monstrous  !  eleven  buckram  men 
grown  out  of  two  \ 

Fal.  But,  as  the  devil  would  have  it,  three  mis- 
begotten knaves,  in  Kendal 5  green,  came  at  rny 
back,  and  let  drive  at  me  5 — for  it  was  so  dark,  Hal, 
that  thou  could' st  not  see  thy  hand. 

P.  Hen.  These  lies  are  like  the  father  that  be- 
gets them  3  gross  as  a  mountain,  open,  palpable. 
Why,  thou  clay-brained  guts  ;  thou  knotty-pated 
fool ;  thou  whoreson,  obscene,  greasy  tallow- 
keech/' 

5  A  town  in  Westmoreland  famous  for  making  cloth* 
6  A  round  lump  of  fat. 
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FaL  What,  art  thou  mad  ?  art  thou  mad  ?  is 
not  the  truth,  the  truth  ? 

P.  Hen.  Why,  how  could' t  thou  know  these  men 
in  Kendal  green,  when  it  was  so  dark  thou  could'st 
not  see  thy  hand  ?  come  tell  us  your  reason;  What 
sayest  thou  to  this  ? 

Poins.  Come,  your  reason,  Jack,  your  reason. 
FaL  What,  upon  compulsion  ?  No  ;  were  I  at 
the  strappado,  or  all  the  racks  in  the  world,  i  would 
not  tell  you  on  compulsion.  Give  you  a  reason  on 
compulsion  !  if  reasons  were  as  plenty  as  black- 
berries, I  would  give  no  man  a  reason  upon  com- 
pulsion, L 

P.  Hen.  I'll  be  no  longer  guilty  of  this  sin;  this 
sanguine  coward,  this  bed-presser,  this  horse-back- 
breaker,   this  huge  hill  of  flesh  \ 

FaL  Away,  you  starveling,  you  elf-skin,  you 
dried  neats-tongue,  bull's  pizzle,  you  stock-fish, — 
O,  for  breath  to  utter  what  is  like  thee! — you  tai- 
lor's yard,  you  sheath,  you  bow-case,  you  vile  stand- 
ing tuck  ; 

P.  Hen.  Well,  breathe  awhile,  and  then  to   it 
again  :   and  when  thou  hast  tired  thyself  in  base 
comparisons,  hear  me  speak  but  this. 
Puins.  Mark,  Jack. 
P.  Hen.  We  two  saw  you  four  set  on  four j  you 

bound  them,  and  were  masters  of  their  wealth. 

Mark  now,  how  plain  a  tale  shall  put  you  down. — 
Then  did  we  two  set  on  you  four ;  and,  with  a  word, 
out-faced  you  from  your  prize,  and  have  it;  yea, 
and  can  show  it  you  here  in  the  house  : — and,  Fal- 
starT,  you  carried  your  guts  away  as  nimbly,  with 
as  quick  dexterity,  and  roared  for  mercy,  and  still 
ran  and  roared,  as  ever  I  heard  bull-calf.  What  a 
slave  art  thou,  to  hack  thy  sword  as  thou  hast  done ; 
and  then  say,  it  was  in  fight?  What  trick,  what 
device,  what  starting-hole,  canst  thou  now  find 
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out,  to  hide  thee  from  this  open  and  apparent 
shame  ? 

Foins.  Come,  let's  hear,  Jack ;  What  trick  hast 
thou  now  ? 

FaL  By  the  Lord,  I  knew  ye,  as  well  as  he  that 
made  ye.  Why,  hear  ye,  my  masters  :  Was  it  for 
me  to  kill  the  heir  apparent?  Should  I  turn  upon 
the  true  prince  ?  Why,  thou  knowest,  I  am  as  valiant 
as  Hercules  :  but  beware  instinct ;  the  lion  will  not 
touch  the  true  prince.  Instinct  is  a  great  matter ; 
I  was  a  coward  on  instinct.  I  shall  ihink  the  bet- 
ter of  myself  and  thee,  during  my  life ;  I,  for  a 
valiant  lion,  and  thou  for  a  true  prince.     But,  by 

the  Lord,  lads,  I  am  glad  you  have  the  money. 

Hostess,  clap  to  the  doors ;  watch  to-night,  pray 
to-morrow. — Gallants,  lads,  boys,  hearts  of  gold, 
All  the  titles  of  good  fellowship  come  to  you  ! 
What,  shall  we  be  merry  ?  shall  we  have  a  play  ex- 
tempore ? 

F.  Hen.  Content} — and  the  argument  shall  be, 
thy  running  away. 

FaL  Ah  !  no  more  of  that,  Hal,  an  thou  loves t 
me. 

Enter  Hostess. 
Host.  My  lord  the  prince,- 


P.  Hen.  How  now,  my  lady  the  hostess  ?  what 
say'st  thou  to  me  ? 

Host.  Marry,  my  lord,  there  is  a  nobleman  of 
the  court  at  door,  would  speak  with  you  :  he  says, 
he  comes  from  your  father. 

P.  Hen.  Give  him  as  much  as  will  make  him  a 
royal  man,  and  send  him  back  again  to  my  mother. 

FaL  What  manner  of  man  is  he  ? 

Host.  An  old  man. 

FaL  What  doth  gravity  out  of  his  bed  at  mid- 
night ? — Shall  I  give  him  his  answer  * 
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P.  Hen.  Pr'ythee,  do,  Jack. 

Fal.  'Faith,  and  I'll  send  him  packing.     [Exit. 

P.  Hen.  Now,  sirs ;  by'r  lady,  you  fought  fair 5 — 
so  did  you,  Peto  3 — so  did  you,  Bardolph  :  you  are 
lions  too,  you  ran  away  upon  instinct,  you  will  not 
touch  the  true  prince  3  no, — fye  ! 

Bard.  'Faith,  I  ran  when  I  saw  others  run. 

P.  lien.  Tell  me  now  in  earnest,  How  came  Fal- 
staff's  sword  so  hacked  ? 

Peto.  Why,  he  hacked  it  with  his  dagger;  and 
said,  he  would  swear  truth  out  of  England,  but  he 
would  make  you  believe  it  was  done  in  fight  5  and 
persuaded  us  to  do  the  like. 

Batd.  Yea,  and  to  tickle  our  noses  with  spear- 
grass,  to  make  them  bleed  ;  and  then  to  beslubber 
our  garments  with  it,  and  to  swear  it  was  the  blood 
of  true  men.  I  did  that  I  did  not  this  seven 
year  before,  I  blushed  to  hear  his  monstrous  de- 
vices. 

P.  Hen.  O  villain,  thou  stolest  a  enp  of  sack 
eighteen  years  ago,  and  wert  taken  with  the  man- 
ner,7 and  ever  since  thou  hast  blushed  extempore : 
Thou  hadst  fire  and  sword  on  thy  side,  and  yet 
thou  ran'st  away  j  What  instinct  hast  thou  for  it? 

Bard.  My  lord,  do  you  see  these  meteors  f  do 
you  behold  these  exhalations  ? 

P.  Hen.  I  do. 

Bard,  What  think  you  they  portend  ? 

P.  Hen.  Hot  livers  and  cold  purses.8 

Bard.  Choler,  my  lord,  if  rightly  taken. 

P.  Hen.  No,  if  rightly  taken,  halter. 

Re-enter  Falstaff. 

Here  comes  lean  Jack,    here  comes  bare-bone. 
How  now,  my  sweet  creature  of  bombast?'^  How 

7  In  the  fact.  8  Drunkenness  and  poverty. 

9  Bombast  is  the  stuffing  of  clothes* 
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long  is't  ago,  Jack,  since  thou  sawest  thine  own 
knee  ? 

VaL  My  own  knee  ?  when  I  was  about  thy  years, 
Hal,  I  was  not  an  eagle's  talon  in  the  waist;  I 
could  have  crept  into  any  alderman's  thumb-ring: 
A  plague  of  sighing  and  grief!  it  blows  a  man  up 
like  a  bladder.  There's  villainous  news  abroad  : 
here  was  sir  John  Bracy  from  your  father ;  you 
must  to  the  court  in  the  morning.  That  same  mad 
fellow  of  the  north,  Percy;  and  he  of  Wales,  that 
gave  Amaimon1  the  bastinado,  and  made  Lucifer 
cuckold,  and  swore  the  devil  his  true  liegeman 
upon  the  cross  of  a  Welsh  hook, — What,  a  plague, 
call  you  him  ? 

Pains.  O,  Glendower. 

Pal.  Owen,  Owen ;  the  same ; — and  his  son-in- 
law,  Mortimer;  and  old  Northumberland  *  and 
that  sprightly  Scot  of  Scots,  Douglas,  that  runs 
o'horseback  up  a  hill  perpendicular. 

P.  lien.  He  that  rides  at  high  speed,  and  with 
his  pistol  kills  a  sparrow  flying.    . 

Pal,  You  have  hit  it. 

P.  Hen.  So  did  he  never  the  sparrow. 

Pal.  Well,  that  rascal  hath  good  mettle  in  him'; 
he  will  not  run. 

P.  Hen,  Why,  what  a  rascal  art  thou  then,  to 
praise  him  so  for  running  ? 

Pal.  O'horseback,  ye  cuckoo!  but,  afoot,  he  will 
not  budge  a  foot. 

P.  Hen.  Yes,  Jack,  upon  instinct. 

I'al.  I  grant  ye,  upon  instinct.  Well,  he  is  there 
too,  and  one  Mordake,  and  a  thousand  blue-caps * 
more:  Worcester  is  stolen  away  to-night;  thy 
father's   beard  is  turned  white  with  the  news  ; 

1  A  dcemon  ;  who  is  described  as  one  of  the  four  kings, 
who  rute'over  all  the  daemons  in  the  world. 
%  Scotsmen  in  blue  bonnets. 
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you  may  buy   land   now   as   cheap   as  stinking 
mackarel. 

P.  Hen.  Why  then,  'tis  like,  if  there  come  a  hot 
June,  and  this  civil  buffeting  hold,  we  shall  buy 
maidenheads  as  they  buy  hob-  nails,  by  the  hun- 
dreds. 

Fa/.  By  the  mass,  lad,  thou  sayest  true;  it  is 
like,  we  shall  have  good  trading  that  way. — But, 
tell  me,  Hal,  art  thou  not  horribly  afeard  ?  thou 
being  heir  apparent,  could  the  world  pick  thee  out 
three  such  enemies  again,  as  that  fiend  Douglas, 
that  spirit  Percy,  and  that  devil  Glendower  ?  Art 
thou  not  horribly  afraid  ?  doth  not  thy  blood  thrill 
at  it? 

I\  Hen,  Not  a  whit,  i'faithj  1  lack  some  of  thy 
instinct. 

"fat.  Well,  thou  wilt  be  horribly  chid  to-mor- 
row, when  thou  comest  to  thy  father:  if  thou  love 
me,  practise  an  answer. 

P.  Hen.  Do  thou  stand  for  my  father,  and  exa- 
mine me  upon  the  particulars  of  my  life. 

Pal.  Shall  I  r  content: — This  chair  shall  be  my 
state,3  this  dagger  my  scepter,  and  this  cushion  my 
crown. 

P.  Hen.  Thy  state  is  taken  for  a  joint-stool,  thy 
golden  scepter  for  a  leaden  dagger,  and  thy  precious 
rich  crown,  for  a  pitiful  bald  crown  ! 

Fat.  Well,  an  the  fire  of  grace  be  not  quite  out 
of  the£,  now  shalt  thou  be  moved. — Give  me  a  cup 
of  sack,  to  make  mine  eyes  look  red,  that  it  may 
be  thought  I  have  wept ;  for  I  must  speak  in  pas- 
sion, and  I  will  do  it  in  king  Cambyses'*  vein. 
P.  Hen.  Well,  here  is  my  leg.5 

l  Chair  of  State. 

*  A  character  in  a  Tragedy  by  T.  Preston,  i5wo, 

$  Obeisance. 

4 
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FaL  And  here  is  my  speech  : — Stand  aside,  no- 
bility. 

Most.  This  is  excellent  sport,  i'faith. 

FaL  Weep  not,  sweet  queen,  for  trickling  tears 
are  vain. 

Host.  O,  the  father,  how  he  holds  his  counter 
nance ! 

FaL  For  God's  sake,  lords,  convey  my  tristful5 
queen, 
For  tears  do  stop  the  flood-gates  of  her  eyes. 

Host.  O  rare !  he  doth  it  as  like  one  of  these 
harlotry  players,  as  I  ever  see. 

FaL  Peace,  good  pint-pot  ;  peace,  good  tickle- 
brain." — Harry,  I  do  not  only  marvel  where  thou 
spendest  thy  time,  but  also  how  thou  art  accom- 
panied :  for  though  the  camomile,  the  more  it 
is  trodden  on,  the  faster  it  grows,  yet  youth,  the 
more  it  is  wasted,  the  sooner  it  wears.  That  thou 
art  my  son,  1  have  partly  thy  mother's  word,  partly 
my  own  opinion 5  but  chiefly,  a  villainous  trick  of 
thine  eye,  and  a  foolish  hanging  of  thy  nether  lip, 
that  doth  warrant  me.  If  then  thou  be  son  to  me, 
here  lies  the  point ; — Why,  being  son  to  me,  art 
thou  so  pointed  at  ?  Shall  the  blessed  sun  of  heaven 
prove  a  micher,8  and  eat  blackberries  ?  a  question 
not  to  be  asked.  Shall  the  son  of  England  prove  a 
thief,  and  take  purses?  a  question  to  be  asked. 
There  is  a  thing,  Harry,  which  thou  hast  often 
heard  of,  and  it  is  known  to  many  in  our  land  by 
the  name  of  pitch :  this  pitch,  as  ancient  writers 
do  report,  doth  defile  5  so  doth  the  company  thou 
keepest:  for,  Harry,  now  I  do  not  speak  to  thee  in 
drink,  but  in  tears ;  not  in  pleasure,  but  in  passion  5 
not  in  words  only,  but  in  woes  also : — And  yet  there 

vol.  iv.  Z  . 

'  Sorrowful ,  7  Name  of  a  strong  liquor. 

*  A  truant  boy. 
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is  a  virtuous  man,  whom  I  have  often  noted  in  thy. 
company,  but  I  know  not  his  name. 

P,  Hen.  What  manner  of  man,  an  it  like  your 
majesty  ? 

Fat.  A  good  portly  man,  i'faith,  and  a  corpu- 
lent; of  a  cheerful  look,,  a  pleasing  eye,  and  a 
most  noble  carriage;  and,  as  I  think,  his  age 
gome  fifty,  or,  by'r-lady,  inclining  to  threescore- 
and  now  I  remember  me,  his  name  is  Falstaff :  if 
that  man  should  be  lewdly  given,  he  deceiveth  me; 
for,  Harry,  I  see  virtue  in  his  looks.  If  then  the 
tree  maybe  known  by  the  fruit,  as  the  fruit  by  the 
tree,  then,  peremptorily  I  speak  it,  there  is  virtue 
in  that  Falstaff:  him  keep  with,  the  rest  banish. 
And  tell  me  now,  thou  naughty  varlet,  tell  me, 
where  hast  thou  been  this  month  ? 

P.  Hen*  Dost  thou  speak  like  a  king  ?  Do  thou 
stand  for  me,  and  I'll  play  my  father. 

I'd.  Depose  me?  if  thou  dost  it  half  so  gravely, 
so  majestically,  both  in  word  and  matter,  hang  me 
tip  by  the  heels  for  a  rabbet-sucker,9.or  a  poulter's 
hare. 

1\  Hen.  Well,  here  I  am  set. 

Fal.  And  here  I  stand  ■: — judge,  my  masters. 

P.  Hen.  Now,  Harry?  whence  come  you  ? 

Fal.  My  noble  lord,  from  Eastcheap. 

P.  lien.  The  complaints  I  hear  of  thee  are 
grievous. 

Fal.  'Sblood,  my  lord,  they  are  false  : — nay,  I'll 
tickle  ye  for  a  young  prince,  i'faith. 

P.  Hen.  Swearest  thou,  ungracious  boy?  hence- 
forth ne'er  look  on  me.  Thou  art  violently  car- 
ried away  from  grace :  there  is  a  devil  haunts  thee, 
in  the  likeness  of  a  fat  old  man  :  a  tun  of  man  is 
thy  companion.     Why  dost  thou  converse  with 

5>  A  young  rabbet. 
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that  trunk  of  humours,  that  bolting-hutch1  of 
beastliness,  that  swoln  parcel  of  dropsies,  that 
huge  bombard2  of  sack,  that  stuffed  cloak-bag  of 
guts,  that  roasted  Manningtree*  ox  with  the 
pudding  in  his  belly,  that  reverend  vice,  that  grey 
iniquity,  that  father  ruffian,  that  vanity  in  years? 
Wherein  is  he  good,  but  to  taste  sack  and  drink 
jt?  wherein  neat  and  cleanly,  but  to  carve  a  capon 
and  eat  it  ?  wherein  cunning,  but  in  craft  ?  where- 
in crafty,  but  in  villainy?  wherein  villainous,  but 
in  all  things?  wherein  worthy,  but  in  nothing? 

FaL  1  would,  your  grace  would  take  me  with 
you  34  .Whom  means  your  grace? 

P.  Hen.  That  villainous  abominable  misleader 
of  youth,  FalstafF,  that  old  white-bearded  Satan. 

FaL  My  lord,  the  man  I  know. 

P.  Hen.  I  know,  thou  dost. 

Fal.  But  to  say,  I  know  more  harm  in  him 
than  in  myself,  were  to  say  more  than  I  know. 
That  he  is  old,  (the  more  the  pity,)  his  white 
hairs  do  witness  it :  but  that  he  is  (saving  your 
reverence,)  a  whoremaster,  that  I  utterly  deny. 
If  sack  and  sugar  be  a  fault,  God  help  the  wicked ! 
If  to  be  old  and  merry  be  a  sin,  then  many  an  old 
host  that  I  know,  is  damned :  if  to  be  fat  be  to  be 
hated,  then  Pharaoh's  lean  kine  are  to  be  loved. 
No,  my  good  lord;  banish  Peto,  banish  Bardolph, 
banish  Poins :  but  for  sweet  Jack  FalstafF,  kind 
Jack  FalstafF,  tr*ie  Jack  FalstafF,  valiant  Jack  Fal- 
stafF, and  therefore  more  valiant,  being  as  he  is,  old 
Jack  FalstafF,  banish  not  him  thy  Harry's  com- 
pany 5  banish  plump  Jack,  and  banish  all  the  world. 

Z  2 

1  The  machine  which  separates  flour  from  bran. 
2  A  leather  black  jack  to  hold  beer. 
S  In  Essex,  where  a  large  ox  was  roasted  whole. 
'4  Go  no  faster  than  I  can  follow. 
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P.  He??.  I  do,  I  will.  \_A  knocking  heard. 

[Exeunt  Hostess,  Francis,  and  Bah dolpb. 

He-enter  Baiidolpii,  funning. 

Bard.  O,  my  lord,  my  lord;  the  sheriff,  with  a 
jnost  monstrous  watch,  is  at  the  door. 

fal.  Out,  you  rogue !  play  out  the  play  :  I  have 
much  to  say  in  the  behalf  of  that  Falstaff. 

Re-enter  Hostess,   hastih 

Host.  O  Jesu,  my  lord,  my  lord  ! 

Fat.  Heigh,  heigh  !  the  devil  rides  upon  a  fid- 
.die-stick  :  What's  the  matter  ? 

Host.  The  sheriff  and  all  the  watch  are  at  the 
door:  they  are  come  to  search  the  house ;  Shall  I 
let  them  in  ? 

Fa  I.  Dost  thou  hear,  Hal  ?  never  call  a  true 
piece  of  gold,  a  counterfeit :  thou  art  essentially 
mad,  without  seeming  so. 

P.  Hen.  And  thou  a  natural  coward,  without 
instinct. 

Fal.  I  deny  your  major :  if  you  will  deny  the 
sheriff,  so;  if  not,  let  him  enter  :  if  I  become  not 
a  cart  as  well  as  another  man,  a  plague  on  my 
bringing  up !  I  hope,  I  shall  as  soon  be  strangled 
with  a  halter,  as  another. 

P.  Hen.  Go,  hide  thee  behind  the  arras  ;5 — the 
rest  walk  up  above.  Now,  my  masters,  for  a  true 
face,  and  good  conscience. 

Fal.  Both  which  I  have  had :  but  their  date  is 
out,  and  therefore  1*11  hide  me. 

[Exeunt  all  but  the  Prince  and  Pojns. 

P.  Hen.  Call  in  the  sheriff. 

5  Tapestry. 
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Enter  Sheriff  and  Carrier. 

Now,  master  sheriff;  what's  your  will  with  me? 

Sher.  First,  pardon  me,  my  lord.     A  hue  and 
cry 
Hath  follow'd  certain  men  unto  this  house. 

P.  Hen.  What  men  ? 

Sheh  One  of  them  is  well  known,  my  gracious 
lord , 
A  gross  fat  man. 

Car.  As  fat  as  butter. 

P.  Hen.  The  man,  I  do  assure  you,  is  not  here- 
For  I  myself  at  this  time  have  employ'd  him. 
And,  sheriff,  I  will  engage  my  word  to  thee, 
That  I  will,  by  to-morrow  dinner-time, 
Send  him  to  answer  thee,  or  any  man, 
For  any  thing  he  shall  be  charg'd  withal  : 
And  so  let  me  entreat  you  leave  the  house. 

Sher.  I  will,  my  lord:  There  are  two  gentlemen 
Have  in  this  robbery  lost  three  hundred  marks. 

P.  Hen.  It  may  be  so  :  if  he  have  robb'd  these 
men, 
He  shall  be  answerable ;  and  so,  farewell. 

Sher.  Good  night,  my  noble  lord. 

P.  Hen.    I  thinly  it  is  good  morrow;  Is  it  not? 

Sfier.  Indeed,  my  lord,  I  think  it  be  two  o'clock. 
[Exeunt  Sheriff  and  Carrier. 

P.  lien.  This  oily  rascal  is  known  as  well  as 
Paul's.6     Go,  call  him  forth. 

Pains.  Falstaff ! — fast  asleep  behind  the  arras, 
and  snorting  like  a  horse. 

P.  Hen.  Hark,  how  hard  he  fetches  breath  : 
Search  his  pockets.  [PpiNS  wfch'et.']  What  hast 
thou  found  ? 

7.  3 

f  St.  Paul's  cathedral . 
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Poms.  Nothing  but  papers,  my  lord. 

P.  Hen.  Let's  see  what  they  be :  read  them.  * 

Poms.  Item,  A  capon,  2s.  (2d. 
Item,  Sauce,  4d. 
Item,  Sack,  two  gallons,  5s.  Sd. 
Item,  Anchovies,  and  sack  after  supper,  2s.  6d. 
Item,  Bread,  a  halfpenny. 

P.  Hen.  O  monstrous!  but  one  half-pennyworth 
of  bread  to  this  intolerable  deal  of  sack! — What 
there  is  else,  keep  close ;  we'll  read  it  at  more  ad- 
vantage :  there  let  him  sleep  till  day.  I'll  to  the 
court  in  the  morning :  we  must  all  to  the  wars, 
and  thy  place  shall  be  honourable.  I'll  procure 
this  fat  rogue  a  charge  of  foot  j  and,  I  know,  his 
death  will  be  a  march  of  twelve-score.  The  money 
shall  be  paid  back  again  with  advantage.  Be  with 
me  betimes  in  the  morning  j  and  so  good  morrow, 
Poins. 

Poins.  Good  morrow,  good  my  lord.     [Exeunt. 

ACT  III. 

SCENE  I.    Bangor.   A  P^oom  in  the  Archdeacon* s 
House. 

Enter  Hotspur,  Worcester,  Mortimer,  and 
Glen  dower. 

Mort.  These  promises  are  fair,  the  parties  sure, 
And  our  induction7  full  of  prosperous  hope. 

Hot .  Lord  Mortimer, — and  cousin  Glendower, — 

Will  you  sit  down  ? 

And,  uncle  Worcester: — A  plague  upon  it ! 
I  have  forgot  the  map. 

Gtend.  No,  here  it  is. 

Sit,  cousin  Percy;  sit,  good  cousin  Hotspur  ; 
1  or  by  that  name  as  oft  as  Lancaster 

7  Beginning. 
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Doth  speak  of  you,  his  cheek  looks  pale ;  and, 

with 
A  rising  sigh,  he  wisheth  you  in  heaven. 

Hot.  And  you  in  hell,  as  often  as  he  hears 
Owen  Glendower  spoke  of, 

Qleni.  I  cannot  blame  him  :  at  my  nativity, 
The  front  of  heaven  was  full  of  fiery  shapes, 
Of  burning  cressets  y'  and,  at  my  birth, 
The  frame  and  huge  foundation  of  the  earth 
Shak'd  like  a  coward. 

Hot.  Why,  so  it  would  have  done 

At  the  same  season,  if  your  mother's  cat  had 
But  kitten'd,  though  yourself  had  ne'er  been  born. 

Glend.  I  say,  the  earth  did  shake  when  I  was 
born. 

Hot.  And  I  say,  the  earth  was  not  of  my  mind, 
If  you  suppose,  as  fearing  you  it  shook. 

Glend.  The  heavens  were  all  on  fire,  the  earth 
did  tremble. 

Hot.  O,  then  the  earth  shook  to  see  the  heavens 
on  fire, 
And  not  in  fear  of  your  nativity. 
Diseased  nature  oftentimes  breaks  forth 
In  strange  eruptions  :  oft  the  teeming  earth 
Is  with  a  kind  of  coiick  pinch'd  and  vex'd 
By  the  imprisoning  of  unruly  wind 
Within    her    womb  3    which,    for    enlargement 

striving, 
Shakes  the  old  beldame  earth, .  and  topples9  down 
Steeples,  and  moss-grown  towers.     At  your  birth, 
Our  grandam  earth,  having  this  distemperature, 
In  passion  shook. 

Glend.  Cousin,  of  many  men 

I  do  not  bear  these  crossings.     Give  me  leave 

8  Lights  set  cross  ways  upon  beacons,  and  also  upon 
polei7  which  were  used  in  processions,  &c, 
9  Tumbles. 
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To  tell  you  once  again, — that  at  my  birth, 
The  front  of  heaven  was  full  of  fiery  shapes  ; 
The  goats  ran  from  the  mountains,  and  the  herds 
Were  strangely  clamorous  to  the  frighted  fields. 
These  signs  have  mark'd  me  extraordinary  $ 
And  all  the  courses  of  my  life  do  show, 
I  am  not  in  the  roll  of  common  men. 
Where  is  he  living, — clipp'd  in  with  the  sea. 
That   chides   the   banks   of    England,    Scotland/ 

Wales, 

Which  calls  me  pupil,  or  hath  read  t©  me  ? 
And  bring  him  out,  that  is  but  woman's  son, 
Can  trace  me  in  the  tedious  ways  of  art, 
And  hold  me  pace  in  deep  experiments. 

Hot.  I  think,  there  is   no  man  speaks  better 

Welsh:- 

I  will  to  dinner. 

Mori.  Peace,  cousin  Percy  5  you  will  make  him 

mad. 
Glcnd.  I  can  call  spirits  from  the  vasty  deep^ 
Hot,  Why,  so  can  1 5  or  so  can  any  man : 
Eat  will  they  come,  when  you  do  call  for  them? 
Gfffid.  Why,  I  can  teach  you,  cousin,  to  com- 
mand 
The  devil. 

Hot.    And  I  can  teach  thee,  coz,  to  shame  the 

devil, 

By  telling  truth:  Tell  truth,  and  shame  the  devil. — 

''  }f  thou  have  power  to  raise  him,  bring  him  hither, 

And  I'll  be  sworn,  I  have  power  to  shame  him 

hence. 
O,  while  you  live,  tell  truth,  and  shame  the  devil. 

jylurt.  Come,  come,' 
No  more  of  this  unprofitable  chat. 
.  Clc/iti.  Three  times  hath  Henry  Bolingbroke 
male  head 
lost  my  power :  'thrice  from  the  banks  of  V 
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And  sandy-bottom'd  Severn,  have  I  sent  him, 
Bootless !  home,  and  weather-beaten  back. 

Hot.  Home  without  boots,  and  in  foul  weather 
too  ! 
How  'scapes  he  agues,  in  the  devil's  name  ? 
Glend.  Come,  here's  the  map  3   Shall  we  divide 
our  right, 
According  to  our  three-fold  order  ta'en  ? 
Mart.  The  archdeacon  hath  divided  it 
Into  three  limits,  very  equally  : 
England,  from  Trent  and  Severn  hitherto, 
By  south  and  east,  is  to  my  part  assign'd  : 
All  westward,  Wales  beyond  the  Severn  shore^ 
And  all  the  fertile  land  within  that  bound, 
To  Owen  Glendower  : — and,  dear  coz,  to  you 
The  remnant  northward,  lying  off  from  Trent, 
And  our  indentures  tripartite2  are  drawn: 
Which  being  sealed  interchangeably, 
(A  business  that  this  night  may  execute,) 
To-morrow,  cousin  Percy,  you,  and  I, 
And  my  good  lord  of  Worcester,  will  set  forth, 
To  meet  your  father,  and  the  Scottish  power,3 
As  is  appointed  us,  at  Shrewsbury. 
My  father  Glendower  is  not  ready  yet, 
Nor  shall  we  need  his  help  these  fourteen  days  : — 
Within  that  space,  [To  Glend.]  you  may  have 

drawn  together 
Your  tenants,  friends,  and  neighbouring  gentle- 
men. 
Glend.  A  shorter  time  shall  send  me  to  you, 
lords, 
And  in  my  conduct  shall  your  ladies  come : 
From  whom  you  now  must  steal,  and  take  no 

leave ; 
For  there  will  be  a  world  of  water  shed, 
Upon  the  parting  of  your  wives  and  you. 
1  Unsuccessful.        a  Three  copies.        3  Force- 
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Hot.  Methinks,  my  moiety/  north  from  Burton 
here, 
Jn  quantity  equals  not  one  of  yours  : 
See,  how  this  river  comes  me  cranking  in, 
And  cuts  me,  from  the  best  of  all  my  land, 
A  huge  half  moon,  a  monstrous  cantle^out. 
I'll  have  the  current  in  this  place  damm'd  up  ; 
And  here  the  smug  and  silver  Trent  shall  run,, 
In  a  new  channel,  fair  and  evenly : 
It  shall  not  wind  with  such  a  deep  indent, 
To  rob  me  of  so  rich  a  bottom  here. 

Glend.  Not  wind?  it  shall,  it  must >  you  see, 
it  doth. 

Mort.  Yea, 
But  mark,  how  he  bears  his  course,  and  runs  me 

With  like  advantage  on  the  other  side  ; 
Gelding6  the  opposed  continent  as  much, 
As  on  the  other  side  it  takes  from  you. 

Wor.  Yea,  but  a  little  charge  will  trench  him 
here, 
And  on  this  north  side  win  this  cape  of  land  -7 
And  then  he  runs  straight  and  even. 

Hot.  I'll  have  it  so  :  a  little  charge  will  do  it. 

Glend.  I  will  not  have  it  alter'd. 

Hot.  Will  not  you  ? 

Glend.  No,  nor  you  shall  not. 

Hot.  Who  shall  say  me  nay  ? 

Glend.  Why,  that  will  I. 

Hot.  Let  me  not  understand  you  then, 

Speak  it  in  Welsh. 

Glend.  I  can  speak  English,  lord,  as  well  as  you; 
For  I  was  train'd  up  in  the  English  court : 
Where,  being  but  young,  I  framed  to  the  harp 
Many  an  English  ditty,  lovely  well, 
And  gave  the  tongue  a  helpful  ornament ; 
*  Part.  s  Comer.  6  Cutting. 
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A  virtue  that  was  never  seen  in  you. 

Hoi .   Marry,  and  I'm  glad  of  it  with  all  my 
heart ; 
I  had  rather  be  a  kitten,  -and  cry — mew, 
Than  one  of  these  same  metre  ballad-mongers  : 
I  had  rather  hear  a  brazen  canstick7  turn'd, 
Or  a  dry  wheel  grate  on  an  axle-tree ; 
And  that  would  set  my  teeth  nothing  on  edge. 
Nothing  so  much  as  mincing  poetry  5 
Tis  like  the  forc'd  gait  of  a  shuffling  nag. 

Glend.  Come,  you  shall  have  Trent  turn'd. 

Hot.  I  do  not  care :  I'll  give  thrice  so  much  land 
To  any  well-deserving  friend ; 
But,  in  the  way  of  bargain,  mark  ye  me, 
I'll  cavil  on  the  ninth  part  of  a  hair. 
Are  the  indentures  drawn  ?  shall  we  be  gone  ? 

Glend.  The  moon  shines  fair,  you  may  away  by 


night.: 


I'll  haste  the  writer,8  and,  withal, 
Breaks  with  your  wives  of  your  departure  hence: 
I  am  afraid,  my  daughter  will  run  mad, 
So  much  she  doteth  on  her  Mortimer.  [Exit. 

Mart.  Fye,  cousin  Percy!  how  you  cross  my 

father ! 
Hot.  I  cannot  choose  :  sometimes  he  angers  me, 
With  telling  me  of  the  moldwarp1  and  the  ant, 
Of  the  dreamer  Merlin  and  his  prophecies  5 
And  of  a  dragon  and  a  fmless  fish, 
A  clip-wing'd  griffin,  and  a  moulten  raven, 
A  couching  lion,  and  a  ramping  cat, 
And  such  a  deal  of  skimble-skamble  stuff 
As  puts  me  from  my  faith.     I  tell  you  what, — 
He  held  me,  but  last  night,  at  least  nine  hours, 
'  In  reckoning  up  the  several  devils'  names, 

7  .Candlestick.         8  The  writer  of  the  articles. 
9  Break  the  matter.        l  Male. 
1 
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That  were  his  lackeys:    I  cried,  humph, — and 

well, — go  to, — 
But  mark'd  him  not  a  word.     O,  he's  as  tedious 
As  is  a  tired  horse,  a  railing  wife; 
Worse  than  a  smoky  house  : — I  had  rather  live 
With  cheese  and  garlick,  in  a  windmill,  far. 
Than  feed  on  cates,2  and  have  him  talk  to  me, 
In  any  summer-house  in  Christendom. 

Mort.  In  faith,  he  is  a  worthy  gentleman; 
Exceedingly  well  read,  and  profited 
In  strange  concealments;5  valiant  as  a  lion, 
And  wond'rous  affable;  and  as. bountiful 
As  mines  of  India.     Shall  I  tell  you,  cousin  ? 
He  holds  your  temper  in  a  high  respect, 
And  curbs  himself  even  of  his  natural  scope, 
When  you  do  cross  his  humour;  faith,  he  does: 
I  warrant  you,  that  man  is  not  alive, 
Might  so  have  terrnpted  him  as  you  have  done, 
Without  the  taste  of  danger  and  reproof; 
But  do  not  use  it  oft,  let  me  entreat  you. 

If  or.  In  faith,  my  lord,  you  are  too  wilful- 
blame; 
And  since  your  coming  hither  have  done  enough 
To  put  him  quite  beside  his  patience. 
You  must  needs  learn,  lord,  to  amend  this  fault : 
Though  sometimes  it  show  greatness,  courage, 

blood, 
(And  that's  the  dearest  grace  it  renders  you,) 
Yet  oftentimes  it  doth  present  harsh  rage, 
Defect  of  manners,  want  of  government, 
Pride,  haughtiness,  opinion,  and  disdain : 
The  least  of  which,  haunting  a  nobleman, 
Loseth  men's  hearts ;  and  leaves  behind  a  stain 
Upon  the  beauty  of  all  parts  besides, 
Beguiling  them  of  commendation. 

2  Dainties*  2  Secrets. 
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Hot.  Well,  I  am  school'dj  good  manners  be 
your  speed ! 
Here  come  our  wives,  and  let  us  take  our  leave* 

Re-enter  Glendower,  with  the  Ladies. 

Mart.  This  is  the  deadly  spite  that  angers  me, — - 
My  wife  can  speak  no  English,  I  no  Welsh. 
Glcnd.  My  daughter  weeps  5  she  will  not  part 
with  you, 
She'll  be  a  soldier  too,  she'll  to  the  wars. 

Mort.  Good  father,  tell  her, — that  she,  and  my 
aunt  Percy, 
Shall  follow  in  your  conduct4  speedily. 
[Glen  dower  speaks  to  Ins  Daughter  in  Welsh, 

and  she  answers  him  in  the  same. 
Glend.    She's  desperate  here  5  a  peevish  self- 
will'd  harlotry, 
One  no  persuasion  can  do  good  upon. 

[Lady  M.  speaks  to  Mortimer  in  Welsh. 
Mort.    I    understand   thy   looks :    that  pretty 
Welsh 
Which  thou  pourest  down  from  these   swelling 

heavens, 
I  am  too  perfect  in;  and,  but  for  shame, 
In  such  a  parley  would  I  answer  thee. 

[Lady  M.  speaks, 
I  understand  thy  kisses,  and  thou  mine, 
And  that's  a  feeling  disputation  : 
But  I  will  never  be  a  truant,  love, 
Till  I  have  learn'd  thy  language ;  for  thy  tongue 
Makes  Welsh  as  sweet  as  ditties  highly  penn'd, 
Sung  by  a  fair  queen  in  a  summer's  bower, 
With  ravishing  division,  to  her  lute.* 

Glend.  Nay,,  if  you  melt,  then  will  she  run  mad, 

[Lady  M.  speaks  again. 

VOL.  IV.  A    A 

4  Guard,  escorte,        5  A  compliment  to  queen  Elizabeth* 
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Alort.  O,  I  am  ignorance  itself  in  this* 

Glend.  She  bids  you 
Upon  the  wanton  rushes  lay  you  down, 
And  rest  your  gentle  head  upon  her  lap, 
And  she  will  sing  the  song  that  pleaseth  yon, 
And  on  your  eye-lids  crown  the  god  of  sleep, 
Charming  your  blood  with  pleasing  heaviness ; 
Making  such  difference  'twixt  wake  and  sleep, 
As  is  the  difference  betwixt  day  and  night, 
The  hour  before  the  heavenly-harness'd  team 
Begins  his  golden  progress  in  the  east. 

Mart.    With  all  my  heart  I'll  sit,  and  hear  her 
sing : 
By  that  time  will  our  book,6  I  think,  be  drawn. 

Giendt  Do  so ; 
And  those  musicians  that  shall  play  to  you, 
Hang  in  the  air  a  thousand  leagues  from  hence; 
Yet  straight  they  shall  be  here  :   sit,  and  attend. 

Hot.  Come,  Kate,  thou  art  perfect  in  lying 
flown  :  Come,  quick,  quick  5  that  I  may  lay  my 
head  in  thy  lap. 

Lady  P.  Go,  ye  giddy  goose. 

Glendoweu  speaks  some  Welsh  words, 
and  then  the  Mu&ick  plays. 

Hot.   Now  I  perceive,    the  devil  understands 
Welsh ; 
And  'tis  no  marvel,  he's  so  humorous. 
By'r-lady,  he's  a  good  musician. 

Lady  L\  Then  should  you  be  nothing  but  mu- 
sical ;  for  you  are  altogether  governed  by  humours. 
Lie  still,  ye  thief,  and  hear  the  lady  sing  in  Welsh. 

Hot.  I  had  rather  hear  Lady,  my  brach,7  howl 
in  Irish. 

Lady  P.  Would'st  thou  have  thy  head  broken? 

Hot.  No. 

*  Our  paper  of  conditions.  7  Hound. 
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Lady  P.  Then  be  still. 

Hot.  Neither  ;  'tis  a  woman's  fault. 

Lady  P.  Now  God  help  thee ! 

Hot.  To  the  Welsh  lady's  bed. 

Lady  P.  What's  that  ? 

Hot.  Peace  !  she  sings. 

A  Welsh  SONG  sung  by  Lady  M. 

Hot.  Come,  Kate,  I'll  have  your  song  too. 

Lady  P.  Not  mine,  in  good  sooth. 

Hot.  Not  yours,  in  good  sooth  !  'Heart,  yoii 
swear  like  a  comfit- maker's  wife!   Not  you,  in 
good  sooth  -j  and,  As  true  as  I  live ;  and,  As  God 
shall  mend  me;   and,  As  sure  as  day  : 
And  giv'st  such  sarcenet  surety  for  thy  oaths, 
As  if  thou  never  walk'dst  further  than  Finsbury.* 
Swear  me,  Kate,  like  a  lady,  as  thou  art, 
A  good  mouth-filling  oath ;  and  leave  in  sooth, 
And  such  protest  of  pepper-gingerbread, 
To  velvet-guards,9  and  Sunday-citizens. 
Come,  sing. 

Lady  P.  I  will  not  sing. 

Hot.  Tis  the  next  way  to  turn  tailor,  or  he 
red-breast  teacher.  An  the  indentures  be  drawn, 
I'll  away  within  these  two  hours  ?  and  so  come 
in  when  ye  will.  [Exit. 

Glend.  Come,  come,  lord  Mortimer ;  you  are 
as  slow, 
As  hot  lord  Percv  is  on  fire  to  <ro. 
By  this  our  book's  drawn  3  well  but  seal,  and 

then 
To  horse  immediately. 

Aiorf.  With  all  my  heart. 

[Exeunt. 

A  A  2 

8  In  Moorfields. 
9  Laced  vervet,  the  finery  of  cockneys. 
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SCENE  II. 
London.     A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Prince  of  Wales.,  and  Lords. 

K.  Hen.  Lords,  give  us  leave;  the  Prince  of 
Wales  and  I, 
Must  have  some  conference :  But  be  near  at  hand, 
For  we  shall  presently  have  need  of  you. — 

[Exeunt  Lords. 
I  know  not  whether  God  will  have  it  so, 
For  some  displeasing  service  I  have  done, 
That  in  his  secret  doom,  out  of  my  blood 
He'll  breed  revengement  and  a  scourge  for  me  ; 
But  thou  dost,  in  thy  passages  of  life, 
Make  me  believe,- — that  thou  art  only  marked 
For  the  hot  vengeance  and  the  rod  of  heaven, 
To  punish  my  mis-treadings.     Tell  me  else, 
Could  such  inordinate,  and  low  desires, 
Such  poor,  such  bare,  such  lewd,  such  mean  at- 
tempts,1 
Such  barren  pleasures,  rude  society, 
As  thou  art  match' d  withal,  and  grafted  to, 
Accompany  the  greatness  of  thy  blood, 
And  hold  their  level  with  thy  princely  heart  ? 

P.  Hen.  So  please  your  majesty,  I  would,  I  could 
Quit  all  offences  with  as  clear  excuse, 
As  well  as,  I  am  doubtless,  I  can  purge 
Myself  of  many  I  am  charg'd  withal: 
Yet  such  extenuation  let  me  beg, 
As,  in  reproof  of  many  tales  devis'd, — 
Which  oft  the  ear  of  greatness  needs  must  hear,—- 
By  smiling  pick-thanks  2  and  base  newsmongers, 
I  may,  for  some  things  true,  wherein  my  youth 
Hath  faulty  wander'd  and  irregular, 

*  Unworthy  undertakings.  %  Officious  parasites. 
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Find  pardon  on  my  true  submission. 
K.  Hen.  God  pardon  thee  ! — yet  let  me  wonder, 

Harry, 
At  thy  affections,  which  do  hold  a  wing 
Quite  from  the  flight  of  all  thy  ancestors. 
Thy  place  in  council  thou  hast  rudely  lost, 
Which  by  thy  younger  brother  is  supplied  j 
And  art  almost  an  alien  to  the  hearts 
'  Of  all  the  court  and  princes  of  my  blood ; 
The  hope  and  expectation  of  thy  time 
Is  ruin'd  :   and  the  soul  of  every  man 
TYophetieally  does  fore-think  thy  fall. 
Had  I  so  lavish  of  my  presence  been. 
So  common-hackney'd  in  the  eyes  of  men. 
So  stale  and  cheap  to  vulgar  company  5 
Opinion,  that  did  help  me  to  the  crown, 
Had  still  kept  loyal  to  possession  5* 
And  left  me  in  reputeless  banishment, 
A  fellow  of  no  mark,  nor  likelihood. 
By  being  seldom  seen,  I  could  not  stir, 
But.. like  a  comet,  I  was  wonder'd  at : 
That  men  would  tell  their  children,  This  is  he ; 
Others  would  say, — if  here?  tohich  is  Bolingbtuke? 
And  then  1  stole  all  courtesy  from. heaven, 
And  dress'd  myself  in  such  humility, 
That  I  did  pluck  allegiance  from  men's  hearts, 
.1  oikI  shouts  and  salutations  from  their  mouths, 
Even  in  the  presence  of  the  crowned  king. 

s  did  I  keep  my  person  fresh,  and  new  5 
]Viy  presence,  like  a  robe  pontifical, 

er  seen,  but  wonder'd  at  :   and  so  my  state, 
freklom,  but  sumptuous,  showed  like  a  feast ; 
And  won,  by  rareness,  such  solemnity. 

skipping  king,  he  ambled  up  and  down 
a  a  3 
--  to  had  then  possession  of  the  crown, 
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With  shallow  jesters,  and  rash  bavin4  wits, 

Soon  kindled,  and  soon  burn'd  :  carded  his  state  5 

Mingled  his  royalty  with  capering  fools  ; 

Had  his  great  name  profaned  with  their  scorns; 

And  gave  his  countenance,  against  his  name, 

To  laugh  at  gibing  boys,  and  stand  the  push 

Of  every  beardless  vain  comparative:5 

Grew  a  companion  to  the  common  streets, 

Enfeoff'd6  himself  to  popularity  : 

That  being  daily  swallow'd  by  men's  eyes, 

They  surfeited  with  honey;   and  began 

To  loathe  the  taste  of  sweetness,  whereof  a  little 

More  than  a  little  is  by  much  too  much. 

So,  when  he  had  occasion  to  be  seen, 

He  was  but  as  the  cuckoo  is  in  June, 

Heard,  not  regarded;  seen,  but  with  such  eyes, 

As,  sick  and  blunted  with  community, 

Afford  no  extraordinary  gaze, 

Such  as  is  bent  on  sun-like  majesty 

When  it  shines  seldom  in  admiring  eyes  : 

But  rather  drowz'd,  and  hung  their  eye-lids  down, 

Slept  in  his  face,  and  rendered  such  aspect 

As  cloudy  men  use  to  their  adversaries; 

Being  with  his  presence  glutted,  gorg'd,  and  fulL 

And  in  that  very  line,  Harry,  stand'st  thou : 

For  thou  hast  lost  thy  princely  privilege, 

With  vile  participation;   not  an  eye 

But  is  a-weary  of  thy  common  sight, 

Save  mine,  which  hath  desir'd  to  see  thee  more; 

Which  now  doth  that  I  would  not  have  it  do, 

Make  blind  itself  with  foolish  tenderness. 

jP.  Hen.  I  shall  hereafter,  my  thrice -gracious 
lord, 
Be  more  myself. 

K.  Hen.  For  all  the  world, 

As  thou  art  to  this  hour,  was  Richard  then 
4  Brushwood*  5  Rival,  s  Possessed. 
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When  I  from  France  set  foot  at  Ravenspurgj 
And  even  as  I  was  then,  is  Percy  now. 
Now  by  my  scepter,  and  my  soul  to  boot, 
He  hath  more  worthy  interest  to  the  state, 
Than  thou,  the  shadow  of  succession  : 
For,  of  no  right,  nor  colour  like  to  right, 
He  doth  fill  fields  with  harness7  in  the  realm ; 
Turns  head  against  the  lion's  armed  jaws  -, 
And,  being  no  more  in  debt  to  years  than  thou, 
Leads  ancient  lords  and  reverend  bishops  on, 
lb  bloody  battles,  and  to  bruising  arms. 
What  never-dying  honour  hath  he  got 
Against  renowned  Douglas ;  whose  high  deeds, 
Whose  hot  incursions,  and  great  name  in  arms, 
Holds  from  all  soldiers  chief  majority, 
And  military  title  capital. 
Through   all   the    kingdoms    that    acknowledge 

Christ  ? 
Thrice  hath  this  Hotspur  Mars  in  swathing  clothes, 
This  infant  warrior  in  his  enterprizes 
Discomfited  great  Douglas  :   ta'en  him  once, 
Enlarged  him,  and  made  a  friend  of  him, 
To  rill  the  mouth  of  deep  defiance  up, 
And  shake  the  peace  and  safety  of  our  throne. 
And  what  say  you  to  this?   Percy,  Northumber- 
land, 
The  archbishop's  grace  of  York,  Douglas,  Morti- 
mer, 
Capitulate8  against  us,  and  are  up. 
But  wherefore  do  I  tell  these  news  to  thee  ? 
Why,  Harry,  do  I  tell  thee  of  my  foes, 
Which  art  my  near'st  and  dearest^  enemy? 
Thou  that  art  like  enough, — through  vassal  fear, 

Base  inclination,  and  the  start  of  spleen, 

To  fight  against  me  under  Percy's  pay, 

nir.        8  Combine.        s  Mobt  fatal. 
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To  dpg  his  heels,  and  court' sy  at  his  frowns, 
To  show  how  much  degenerate  thou  art. 

P.  Hen.    Do  not  think  so,  you  shall  not  find  it 

so; 
And  God  forgive  them,  that  have  so  much  sway'd 
Your  majesty's  good  thoughts  away  from  me ! 
I  will  redeem  all  this  on  Percy's  head, 
And,  in  the  closing  of  some  glorious  day. 
Be  bold  to  tell  you,  that  I  am  your  son ; 
When  I  will  wear  a  garment  all  of  blood, 
And  stain  my  favours  in  a  bloody  mask, 
Which,  wash'd  away,  shall  scour  my  shame  with 

it. 
And  that  shall  be  the  day,  whene'er  it  lights, 
That  this  same  child  of  honour  and  renown, 
This  gallant  Hotspur,  this  all-praised  knight, 
And  your  url though t-of  Harry,  chance  to  meet : 
For  every  honour  sitting  on  his  helm, 
'Would  they  were  multitudes  ;  and  on  my  head 
My  shames  redoubled  !   for  the  time  will  come> 
That  I  shall  make  this  northern  youth  exchange 
His  glorious  deeds  for  my  indignities. 
Percy  is  but  my  factor,  good  my  lord, 
To  engross  up  glorious  deeds  on  my  behalf; 
And  I  will  call  hiin  to  so  strict  account, 
That  he  shall  render  every  glory  up, 
Yea,  even  the  slightest  worship  of  his  time, 
Or  I  will  tear  the  reckoning  from  his  heart. 
This,  in  the  name  of  God,  I  promise  here : 
The  which  if  he  be  pleas'd  I  shall  perform, 
J  do  beseech  your  majesty,  may  salve 
The  long-grown  wounds  of  my  intemperance: 
If  not,  the  end  of  life  cancels  alt  bands  ;' 
And  J  will  die  a  hundred  thousand  deaths, 
Ere  break  the  smallest  parcel2  of  this  vow. 
1  Bonds.  a  Part. 
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K.  Hen.  A  hundred  thousand  rebels  die  in  this:— 

Thau  shalt  have  charge,  and  sovereign  trust,  herein. 

Enter  Blunt. 

How  now,  good  Blunt?  thy  looks  are  full  of  speed. 

Blunt.  So  hath  the  business  that  I  come  to  speak 
of. 
Lord  Mortimer  of  Scotland  hath  sent  word,— 
That  Douglas,  and  the  English  rebels,  met, 
The  eleventh  of  this  month,  at  Shrewsbury  ; 
A  mighty  and  a  fearful  head  they  are, 
If  promises  be  kept  on  every  hand, 
As  ever  orFer'd  foul  play  in  a  state. 

K.  Hen.  The  earl  of  Westmoreland  set  forth 
to-day  j 
With  him  my  son,  lord  John  of  Lancaster  5 
For  this  advertisement5  is  live  days  old  : — 
On  Wednesday  next,  Harry,  you  shall  set 
Forward 5  on  Thursday,  we  ourselves  will  march: 
Our  meeting  is  Bridgnorth  :  and,  Harry,  you 
Shall  march  through  Glostershirej  by  which  ac^ 

count, 
Our  business  valued,  some  twelve  days  hence 
Our  general  forces  at  Bridgnorth  shall  meet. 
Our  hands  are. full  of  business  :  let's  away  } 
Advantage  feeds  him  fat,4  while  men  delay. 

[Exeufti* 

SCENE   III. 

1 

Eastcheap.     A  Room  in  the  Boar's  Head  Tavern* 

Enter  Falstaff  and  Baiidolph. 

Fat.  Bardolph,  am  I  not  fallen  away  vilely  since 
this  last  action  ?  do  I  not  bate  ?  do  I  not  dwindle  ? 
Why,  my  skin  hangs  about  me  like  an  old  lady's 

3  Intelligence.  *  Feeds  himself. 
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loose  gown ;  I  am  wither'd  like  an  old  anpie- 
John.  Well,  I'll  repent,  and  that  suddenly,  while 
I  am  in  some  liking:5  I  ^hail  be  out  of  heart 
shortly,  and  then  I  shall  have  no  strength  to  re- 
pent. An  I  have  not  forgotten  what  the  inside  of 
a  church  is  made  of,  I  am  a  pepper- corn,  a 
brewer's  horse :  the  inside  of  a  church  !  Com- 
pany, villainous  company,  hath  been  the  spoil  of 
me. 

Bard.  Sir  John,  you  are  so  fretful,  you  cannot 
live  long. 

fat.  Why,  there  is  it : — come,  sing  me  a  bawdy 
song  ;  make  me  merry.  I  was  as  virtuously  given, 
as  a  gentleman  need  to  be -,  virtuous  enough: 
swore  little ;  diced,  not  above  seven  times  a  week; 
went  to  a  bawdy-house,  not  above  once  in  a 
quarter — of  an  hour;  paid  money  that  I  borrowed, 
three  or  four  times ;  lived  well,  and  in  good  com* 
pass  :  and  now  I  live  out  of  all  order,  out  of  all 
compass. 

Bard.  Why*,  you  are  so  flit,  sir  John,  that  yon 
must  needs  be  out  of  all  compass  5  out  of  all  rea- 
sonable compass,  sir  John. 

Fah  Do  thou  amend  thy  face,  and  I'll  amend 
my  life :  Thou  art  our  admiral,6  thou  bearest  the 
lantern  in  the  poop, — but  'tis  in  the  nose  of  thee: 
thou  art  the  knight  of  the  burning  lamp. 

Bard.  Why,  sir  John,  my  face  does  you  no 
harm. 

Fal.  No,  I'll  be  sworn ;  I  make  as  good  use  of 
it  as  many  a  man  doth  of  a  death's  head,  or  a 
memento  mori:  I  never  see  thy  face,  but  I  think 
upon  hell-fire,  and  Dives  that  lived  in  purple ;  for^ 
there  he  is  in  his  robes,  burning,  burning.  If 
thou  wert  any  way  given  to  virtue,  I  would  swear 
by  thy  face  -,  my  oath  should  be,  By  this  fire :  but 
5  Have  some  flesh.  6  Admiral's  ship. 
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thou  art  altogether  given  over ;  and  wert  indeed, 
but  for  the  light  in  thy  face,  the  son  of  utter  dark- 
ness. When  thou  ran'st  up  Gads-hill  in  the  night 
to  catch  my  horse,  if  I  did  not  think  thou  hadst 
3  an  ignysjatnufy  or  a  ball  of  wildfire,  there's 
no  purchase  in  money.  O,  thou  art  a  perpetual 
triumph,  an  everlasting  bonfire-light !  Thou  hast 
saved  me  a  thousand  marks  in  links  and  torches, 
walking  with  thee  in  the  night  betwixt  tavern 
and  tavern  :  but  the  sack  that  thou  hast  drunk  me, 
would  have  bought  me  lights  as  good  cheap,  at 
barest  chandler's  in  Europe.  I  have  main- 
-d  that  salamander  of  yours  with  fire,  any 
time  this  two  and  thirty  years  \  Heaven  reward 
me  for  it ! 

Bard.  'Sblood,  I  would  my  face  were  in  your 

d'al,  God-a- mercy !  so  should  I  be  sure  to  be 
hL-art-burned. 

Enter  Hostess. 

How  uow,  dame  Partiet  the  hen  ?7  have  you  in- 
qui  ,  who  picked  my  pocket  ? 

11  j;::.  Why,  sir  John  !   what  do  you  think,  sir 
n  ?  Do  you  think  1  keep  thieves  in  my  house } 
searched,   I  have  inquired,  so  has  my  hus- 
:,  man  by  man,   boy  by  boy,  servant  by  ser- 
vant tit  lie  of  a  hair  was  never  lost  in  my 
~ho!            ore. 

/.   You  lie,  hostess :  Bardolph  wras   shaved, 

•    lost   many  a   hair :    and   I'll   be  sworn,  my 

:   Go  to,  you  are  a  woman,  go. 

Host.   Who  I  ?   I  defy  thee  ;  I  was  never  called 

mine  own  house  before. 
i  W.  Go  to,  I  know  you  well  enough. 
Host.  No,  sir  John  5  you  do  not  know  me,  sir 
in  -the  story-  book  oi  Reynard  the  Fox. 
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John  :  I  know  you.,  sir  John :  you  owe  me  money, 
sir  John,  and  now  you  pick  a  quarrel  to  beguile 
me  of  it :  I  bought  you  a  dozen  of  shirts  to  your 
back. 

FaL  Dowlas,  filthy  dowlas :  I  have  given  them 
away  to  bakers'  wives,  and  they  have  made  bolters 
of  them. 

Host.  Now,  as  I  am  a  true  woman,  holland  of 
eight  shillings  an  ell.  *  You  owe  money  here  be- 
sides, sir  John,  for  your  diet,  and  by-drinkings, 
and  money  lent  you,  four  and  twenty  pound. 

FaL  He  had  his  part  of  it  5  let  him  pay. 

Host.    He?  alas,  he  is  poor)  he  hath  nothing, 

FaL  How !  poor  ?  look  upon  his  face  ;  What 
call  you  rich  ?  let  them  coin  his  nose,  let  thera 
coin  his  cheeks  ;  I'll  not  pay  a  denier.  What, 
will  you  make  a  younker  of  me  ?  shall  I  not  take 
mine  ease  in  mine  inn,  but  I  shall  have  my 
pocket  picked  ?  I  have  lost  a  seal-ring  of  my 
grandfather's  worth,  forty  mark. 

Host.  O  Jesu  !  I  have  heard  the  prince  tell  him, 
I  know  not  how  oft,  that  that  ring  was  copper. 

FaL  How!  the  prince  is  a  Jack,8  a  sneak-cup; 
and,  if  he  were  here,  I  would  cudgel  him  like  a 
dog,  if  he  would  say  so. 

Enter  Prince  Henry  and  Points,  marching. 
Fa lst a ff  meets  the  Prince,  playing  oh  his 
truncheon  like  a  Jifc. 

FaL  How  now,  lad  ?  is  the  wind  in  that  door^ 
i'faith  ?  must  we  all  march  ? 

Bard,  Yea,  two  and  two,  Newgate- fashion? 

Host .  My  lord,  1  pray  you,  hear  me. 

P.  Hen.  What  sayest  thou,  mistress  Quickly  \ 
How  does  thy  husband  ?  I  love  him  well,  he  is  an 
honest  man. 

$  A  term  of  contempt  frequently  vised  by  Shakspeare. 
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Hosf,  Good  my  lord,,  hear  me. 

Fal.  Pr'ythee,  let  her  alone,,  and  list  to  me. 

P.  Hen.  What  sayest  thou,  Jack? 

Fal.  The  other  night  I  fell  asleep  here  behind 
the  arras,  and  had  my  pocket  picked :  this  house 
is  turned  bawdy-house,  they  pick  pockets. 

F.  Hen.  What  didst  thou  lose,  Jack  ? 

Fal.  Wilt  thou  believe  me,  Hal  ?  three  or  four 
bonds  of  forty  pound  a-piece,  and  a  seal-ring  of 
my  grandfather's. 

P.  Hen.  A  trifle,  some  eight-penny  matter. 

Host .  So  I  told  him,  my  lord  -,  and  I  said,  I 
heard  your  grace  say  so  :  And,  my  lord,  he  speaks 
most  vilely  of  you,  like  a  foul-mouthed  man  as  he 
is  j  and  said,  he  would  cudgel  you. 

P.  Hen.  What !  he  did  not  ? 

Host.  There's  neither  faith,  truth,  nor  woman- 
hood in  me  else. 

Fal.  There's  no  more  faith  in  thee  than  in  a 
stewed  prune  -,  nor  no  more  truth  in  thee,  than  in 
a  drawn  fox ;  and  for  womanhood,  maid  Marian9 
may  be  the  deputy's  wife  of  the  ward  to  thee.  Go, 
you  thing,  go. 

Host.  Say,  what  thing?  what  thing? 

Fal.  What  thing  ?  why,  a  thing  to  thank  God 
on. 

Host.  I  am  no  thing  to  thank  God  on,  I  would 
thou  should'st  know  it ;  I  am  an  honest  man's 
wife  :  and,  setting  thy  knighthood  aside,  thou  art 
a  knave  to  call  me  so. 

Fal.  Setting  thy  womanhood  aside,  thou  art  a 
beast  to  say  otherwise. 

Host.  Say,  what  beast,  thou  knave  thou  ? 

Fal.  What  beast  ?  why  an  otter. 

VOL.  IV.  B   B 

9  A  man  dressed  like  a  wdmar,  who  attends  morris 
dancers. 


264?  tirst  part  of  Act  III 

P.  Hen.  An  otter,  sir  John!  why  an  otter? 

Fal.  Why  ?  she's  neither  fish.,  nor  flesh;  a  man 
knows  not  where  to  have  her. 

Hos.  Thou  art  an  unjust  man  in  saying  so ;  thou 
or  any  man  knows  where  to  have  me,  thou  knave 
thou  ! 

P.  Hen.  Thou  sayest  true,  hostess ;  and  he 
slanders  thee  most  grossly. 

Host.  So  he  doth  you,  my  lord  ;  and  said  this 
Other  day,  you  ought  him  a  thousand  pound. 

P.  Hen.  Sirrah,  do  I  owe  you  a  thousand  pound? 

Fal.  A  thousand  pound,  Hal  ?  a  million  :  thy 
love  is  worth  a  million  >  thou  owest  me  thy  love. 

Host.  Nay,  my  lord,  he  called  you  Jack,  and 
said,  he  would  cudgel  you. 

Fal  Did  I,  Bardolph  \ 

Bard.  Indeed,  sir  John,  you  said  so. 

Fal.  Yea ;  if  he  said,  my  ring  was  copper. 

P.  Hen.  I  say,  'tis  copper  :  Darest  thou  be  as 
good  as  thy  word  now  ? 

Fal.  Why,  Hal,  thou  knowest,  as  thou  art  but 
man,  I  dare:  but,  as  thou  art  prince,  I  fear  thee, 
as  I  fear  the  roaring  of  the  lion's  whelp. 

P.  Hen.  And  why  not,  as  the  lion  ? 

Fal.  The  king  himself  is  to  be  feared  as  the 
lion  :  Dost  thou  think,  I'll  fear  thee  as  I  fear  thy 
father  ?  nay,  an  I  do,  I  pray  God,  my  girdle 
break  ! 

P.  Hen.  O,  if  it  should,  how  would  thy  guts 
fall  about  thy  knees !  But,  sirrah,  there's  no  room 
for  faith,  truth,  nor  honesty,  in  this  bosom  of 
thine  j  it  is  filled  up  with  guts,  and  midriff. 
Charge  an  honest  woman  with  picking  thy  pocket  I 
Why,  thou  whoreson,  impudent,  embossed1  rascal, 
if  there  were  any  thing  in  thy  pocket  but  tavern- 
reckonings,  memorandums  of  bawdy-houses,  and 
*  Swoin,  pulfy. 
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one  poor  penny-worth  of  sugar-candy  to  make 
theVlong  winded ;  if  thy  pocket  were  enriched 
with  any  other  injuries  but  these,  I  am  a  villain. 
And  yet  you  will  stand  to  it ;  you  will  not  pocket 
up  wrong  :   Art  thou  not  ashamed  ? 

Fal.  Dost  thou  hear,  Hal  ?  thou  knowest,  in 
the  state  of  innocency,  Adam  fell  5  and  what 
should  poor  Jack  FalstafF  dp,  in  the  days  of  vil- 
lainy ?  Thou  seest,  I  have  more  flesh  than  another 

man  5  and  therefore  more  frailty. You  confesg 

then,  you  picked  my  pocket  ? 

P.  Hen.  It  appears  so  by  the  story. 
Fal.  Hostess,  I  forgive  thee :  Go,  make  ready 
breakfast  5  love  thy  husband,  look  to  thy  servants, 
cherish  thy  guests :  thou  shalt  find  me  tractable  to 
any  honest  reason :  thou  seest,  I  am  pacified. — 
Still? — Nay,  prythee,  begone.  [Exit  Hostess.] 
Now,  Hal,  to  the  news  at  court :  for  the  robbery, 
lad, — How  is  that  answered  ? 

P.  Hen.  O,  my  sweet  beef,  I  must  still  be  good 
angel  to  thee : — The  money  is  paid  back  again. 

Fal.  O,  I  do  not  like  that  paying  back,  'tis  a 
double  labour. 

P.  Hen.  I  am  good  friends  with  my  father,  and 
may  do  any  thing. 

Fal.  Rob  me  the  exchequer  the  first  thing  thou 
doest,  and  do  it  with  unwashed  hands  too. 
Bard.  Do,  my  lord. 

P.  Hen.  I  have  procured  thee,  Jack,  a  charge 
of  foot. 

Fal.  I  would,  it  had  been  of  horse.  Where 
shall  I  find  one  that  can  steal  well  ?  O  for  a  fine 
thief,  of  the  age  of  two  and  twenty,  or  thereabouts ! 
I  am  heinously  unprovided.  Well,  God  be  thank- 
ed for  these  rebels,  they  offend  none  but  the 
Virtuous  5  I  laud  them,  I  praise  them. 

bb2 
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P.  Hen.  Bardolph 

Bard.  My  lord. 

P.  Hen.   Go  bear  this  letter  to  lord  John  of 
Lancaster, 
My  brother  John ;  this  to  my  lord  of  Westmore- 
land.— 
Go,  Poins,  to  horse,  to  horse;  for  thou,  and  I, 

Have  thirty  miles  to  ride  yet  ere  dinner  time.- 

Jack, 

Meet  me  to-morrow  i'the  Temple-hall 

At  two  o'clock  i'the  afternoon  : 

There  shalt  thou  know  thy  charge  -9  and  there  re* 

ceive 
Money,  and  order  for  their  furniture. 
The  land  is  burning;  Percy  stands  on  high ; 
And  either  they,  or  we,  must  lower  lie. 

[Exeunt  Prince,  Poins,  and  Bardolph. 

Pal.    Rare  words  !  brave  world  ! Hostess, 

my  breakfast ;  come  : — 
O,  I  could  wish,  this  tavern  were  my  drum.  [Exit* 

ACT  IV. 
SCENE  I.     The  Rebel  Camp  near  Shrewsbury. 

Enter  Hotspur,  Worcester,  and  Douglas* 

Hot.  Well  said,  my  noble  Scot :    If  speaking 
truth, 
In  this  fine  age,  were  not  thought  flattery, 
Such  attribution  should  the  Douglas2  have, 
As  not  a  soldier  of  this  season's  stamp 
Should  go  so  general  current  through  the  world. 
By  heaven,  I  cannot  flatter  5  I  defy  * 
The  tongues  of  soothers ;  but  a  braver  place 

a  This  expression  is  applied  by  way  of  pre-eminence  to 
the  head  of  the  Doujjias  family. 
I  Disdain. 
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In  my  heart's  love,  hath  no  man  than  yourself: 
Nay,  task  me  to  the  word ;  approve  me,  lord. 

Doug.  Thou  art  the  king  of  honour : 
No  man  so  potent  breathes  upon  the  ground, 
But  I  will  beard4  him. 

Hot.  Do  so,  and  'tis  well:— • 

Enter  a  Messenger,  with  Letters. 

What  letters  hast  thou  there  ? — I  can  but  thank 
you. 
Mess.  These  letters  come  from  your  father, — 
Hot.  Letters  from  him !  why  somes  he  not  him- 
self? 
Mess.  He  cannot  come,  my  lord;  he's  grievous 

sick. 
Hot .  'Zounds !  how  has  he  the  leisure  to  be  sick, 
In  such  a  justling  time?  Who  leads  his  power  rs 
Under  whose  government  come  they  along  ? 
Mess.  His  letters  bear  his  mind,  not  I,  my  lord. 
Wor.  I  pr'ythee,  tell  me,  doth  he  keep  his  bed  ? 
Mess.  He  did,  my  lord,  four  days  ere  I  set  forth  5 
And  at  the  time  of  my  departure  thence, 
He  was  much  fear'd  by  his  physicians. 

Wor.  I  would,  the  state  of  time  had  first  been 
whole, 
Ere  he  by  sickness  had  been  visited ; 
His  health  was  never  better  worth  than  now. 
Hot.  Sick  now!  droop  now!  this  sickness  doth 
infect 
The  very  life-blood  of  our  enterprize ; 

'Tis  catching  hither,  even  to  our  camp.    

He  writes  me  here, — that  inward  sickness — 
And  that  his  friends  by  deputation  could  not 
So  soon  be  drawn ;  nor  did  he  think  it  meet^ 
To  lay  so  dangerous  and  dear  a  trust 

B   B  3 

t  Meet  him  &ce  tc.  fas  5  Forcqs^ 
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On  any  soul  remov'd,  but  on  his  own. 
Yet  doth  he  give  us  bold  advertisement, — 
That  wkh  our  small  conjunction,  we  should  on, 
To  see  how  fortune  is  disposed  to  us  : 
For,  as  he  writes,  there  is  no  quailing6  now  j 
Because  (he  king  is  certainly  po^sess'd7 
Of  all  our  purposes.     What  say  you  to  it  ? 

JVor.  Your  father's  sickness  is  a  maim  to  us. 

Hot.  A  perilous  gash,  a  very  limb  lopp'd  off:— 
And  yet,  in  faith,  'tis  not ;  his  present  want 
Seems  more  than  we  shall  find  it ; — Were  it  good, 
To  set  the  exact  wealth  of  all  our  states 
All  at  one  cast  ?  to  set  so  rich  a  main 
On  the  nice  hazard  of  one  doubtful  hour? 
It  were  not  good :  for  therein,  should  we  read 
The  very  .bottom  and  the  soul  of  hope ; 
The  very  list,8  the  very  utmost  bound 
Of  all  our  fortunes. 

Doug}  'Faith,  and  so  we  should  7 

Where9  now  remains  a  sweet  reversion  : 
We  may  boldly  spend  upon  the  hope  of  what 
Is  to  come  in.: 
A  comfort  of  retirement  lives  in  this. 

Hot.  A  rendezvous,  a  home  to  fly  unto, 
If  that  the  devil  and  mischance- lqok  big 
Upon  the  maidenhead  oi  our  affairs. 

II  or.  But  yet,  I  would  your  t\ ither  had  been  here, 
The  quality  and  hair1  of  our  attempt 
Brooks  no  division  :  It  will  be  thought 
By  some,  that  know  not  why  he  is  away, 
That  wisdom,  loyalty,   and  mere  dislike 
Of  our  proceedings,  kept  the  earl  from  hence  -7 
And  think,  how  such  an  apprehension 
May  turn  the  tide  of  fearful  faction, 
And  breed  a  kind  of  question  in  our  cause: 

<*  Languishing,    i     7  Informed.        s  Line.         9  Whereas. 
1  The  complexion,  the  character. 
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For,  well  you  know,  we  of  the  offering  side 
•Must  keep  aloof  from  strict  arbitrament; 
And  stop  all  sight-holes,  every  loop,  from  whence 
The  eye  of  reason  may  pry  in  upon  us  : 
This  absence  of  your  father's  draws  a  curtain, 
That  shows  the  ignorant  a  kind  of  fear 
Before  not  dreamt  of. 

Hot.  You  strain  too  far. 

I,  rather,  of  his  absence  make  this  use  ; — » 
It  lends  a  lustre,  and  more  great  opinion, 
A  larger  dare  to  our  great  enterprize, 
Than  if  the  earl  were  here:  for  men  must  think,, 
If  we,  without  his  help,  can  make  a  head 
To  push  against  the  kingdom  5  with  his  help, 
"We  shall  o'erturn  it  topsy-turvy  down. — 
Yet  all  goes  well,  yet  all  our  joints  are  whole. 

Doug.  As  heart  can  think  :  there  is  not  such  a 
word 
Spoke  of  in  Scotland,  as  tins  term  of  fear. 

Enter  Sir  Richard  Vernon. 

Hot.  My  cousin  Vernon !  welcome,  by  my  soul, 

Ver.  Pray  God,  my  news  be  worth  a  welcome, 
lord. 
The  earl  of  Westmoreland,  seven  thousand  strong, 
Is  marching  hitherwardsj  with  him,  prince  John. 

Hot.  No  harm  :  What  more  ? 

Ver.  And  further,  I  have  learn'd,- — 

The  king  himself  in  person  is  set  forth, 
Or  hitherwards  intended  speedily, 
With  strong  and  mighty  preparation. 

Hot.  He  shall  he  welcome  too.     Where  is  his 
son, 
The  nimble-footed  mad-cap  prince  of  Wales, 
And  his  comrades,  that  daff'd2  the  world  aside, 
And  bid  it  pass  ? 

a  Thrown  off. 
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Ver.  All  furnish'd,  all  in  arms, 

All  plum'd  like  estridges  3  that  wing  the  wind  \ 
Bated  like  eagles  having  lately  bath'd  ;*  . 
Glittering  in  golden  coats,  like  images  y 
As  full  of  spirit  as  the  month  of  May, 
And  gorgeous  as  the  sun  at  midsummer ; 
Wanton  as  youthful  goats,  wild  as  young  bulls. 
I  saw  young  Harry, — with  his  beaver  on, 
His  cuisses s  on  his  thighs.,  gallantly  arm'd,— - 
Rise  from  the  ground  like  feather'd  Mercury, 
And  vaulted  with  such  ease  into  his  seat, 
As  if  an  angel  dropp'd  down  from  the  clouds, 
To  turn  and  wind  a  fiery  Pegasus, 
And  witch  6  the  world  with  noble  horsemanship. 

Hot.  No  more,  no  more;  worse  than  the  sun  ir* 
March, 
This  praise  doth  nourish  agues.    Let  them  comej 
They  come  like  sacrifices  in  their  trim, 
And  to  the  fire-ey'd  maid  of  smoky  war. 
All  hot,  and  bleeding,  will  we  offer  them  : 
The  mailed  Mars  shall  on  his  altar  sit, 
Up  to  the  ears  in  blood.     I  am  on  fire, 
To  hear  this  rich  reprisal  is  so  nigh, 
And  yet  not  ours : — Come,  let  me  take  my  horse, 
Who  is  to  bear  me,  like  a  thunderbolt, 
Against  the  bosom  of  the  prince  of  Wales  : 
Harry  to  Harry  shall,  hot  horse  to  horse, 
Meet,  and  ne'er  part,  till  one  drop  down  a  corse.— «• 
O,  that  Glendovver  were  came  ! 

Ver.  There  is  more  news : 

I  learn'd  in  Worcester,  as  I  rode  along, 
He  cannot  draw  his  power  this  fourteen  days. 

Doug.  That's  the  worst  tidings  that  I  hear  of  yet. 

War.  Ay,  by  my  faith,  that  bears  a  frosty  sound* 

3  Dressed  with  Ostrich  feathers. 

*  Fresh  as  bi  us  just  washed.  5  Armour., 

6  bewitch,  chyrm. 
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Hot.  What  may  the  king's  whole  battle  reach 
unto  ? 

Ver.  To  thirty  thousand. 

Hot.  Forty  let  it  be  i 

My  father  and  Glendower  being  both  away, 
The  powers  of  us  may  serve  so  great  a  day. 
Come,  let  us  make  a  muster  speedily  : 
Doomsday  is  near  j '  die  all,  die  merrily. 

Dong.  Talk  not  of  dying  5  I  am  out  of  fear 
Of  death,  or  death's  hand,  for  this  one  half  year* 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE  II. 

A  Publick  Road  near  Coventry. 

Enter  Falstaff  and  Bardolph. 

Fal.  Bardolph,  get  thee  before  to  Coventry;  fill 
me  a  bottle  of  sack  :  our  soldiers  shall  march 
through^  we'll  to  Sutton-Colfield  to-night.- 

Bard.  Will  you  give  me  money,  captain  ? 

Fal.  Lay  out,  lay  out. 

Bard.  This  bottle  makes  an  angel. 

Fal.  An  if  it  do,  take  it  for  thy  labour  ;  and  if 
it  make  twenty,  take  them  all,  I'll  answer  the 
coinage.  Bid  my  lieutenant  Peto  meet  me  at  the 
town's  end. 

Bard.  I  will,  captain:  farewell.  [Exit. 

Fal.  If  I  be  not  ashamed  of  my  soldiers,  I  am 
a  souced  gurnet.7  I  have  misused  the  king's  press 
damnably.  I  have  got,  in  exchange  of  a  hundred 
and  fifty  soldiers,  three  hundred  and  odd  pounds. 
I  press  me  none  but  good  householders,  yeomen's 
sons :  inquire  me  out  contracted  bachelors,  such  as 
had  been  asked  twice  on  the  bans  5  such  a  commo- 
dity of  warm  slaves,  as  had  as  lief  hear  the  devil 

7  A  fish. 
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as  a  drum  j  such  as  fear  the  report  of  a  caliver,8 
•worse  than  a  struck  fowl,  or  a  hurt  wild-duck.    I 
pressed  me  none  but  such  toasts  and  butter,  with 
hearts  in  their  bellies  no  bigger  than  pins'  heads, 
and  they  have  bought  out  their  services  ;  and  now 
my  whole  charge  consists  of  ancients,  corporals, 
lieutenants,  gentlemen  of  companies,  slaves  as  rag- 
ged as  Lazarus  in  the  painted  cloth,  where  the 
glutton's  dogs  licked  his  sores :  and  such  as,  indeed, 
were  never  soldiers;  but  discarded  unjust  serving- 
men,  younger  sons  to  younger  brothers,  revolted 
tapsters,  and  ostlers  trade-fallen ;  the  cankers  of  a 
calm  world,  and  a  long  peace ;  ten  times  more 
dishonourable  ragged  than  an  old  faced  ancient :? 
and  such  have  I,  to  fill  up  the  rooms  of  them  that 
have  bought  out  their  services,  that  you  would  think, 
that  I  had  a  hundred  and  fifty  tattered  prodigals, 
lately  come  from  swine-keeping,  from  eating  draff 
and  husks.    A  mad  fellow  met  me  on  the  way,  and 
told  me,  I  had  unloaded  all  the  gibbets,  and  pressed 
the  dead  bodies.     No  eye  hath  seen  such  scare- 
crows. I  '11  not  march  through  Coventry  with  them, 
that's  flat: — Nay,  and  the  villains  march  wide  be- 
twixt the  legs,  as  if  they  had  gyves1  on;  for,  in- 
deed, I  had  the  most  of  them  out  of  prison.  There's 
but  a  shirt  and  a  half  in  all  my  company :  and  the 
half-shirt    is  two  napkins,  tacked  together,  and 
thrown  over  the  shoulders  like  a  herald's  coat  with- 
out sleeves;  and  the  shirt,  to  say  the  truth,  stolen 
from  my  host  at  Saint  Alban's,  or  the  red- nose  inn- 
keeper of  Daintry.2    But  that's  all  one;  they'll  find 
linen  enough  on  every  hedge. 

Enter  Prince, Henry  and  Westmoreland. 
P.  Hen.  How  now,  blown  Jack  ?  how  now,  quilt  ? 
»  A  gun.  9  Standard.         f  Fetters.  »  Daventry, 
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Fal.  What,  Hal  ?  How  now,  mad  wag  ?  what 
a  devif  dost  thou  in  Warwickshire  ? — My  good  lord 
of  Westmoreland,  I  cry  you  mercy  5  I  thought, 
your  honour  had  already  been  at  Shrewsbury. 

West.  'Faith,  sir  John,  'tis  more  than  time  that 
I  were  there,  and  you  too ;  but  my  powers  are 
there  already :  The  king,  I  can  tell  you,  looks  for 
us  all  -,  we  must  away  all  night. 

Fal.  Tut,  never  fear  me ;  1  am  as  vigilant  as  a 
cat  to  steal  cream. 

P.  Hen.  I  think,  to  steal  cream  indeed;  for  thy 
theft  hath  already  made  thee  butter.  But  tell  me, 
Jack  j  Whose  fellows  are  these  that  come  after  ? 

Fal.  Mine,  Hal,  mine. 

P.  Hen.  I  did  never  see  such  pitiful  rascals. 

Fal.  Tut,  tut  5  good  enough  to  toss ;  food  for 
powder,  food  for  powder ;  they'll  fill  a  pit,  as  well 
as  better :  tush,  man,  mortal  men,  mortal  men. 

IV eat.  Ay,  but,  sir  John,  methinks  they  are  ex- 
ceeding poor  and  bare 5   too  beggarly. 

Fal.  'Faith,  for  their  poverty, — I  know  not  where 
they  had  that:  and  for  their  bareness, — I  am  sure, 
they  never  learned  that  of  me. 

P.  Hen.  No,  I'll  be  sworn;  unless  you  call  three 
fingers  on  the  ribs,  bare.  But,  sirrah,  make  haste  $ 
Percy  is  already  in  the  field. 

Fal.  What,  is  the  king  encamped  ? 

West.  He  is,  sir  John ;  I  fear,  we  shall  stay 
too  long. 

Fal.  Well, 
To  the  latter  end  of  a  fray,  and  the  beginning  of  a 

feast, 
Fits  a  dull  fighter,  and  a  keen  guest.         [F,xaut* 
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SCENE  III. 

The  Rebel  Camp  near  Shrewsbury. 

Enter  Hotspur,  Worcester,  Douglas,  and 
Vernon 

Hot.  We'll  fight  with  him  to-night. 

War.  It  may  not  be. 

Doug.  You  give  him  then  advantage. 

Ver.  Not  a  whit. 

Hot.  Why  say  you  so  ?  looks  he  not  for  supply  ? 

Ver.  So  do  we. 

Hot.  His  is  certain,  ours  is  doubtful. 

Wor.  Good  cousin,  beadvis'dj  stir  not  to-night. 

Ver.  Do  not,  my  lord. 

Dong.  You  do  not  counsel  well  j 

You  speak  it  out  of  fear,  and  cold  heart. 

Ver.  Do  me  no  slander,  Douglas  :  by  my  life, 
(And  I  dare  well  maintain  it  with  my  life,) 
If  well  respected  honour  bid  me  on, 
I  hold  as  little  counsel  with  weak  fear, 
As  you  my  lord,  or  any  Scot  that  lives  : — - 
Let  it  be  seen  to-morrow  in  the  battle, 
Which  of- us  fears. 

Dov.g.  Yea,  or  to-night. 

Ver.  Content. 

Hot.  To-night,  say  I. 

Ver.  Come,  come,  it  may  not  be. 

Y wonder  much,  being  men  of  such  great  leading,-* 
That  you  foresee  not  what  impediments 
Drag  back  our  expedition:    Certain  horse 
Of  my  cousin  Vernon's  are  not  yet  come  up  : 
Your  uncle  Worcester's  horse  came  but  to-day ; 
And  now  their  pride  and  mettle  is  asleep, 
Their  courage  with  hard  labour  tame  and  dull, 

?  Conduct,  experience. 
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That  not  a  horse  is  half  the  half  himself. 

Hot .  So  are  the  horses  of  the  enemy 
In  general,  journey-bated,  and  brought  low  $ 
The  better  part  of  ours  is  full  of  rest. 

Wor.  The  number  of  the  king  exceedeth  ours : 
For  God's  sake,  cousin,  stay  till  all  come  in. 

[The  Trumpet  sounds  a  parky. 

Enter  Sir  W  a  lt  e it  Blunt. 

Blunt.  I  come  with  gracious  offers  from  the 
king, 
If  you  vouchsafe  me  hearing,  and  respect. 

Hot.  Welcome,  sir  Walter  Blunt}  And  'would 
to  God, 
You  were  of  our  determination  ! 
Some  of  us  love  you  well:  and  even  those  some 
Envy  your  great  deserving,  and  good  name -, 
Because  you  are  not  of  our  quality,4 
But  stand  against  us  like  an  enemy. 

Blunt.  And  God  defend,  but  still  I  should  stand 
so, 
So  long  as,  out  of  limit,  and  true  rule, 
You  stand  against  anointed  majesty  ! 
But,  to  my  charge. — The  king  hath  sent  to  know 
The  nature  of  your  griefs  5  s  and  whereupon 
You  conjure  from  the  breast  of  civil  peace 
Such  bold  hostility,  teaching  this  duteous  land 
Audacious  cruelty  :  If  that  the  king 
Have  any  way  your  good  deserts  forgot, — 
Which  he  confesseth  to  be  manifold, — - 
He  bids  you  name  your  griefs ;  and,  with  all  speed. 
You  shaft1  have  your  desires,  with  interest  3 
And  pardon  absolute  yourself,  and  these, 
Herein  misled  by  your  suggestion. 

vol.  iv.  C  c 

*  Fellowship,  5  Grievances, 
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Hot.  The  king  is  kind  -,  and,  well  we  know, 
the  king 
Knows  at  what  time  to  promise,  when  to  pay. 
My  father,  and  my  uncle,  and  myself, 
Did  give  him  that  same  royalty  he  wears : 
And, — when  he  was  not  six  and  twenty  strong, 
Sick  in  the  world's  regard,  wretched  and  low, 
A  poor  unminded  outlaw  sneaking  home, — 
My  father  gave  him  welcome  to  the  shore : 
And, — when  he  heard  him  swear,  and  vow  to  God, 
He  came  but  to  be  duke  of  Lancaster, 
To  sue  his  livery,6  and  beg  his  peace  j 
With  tears  of  innocency,  and  terms  of  zeal, — 
My  father,  in  kind  heart  and  pity  mov'd, 
Swore  him  assistance,  and  performed  it  too. 
Now,  when  the  lords,  and  barons  of  the  realm 
Perceiv  d  Northumberland  did  lean  to  him, 
The  more  and  less"  came  in  with  cap  and  knee; 
Met  him  in  boroughs,  cities,  villages; 
Attended  him  on  bridges,  stood  in  lanes, 
Laid  gifts  before  him,  proffer'd  him  their  oaths, 
Gave  him  their  heirs ;  as  pages  follow'd  him, 
Even  at  the  heels,  in  golden  multitudes. 
He  presently, — as  greatness  knows  itself, — 
Steps  me  a  little  higher  than  his  vow 
Made  to  my  father,  while  his  blood  was  poor, 
Upon  the  naked  shore  at  Ravenspurg ; 
And  now,  forsooth,  takes  on  him  to  reform 
Some  certain  edicts,  and  some  strait  decrees, 
That  lie  too  heavy  on  the  commonweath : 
Cries  out  upon  abuses,  seems  to  weep 
Over  his  country's  wrongs  ;  and,  by  this  face, 
This  seeming  brow  of  justice,  did  he  win 
The  hearts  of  all  that  he  did  angle  for. 
Proceeded  further ;  cut  me  off  the  heads 
Of  all  the  favourites,  that  the  absent  king 
6  The  delivery  of  his  lands.       7  The  greater  and  the  less, 
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In  deputation  left  behind  him  here, 
When  he  was  personal  in  the  Irish  war. 

Blunt.  Tat,  I  came  not  to  hear  this. 

Hot.  Then,  to  the  point.—— 

In  short  time  after,  he  depos'd  the  king 5 
Soon  after  that,  depriv'd  him  of  his  life  5 
And,  in  the  neck  of  that,  task'd  the  whole  state : 
To  make  that  worse,  suffer' d  his  kinsman  March 
(Who  is,  if  every  owner  were  well  plac'd, 
Indeed,  his  king,)  to  be  incag'd  in  Wrales, 
There  without  ransome  to  lie  forfeited  : 
Disgrac'd  me  in  my  happy  victories  5 
Sought  to  entrap  me  by  intelligence  5 
Rated  my  uncle  from  the  council-board ; 
In  rage  dismiss'd  my  father  from  the  court  ; 
Broke  oath  on  oath,  committed  wrong  on  wrong'. 
And,  in  conclusion,  clrove  us  to  seek  out 
This  head  cf  safety ;  and,  withal,  to  pry 
Into  his  title,  the  which  we  find 
Too  indirect  for  long  continuance. 

Blunt,  Shall  I  return  this  answer  to  the  king  ? 

Hot.  Not  so,  sir  Waiter;  we'll  withdraw  awhile 
Go  to  the  king ;  and  let  there  be  impawn'd 
Some  surety  for  a  safe  return  again, 
And  in  the  morning  early  shall  mine  uncle 
"Bring  him  our  purpose*  :  and  so  farewell. 

Blunt.  I  would,  you  would  accept  of  grace  and 
love. 

Hot.  And,  may  be,,  so  we  shall.    . 

Blunt,  Tray  heaven,  you  do  ! 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE  IV. 
York.     A  Roo??i  in  the  Archbishop's  House. 

Enter  the  Archbishop  of  York,  and  a  Gentleman. 

Arch.  Hie,  good  sir  Michael  ?  bear  this  sealed 
brief,8 
With  winged  haste,  to  the  lord  mareshal ; 
This  to  my  cousin  Scroop  $  and  all  the  rest 
To  whom  they  are  directed  :  if  you  knew 
How  much  they  do  import,  you  would  make  haste. 

Gent.  My  good  lord, 
I  guess  their  tenor. 

Arch.  Like  enough,  you  do. 

To-morrow,  good  sir  Michael,  is  a  day, 
Wherein  the  fortune  of  tefi  thousand  men 
Must  'bide  the  touch :  For,  sir,  at  Shrewsbury, 
As  I  am  truly  given  to  understand, 
The  king,  with  mighty  and  quick-raised  power, 
Meets  with  lord  Harry :  and  I  fear,  sir  Michael, — 
What  with  the  sickness  of  Northumberland, 
(Whose  power  was  in  the  first  proportion,) 
And  what  with  Owen  Glendower's  absence,  thence, 
(Who  with  them  was  a  rated  sinew  too,9 
And  comes  not  in,  o'er-rul'd  by  prophecies,)— 
I  fear,  the  power  of  Percy  is  too  weak 
To  wage  an  instant  trial  with  the  king. 

Gent.  Why,  good  my  lord,  you  need  not  fear; 
there's  Douglas, 
And  Mortimer.    - 

Arch.  No,  Mortimer's  not  there. 

Gent.  But  there  is  Mordake,  Vernon,  lord  Harry 
Percy, 
And  there's  my  lord  of  Worcester ;  and  a  head 
Of  gallant  warriors,  noble  gentlemen. 

*  Letter.  s  a  strength  on  which  we  reckoned. 
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Arch.  And  so  there  is:  but  yet  the  king  hath 
drawn 
The  special  head  of  all  the  land  together ; — 
The  prince  of  Wales,  lord  John  of  Lancaster, 
The  nob!  e  Westmoreland,  and  warlike  Blunt  j 
And  many  more  cor-rivals,  and  dear  men 
Of  estimation  and  command  in  arms. 

Gent.  Doubt  not,  my  lord,  they  shall  be  well 

oppos'd. 
Arch.  I  hope  no  less,  yet  needful  'tis  to  fear  ; 
And,  to  prevent  the  worst,  sir  Michael,  speed : 
For,  if  lord  Percy  thrive  not,  ere  the  king 
Dismiss  his  power,  he  means  to  visit  us,— - 

For  he  hath  heard  of  our  confederacy. 

And  'tis  but  wisdom  to  make  strong  against  him ; 
Therefore,  make  haste  :  I  must  go  write  again 
To  other  friends  5  and  so  farewell,  sir  Michael. 

[Exeunt  severally. 

ACT  V. 

SCENE  I.     The  King's  Camp  near  Shrewsbury. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Prince  Henry,  Prince  Jon  n 
o/Laxcaster,  Sir  Walter  Blunt,  and  Sir 
John  Fa l staff. 

K.  Hen.  How  bloodily  the  sun  begins  to  peer 
Above  yon  busky l  hill  !  the  day  looks  pale 
At  his  d  is  temperature. 

P.  lien.  The  southern  wind 

Doth  play  the  trumpet  to  his  purposes  ; 
And,  by  his  hollow  whistling  in  the  leaves, 
Foretells  a  *empest,  and  a  blustering  day. 

K.  Hen.  Then  with  the  losers  let  it  sympathize j 
For  nothing  can  seem  foul  to  those  that  win. — 

c  c  3 

>  Woody. 
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Trumpet.     Enter  Worcester  and  Vernon. 

How  now,  my  lord  of  Worcester?  'tis  not  well, 
That  you  and  I  should  meet  upon  such  terms 
As  now  we  meet :  You  have  deceiv'd  our  trust ; 
And  made  us  doff2  our  easy  robes  of  peace, 
To  crush  our  old  limbs  in  ungentle  steel : 
This  is  not  well,  my  lord,  this  is  not  well. 
What  say  you  to't  ?  will  you  again  unknit 
This  churlish  knot  of  all-abhorred  war  ? 
And  move  in  that  obedient  orb  again, 
Where  you  did  give  a  fair  and  natural  light ; 
And  be  no  more  an  exhal'd  meteor, 
A  prodigy  of  fear,  and  a  portent 
Of  broached  mischief  to  the  unborn  times  ? 

Wor.  Hear  me,  my  liege  : 
For  mine  own  part,  I  could  be  well  content 
To  entertain  the  lag-end  of  my  life 
With  quiet  hours  5  for>  I  do  protest, 
I  have  not  sought  the  day  of  this  dislike. 

K .  Hen.  You  have  not  sought  for  it !  how  comes 
it  then  ? 

Fal.  Rebellion  lay  in  his  way,  and  he  found  it. 

P.  Hen.  Peace,  chewet,*  peace. 

Wor.  It  pleas'd  your  majesty,  to  turn  your  looks 
Of  favour,  from  myself,  and  all  our  house  5 
And  yet  I  must  remember  you,  my  lord, 
We  were  the  first  and  dearest  of  your  friends. 
For  you,  my  staff  of  office  did  I  break 
In  Puchard's  time  ;  and  posted  day  and  night 
To  meet  you  on  the  way,  and  kiss  your  hand, 
When  yet  you  were  in  place  and  in  account 
Nothing  so  strong  and  fortunate  as  I. 
It  was  myself,  my  brother,  and  his  son, 
That  brought  you  home,  and  boldly  did  outdare 
The  dangers  of  the  time  :  You  swore  to  us,— 
*  Put  off.  3  A  chattering  bird,  a  pie. 
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And  you  did  swear  that  oath  at  Doncaster, — 
That  you  did  nothing  purpose  'gainst  the  state  ; 
Nor  claim  no  further  than  your  new-fall' n  right, 
The  seat  of  Gaunt,  dukedom  of  Lancaster : 
To  this  we  swore  our  aid.     But,  In  short  space, 
It  rain'd  down  fortune  showering  on  your  head  \ 
And  such  a  flood  of  greatness  fell  on  you, — 
What  with  our  help ,  what  with  the  absent  king ; 
What  with  the  injuries  of  a  wanton  time  -, 
The  seeming  sufferances  that  you  had  borne ; 
And  the  contrarious  winds,  that  held  the  king 
So  long  in  his  unlucky  Irish  wars, 
That  all  in  England  did  repute  him  dead,— 
And,  from  this  swarm  of  fair  advantages, 
You  took  occasion  to  be  quickly  woo'd 
To  gripe  the  general  sway  into  your  hand : 
Forgot  your  oath  to  us  at  Doncaster  ; 
And,  being  fed  by  us,  you  us'd  us  so 
As  that  ungentle  gull,  the  cuckoo's  bird, 
Useth  the  sparrow  :  did  oppress  our  nest ; 
Grew  by  our  feeding  to  so  great  a  bulk, 
That  even  our  love  durst  not  come  near  your  sight. 
For  fear  of  swallowing  -,  but  with  nimble  wing 
We  were  enforc'd,  for  safety  sake,  to  fly 
Out   of  your  sight,  and  raise  this  present  head  : 
Whereby  we  stand  opposed  by  such  means 
As  you  yourself  have  forg'd. -against  yourself; 
By  unkind  usage,  dangerous  countenance, 
And  violation  of  all  faith  and  troth    v 
Sworn  to  us  in  your  younger  enterprize. 

K.  Hen.  These  things,  indeed,  you  have  arti- 
culated,4 
Proclaimed  at  market-crosses,  read  in  churches ; 
To  face  the  garment  of  rebellion 
With  some  fine  colour,  that  may  please  the  eye 
Of  fickle  changelings,  and  poor  discontents, 
4  Exhibited  in  articles. 


282  first  part  of  Act  V. 

Which  gape,  and  rub  the  elbow.,  at  the  news 

Of  hurlyburly  innovation : 

And  never  yet  did  insurrection  want 

Such  water-colours,  to  impaint  his  cause; 

Nor  moody  beggars,  starving  for  a  time 

Of  pellmeH  havock  and  confusion. 

P.  Hen.  In  both  our  armies,  there  is  many  a  soul 
Shall  pay  full  dearly  for  this  encounter, 
If  once  they  join  in  trial.     Tell  your  nephew, 
The  prince  of  Wales  doth  join  with  all  the  world 
In  praise  of  Henry  Percy  5  By  my  hopes, — 
This  present  enterprize  set  off  his  head, — 
I  do  not  think,  a  braver  gentleman, 
More  active-valiant,  or  more  valiant-young, 
More  daring,  or  more  bold,  is  now  alive, 
To  grace  this  latter  age  with  noble  deeds. 
For  my  part,  1  may  speak  it  to  my  shame, 
I  have  a  truant  been  to  chivalry  j 
And  so,  I  hear,  he  doth  account  me  too : 
Yet  this  before  my  father's  majesty,' — 
I  am  content,  that  he  shall  take  the  odds 
Of  his  great  name  and  estimation  ; 
And  will,  to  save  the  blood  on  either  side, 
Try  fortune  with  him  in  a  single  fight. 

K.  fftn.  And,  prince  of  Wales,  so  dare  we 
venture  thee, 
Albeit,  considerations  infinite 
Do  make  against  it : — No,  good  Worcester,  no, 
We  love  our  people  well ;  even  those  we  love, 
That  are  misled  upon  your  cousin's  part : 
And,  will  they  take  the  offer  of  our  grace, 
Both  he,  2nd  they,  and  you,  yea,  every  man 
Shall  be  my  friend  again,  and  I'll  be  his  : 
So  tell  your  cousin,  and  bring  me  word 
What  he  will  do  : — But  if  he  will  not  yield, 
Rebuke  and  dread  correction  wait  on  us, 
And  they  shall  do  their  office.    So,  be  gone; 
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We  will  not  now  be  troubled  with  reply : 
We  offer  fair,  take  it  advisedly. 

[Exeunt  Worcester  and  Vernon. 

P.  Hen.  It  will  not  be  accepted,  on  my  life  : 
The  Douglas  and  the  Hotspur  both  together 
Are  confident  against  the  world  in  arms. 

K.  Ben.  Hence,  therefore,  every  leader  to  his 
charge ; 
For,  on  their  answer,  will  we  set  on  them : 
And  God  befriend  us,  as  our  cause  is  just ! 

[Exeunt  King,  Blunt,  and  Prince  John. 

Fal.  Hal,  if  thou  see  me  down  in  the  battle, 
and  bestride  me,  so ;  'tis  a  point  of  friendship. 

P.  Hen.  Nothing  but  a  colossus  can  do  thee  that 
friendship.     Say  thy  prayers,  and  farewell. 

Fal.  I  would  it  were  bed-time,  Hal,  and  all  well. 

P.  Hen.  Why,  thou  owest  God  a  death. 

[Exit. 

Fal.  Tis  not  due  yet ;  I  would  be  loath  to  pay 
him  before  his  day.  What  need  J  be  so  forward  with 
him  that  calls  not  on  me  ?  Well,  'tis  no  matter  j 
Honour  pricks  me  on.  Yea,  but  how  if  honour 
prick  me  off  when  I  come  on  ?  how  then  ?  Can 
honour  set  to  a  leg  ?  No.  Or  an  arm  ?  No,  Or 
take  away  the  grief  of  a  wound  ?  No.  Honour 
hath  no  skill  in  surgery  then  ?  No.  What  is  honour  ? 
A  word.  What  is  in  that  word,  honour?  What 
is  that  honour  ?  Air.  A  trim  reckoning  ! — Who 
hath  it  ?  He  that  died  o'  Wednesday.  Doth  he  feel 
it  ?  No.  Doth  he  hear  it  ?  No.  Is  it  insensible 
then  ?  Yea,  to  the  dead.  But  will  it  not  live  with 
the  living  ?  No.  Why  ?  Detraction  will  not  suffer 
it : — therefore  I'll  none  of  it :  Honour  is  a  mere 
scutcheon,5  and  so  ends  my  catechism,        [Exit. 

5  Painted  heraldry  in  funerals. 
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SCENE  II. 

The  Rebel  Camp. 

Enter  Worcester  and  Verxon. 

TVor.  O,  no,  my  nephew  must  not  know,  sir 
Richard, 
The  liberal  kind  offer  of  the  king. 

Ver.  'Twere  best,  he  did. 

Wor.  Then  are  we  all  undone. 

It  is  not  possible,  it  cannot  be, 
The  king  should  keep  his  word  in  loving  us  5 
He  will  suspect  us  still,  and  find  a  time 
To  punish  this  offence  in  other  faults  : 
Suspicion  shall  be  all  stuck  full  of  eyes  : 
For  treason  is  but  trusted  like  the  fox ; 
Who,  ne'er  so  tame,  so  cherish' d,  and  lock'd  up, 
Will  have  a  wild  trick  of  his  ancestors. 
Look  how  we  can,  or  sad,  or  merrily, 
Interpretation  will  misquote  our  looks } 
And  we  shall  feed  like  oxen  at  a  stall, 
The  better  cherish' d,  still  the  nearer  death. 
My  nephew's  trespass  may  be  well  forgot, 
It  hath  the  excuse  of  youth,  and  heat  of  blood  3 
And  an  adopted  name  of  privilege, — 
A  hare-brain'd  Hotspur,  govern'd  by  a  spleen  ; 
All  his  offences  live  upon  my  head, 
And  on  his  father's ; — we  did  train  him  on; 
And,  his  corruption  being  ta'en  from  us, 
We,  as  the  spring  of  all,  shall  pay  for  all. 
Therefore,  good  cousin,  let  not  Harry  know, 
In  any  case,  the  offer  of  the  king. 

Ver.  Deliver  what  you  will,  I'll  say,  'tis  so* 
Here  comes  your  cousin. 
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Enter  Hotspur  and  Douglas;  and  Officers  and 
Soldiers,  behind. 

Hot.  My  uncle  is  return'd  :— Deliver  up 
My  lord  of  Westmoreland.— Uncle,  what  news  ? 

Wor.  The  king  will  bid  you  battle  presently 

Doug.  Defy  him  by  the  lord  of  Westmoreland. 

Hot.  Lord  Douglas,  go  you  and  tell  him  so. 

Doug.  Marry,  and  shall,  and  very  willingly. 

Wor.  There  is  no  seeming  mercy  in  the  kino-.  # 
Hot.  Did  you  beg  any  ?  God  forbid  ! 
Wov.  I  told  him  gently  of  our  grievances, 
Of  his  oath-breaking  ;  which  he  mended  thus  — * 
By  now  forswearing  that  he  is  forsworn : 
He  calls  us  rebels,  traitors  ;  and  will  scourge 
With  haughty  arms  this  hateful  name  in  usf 

Re-enter  Douglas, 

Doug.  Arm,  gentlemen ;  to  arms !  for  I  have 
thrown 
A  brave  defiance  in  King  Henry's  teeth, 
And  Westmoreland,  that  was  engag'd^  did  bear  it  • 
Which  cannot  choose  but  bring  him  quickly  on/ 

Wor.  The  prince  of  Wales  stepp'd  forth  before 
the  king, 
And,  nephew,  challeng'd  you  to  single  fight. 

Hot.  O,  'would  the  quarrel  lay  upon  our  heads ; 
And  that  no  man  might  draw  short  breath  to-day, 
But  I,  and  Harry  Monmouth  !  Tell  me,  tell  me^ 
How  show'd  his  tasking  ?  seem'd  it  in  contempt? 

Ver.  No,  by  my  soul;  I  never  in  my  life 
Did  hear  a  challenge  urg'd  more  modestly, 
Unless  a  brother  should  a  brother  dare 
To  gentle  exercise  and  proof  of  arms. 
He  gave  you  all  the  duties  of  a  man  3 
Trimm'd  up  your  praises  with  a  princely  tongue } 
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Spoke  your  deservings  like  a  chronicle  j 

Making  you  ever  better  than  his  praise, 

By  still  dispraising  praise,  valued  with  you  : 

And,  which  became  him  like  a  prince  indeed, 

He  made  a  blushing  cital6  of  himself  3 

And  chid  his  truant  youth  with  such  a  grace, 

As  if  he  master'd  there  a  double  spirit, 

Of  teaching,  and  of  learning,  instantly. 

There  did  he  pause :  But  let  me  tell  the  world,— 

If  he  outlive  the  envy  of  this  day, 

England  did  never  owe''  so  sweet  a  hope, 

So  much  misconstrued  in  his  wantonness. 

Hot.  Cousin,  I  think,  thou  art  enamoured 
Upon  his  follies  \  never  did  I  hear 
Of  any  prince,  so  wild,  at  liberty  : — 
But,  be  he  as  he  will,  yet  once  ere  night 
I  will  embrace  him  with  a  soldier's  arm, 

That  he  shall  shrink  under  my  courtesy. 

Arm,  arm,  with  speed: And,  fellows,  soldiers, 

friends, 
Better  consider  what  you  have  to  do, 
Than  I,  that  have  not  well  the  gift  of  tongue, 
Can  lift  your  blood  up  with  persuasion. 

"Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  My  lord,  here  are  letters  for  you. 

Hot.  I  cannot  read  them  now. — 
O  gentlemen,  the  time  of  life  is  short  5 
To  spend  that  shortness  basely,  were  too  long, 
If  life  did  ride  upon  a  dial's  point, 
Still  ending  at  the  arrival  of  an  hour. 
An  if  we  live,  we  live  to  tread  on  kings ; 
If  die,  brave  death,  when  princes  die  with  us ! 
Now  for  our  conscience, — the  arms  are  fair, 
When  the  intent  of  bearing  them  is  just. 

*  Recital.  *  Own. 
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Enter  another  Messenger. 

Mess.My  lord,  prepare ;  the  king  comes  on  apace. 

Hot.  I  thank  him,  that  he  cuts  me  from  my  tale, 
For  I  profess  not  talking ;  Only  this — 
Let  each  man  do  his  best :  and  here  draw  I 
A  sword,  whose  temper  I  intend  to  stain 
With  the  best  blood  that  I  can  meet  withal 
In  the  adventure  of  this  perilous  day. 
Now, — Esperance !  >7 — Percy ! — and  set  on.-— 
Sound  all  the  lofty  instruments  of  war, 
And  by  that  musick  let  us  all  embrace : 
For,  heaven  to  earth,  some  of  us  never  shall 
A  second  time  do  such  a  courtesy. 
[The  Trumpets  sound.  They  embrace,  and  exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Plain  near  Shrewsbury. 

Excursions,  and  Parties  Jighting.  Alarum  to  the 
Battle.  Then  enter  Douglas  and  Blunt, 
meeting. 

Blunt.  What  is  thy  name,  that  in  the  battle 
thus 
Thou  crossest  me  ?  what  honour  dost  thou  seek 
Upon  my  head  ? 

Doug.  Know  then,  my  name  is  Douglas ; 

And  I  do  haunt  thee  in  the  battle  thus, 
Because  some  tell  me  that  thou  art  a  king. 
Blunt.  They  tell  thee  true. 
Doug.  The  lord  of  Stafford  dear  to-day  hath 
bought 
Thy  likeness  $  for,  instead  of  thee,  king  Harry, 
This  sword  hath  ended  him  :  so  shall  it  thee, 
vol,  IV.  D  D 

7  The  motto  of  the  Percy  family. 
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Unless  thou  yield  thee  as  my  prisoner. 
Blunt.  I  was  not  born  a  yielder,  thou  proud 
Scot ; 
And  thou  shalt  find  a  king  that  will  revenge 
Lord  Stafford's  death. 

\Thzy  fight,  a?idBLUKT  is  slain. 

Enter  Hotspur. 

Hot.  O  Douglas,  hadst  thou  fought  at  Holme* 
don  thus, 
I  never  had  triumph'd  upon  a  Scot. 

Doug.  All's  done,  all's  won;  here  breathless  lies 
the  king. 

Hot.  Where? 

Doug.  Here. 

Hot.  This,  Douglas  ?  no,  I  know  this  face  full 
well : 
A  gallant  knight  he  was,  his  name  was  Blunt  5 
Semblably8  furnish'd  like  the  king  himself. 

Doug.  A  fool  go  with  thy  soul,  whither  it  goes ! 
A  borrowed  title  hast  thou  bought  too  dear. 
Why  didst  thou  tell  me  that  thou  wert  a  king  ? 

Hot.  The  king  hath  many  marching  in  his  coats. 

Doug.  Now,  by  my  sword,  I  will  kill  all  his 
coats  $ 
I'll  murder  all  his  wardrobe,  piece  by  piece, 
Until  I  meet  the  king. 

Hot.  Up,  and  away  ; 

Our  soldiers  stand  full  fairly  for  the  day.  [Exeunt , 

Other  Alarums.     Enter  Falstaff. 

Eal.  Though  I  could  'scape  shot- free  at  Lon- 
don, I  fear  the  shot  here ;  here's  no  scoring,  but 
upon  the  pate. — Soft !  who  art  thou  ?  Sir  Walter 
Blunt; — there's  honour  for  you:  Here's  no  vanity  ! 
—■I  am  as  hot  as  molten  lead,  and  as  heavy  too  ; 
8  In  resemblance, 
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God  keep  lead  out  of  me !  I  need  no  more 
weight  than  mine  own  bowels. — I  have  led  my 
raggamuffins  where  they  are  peppered  :  there's  but 
three  of  my  hundred  and  fifty  left  alive ;  and  they 
are  for  the  town's  end,  to  beg  during  life.  But 
who  comes  here  ! 

• 
Enter  Prince  Henry. 

P.  Hen.   What,  stand'st  thou  idle  here  ?  lend 
me  thy  sword  : 
Many  a  nobleman  lies  stark  and  stiff 
Under  the  hoofs  of  vaunting  enemies, 
Whose  deaths  are  unreveng'd  :  Pr'ythee,  lend  thy 
sword. 

FaL  O  Hal,  I  pr'ythee,  give  me  leave  to  breathe 
a  while. — Turk  Gregory  never  did  such  deeds  m 
arms,  as  I  have  done  this  day.  I  have  paid  Percy, 
I  have  made  him  sure. 

F.  Hen.  He  is,  indeed;  and  living  to  kill  thee. 
Lend  me  thy  sword,  I  pr'ythee. 

FaL  Nay,  before  God,  Hal,  if  Percy  be  alive, 
thou  get'st  not  my  sword ;  but  take  my  pistol,  if 
thou  wilt. 

F.  Hen.  Give  it  me  :  What,  is  it  in  the  case  ? 

FaL  Ay,  Hal;  'tis  hot,  'tis  hot;  there's  that 
will  sack  a  city. 

[The  Prince  draws  out  a  bottle  of  sack. 

P.  Hen*  What,  is't  a  time  to  jest  and  dally  now  ? 
['j. /irons  it  at  him,  and  exit. 

FaL  Well,  if  Percy  be  alive,  I'll  pierce  him.  If 
he  do  come  in  my  way,  so  :  if  he  do  not,  if  I  come 
in  his,  willingly,  let  him  make  a  carbonado9  of  me. 
I  like  not  such  grinning  honour  as  sir  Walter 
hath  :  Give  me  life  :  which  if  I  can  save,  so  5  if 

D  D  2 

9  A  piece  of  meat  cut  crosswise  for  the  gridiron. 
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not,  honour  comes  unlooked-for,  and  there's  an 
end.  [Exit. 

SCENE   IV. 
Another  Part  of  the  Field. 

Alarums.  Excursions.  Enter  the  King,  Prince 
Henry,  Prince  John,  and  Westmore- 
land. 

K.  Hen.  I  pr'ythee, 
Harry,  withdraw  thyself  3  thou  bleed'st  too  much:— « 
Lord  John  of  Lancaster,  go  you  with  him. 

P.  John.  Not  I,  my  lord,  unless  I  did  bleed  too. 
P.  Hen.  I  do  beseech  your  majesty,  make  up, 
Lest  your  retirement  do  amaze  your  friends. 

K.  Hen,  I  will  do  so  : — 
My  lord  of  Westmoreland,  lead  him  to  his  tent. 
West.   Come,  my  lord,  I  will  lead  you  to  your 

tent. 
P.  Hen.  Lead  me,  my  lord  ?  I  do  not  need  your 
help: 
And  heaven  forbid,  a  shallow  scratch  should  drive 
The  prince  of  Wales  from  such  a  field  as  this  5 
Where  stain'd  nobility  lies  trodden  on, 
And  rebels'  arms  triumph  in  massacres ! 

P.  John.  We  breathe  too  long  : — Come,  cousin 
Westmoreland, 
Our  duty  this  way  lies  3  for  God's  sake,  come. 
[Exeunt  Prince  John  and  Westmoreland. 
P.  Hen.    By  heaven,    thou  hast  deceiv'd  me, 
Lancaster, 
I  did  not  think  thee  lord  of  such  a  spirit : 
Before,  I  lov'd  thee  as  a  brother,  John  3 
But  now,  I  do  respect  thee  as  my  soul. 
K.  Hen.  I  saw  him  hold  lord  Percy  at  the  point, 
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With  lustier  maintenance  than  I  did  look  for 
Of  such  an  ungrown  warrior. 

P.  Hen.  O,  this  boy 

Lends  mettle  to  us  all !  [Exit. 

Alarums.     Enter  Douglas. 

Doug.   Another  king  !  they  grow  like  Hydra's 
heads  : 
I  am  the  Douglas,  fatal  to  all  those 
That  wear  those  colours  on  them. — What  art  thou, 
That  counterfeit'st  the  person  of  a  king  ? 

K.  Hen.    The  king  himself  $   who,   Douglas, 
grieves  at  heart, 
So  many  of  his  shadows  thou  hast  met, 
And  not  the  very  king.     I  have  two  boys, 
Seek  Percy,  and  thyself,  about  the  field  : 
But,  seeing  thou  fall'st  on  me  so  luckily, 
I  will  assay  thee  j  so  defend  thyself. 

Dong.  I  fear,  thou  art  another  counterfeit; 
And  yetj  in  faith,  thou  bear'st  thee  like  a  king : 
But  mine,  I  am  sure,  thou  art,  whoe'er  thou  be, 
And  thus  I  win  thee. 

[They  fight ;  the  King  being  in  danger,  enter 
Prince  Henhy. 
P.  Hen.  Hold  up  thy  head,  vile  Scot,  or  thou 
art  like 
Never  to  hold  it  np  again  !  the  spirits 
Of  Shirley,  Stafford,   Blunt,  are  in  my  arms  : 
It  is  the  prince  of  Wales,  that  threatens  thee  •> 
Who  never  promiseth,  but  he  means  to  pay.— 

[They  fight ;   DouGLASj/Zes, 
Cheerly,  my  lord ;  How  fares  your  grace  ? — - 
Sir  Nicholas  Gawsey  hath  for  succour  sent, 
And  so  hath  Clifton  j  I'll  to  Clifton  straight* 
K.  lien.  Stay,  and  breathe  a  while  ;— 
D  D  3 
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Thou  hast  redeem' d  thy  lost  opinion  ,l 

And  show'd,  thou  mak'st  some  tender  of  my  life, 

In  this  fair  rescue  thou  hast  brought  to  me. 

P.  Hen.    O  heaven  !  they  did  me  too  much  in* 
jury, 
That  ever  said,  I  hearkened  for  your  death. 
If  it  were  so,  I  might  have  let  alone 
The  insulting  hand  of  Douglas  over  you  ; 
Which  would  have  been  as  speedy  in  your  end, 
As  all  the  poisonous  potions  in  the  world, 
And  sav'd  the  treacherous  labour  of  your  son. 

K.  Hc?i.  Make  up  to  Clifton,  I'll  to  sir  Nicholas 
Gawsey.  {Exit  King  Henry. 

Enter   Hotspur. 

Hot.  If  I  mistake  not,  thou  art  Harry  Mon- 
mouth. 
P.  Hen.  Thou  speak' st  as  if  I  would  deny  my 

name. 
Hot.  My  name  is  Harry  Percy. 
P.  Hen.  Why,  then  I  see. 

A  very  valiant  rebel  of  the  name. 
I  am  the  prince  of  Wales  5  and  think  not,  Percy, 
To  share  with  me  in  glory  any  more : 
Two  stars  keep  not  their  motion  in  one  sphere  j 
Nor  can  one  England  brook  a  double  reign, 
Of  Harry  Percy,  and  the  prince  of  Wales. 

Hot.   Nor  shall  it,  Harry,  for  the  hour  is  come 
To  end  the  one  of  us  ;  And  'would  to  God, 
Thy  name  in  arms  were  now  as  great  as  mine ! 
P.  Hen.  I'll  make  it  greater,  ere  I  part  from 
thee ; 
And  all  the  budding  honours  on  thy  crest 
I'll  crop,  to  make  a  garland  for  my  head. 
Hot.  I  can  no  longer  brook  thy  vanities. 

Vhcjjight, 
*  Reputation. 
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Enter  Falstaff. 

Fa!.  Well  said,  Hal !    to  it,  Hal !—  Nay,  you 
shall  find  no  boy's  play  here,  I  can  tell  you. 

Enter  Douglas  5  he  fights  with  Falstaff,  re  ho 

foils  down  as  if  he  were  dead,  and  exit  Douglas. 
Hotspur  is  wounded,  and  falls. 

Hot.  O,   Harry,  thou  hast  robb'd  me  of  my 

youth, 
I  better  brook  the  loss  of  brittle  life, 
Than  those  proud  titles  thou  hast  won  of  me ; 
They  wound  my  thoughts,  worse  than  thy  sword 

my  flesh  : 

But  thought's  the  slave  of  life,  and  life  time's  fool) 
And  time,  that  takes  survey  of  all  the  world, 
Must  have  a  stop.     O,  I  could  prophecy, 
But  that  the  earthy  and  cold  hand  of  death 
Lies  on  my  tongue : — No,  Percy,  thou  art  dust, 

And  food  for [Dies. 

1\  J I  en.  For  worms,  brave  Percy:  Fare  thee 

well,  great  heart ! — 
Ill-weav'd  ambition,  how  much  art  thou  shrunk ! 
When  that  this  body  did  contain  a  spirit, 
A  kingdom  for  it  was  too  small  a  bound  j 
But  now,  two  paces  of  the  vilest  earth 
Is  room  enough : — This  earth,   that  bears  thee 

dead, 
Bears  not  alive  so  stout  a  gentleman. 
If  thou  wert  sensible  of  courtesy, 
i  should  not  make  so  dear  a  show  of  zeal : — 
But  let  my  favours 2  hide  thy  mangled  face  5 
And,  even  in  thy  behalf,  I'll  thank  myself 
For  doinsr  these  fair  rites  of  tenderness. 
Adieu,  and  take  thy  praise  with  thee  to  heaven  ! 
Thy  ignomy  sleep  with  thee  in  the  grave, 

*  Scarf,  with  which  he  covers  Percy's  fact. 
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But  not  remember'd  in  thy  epitaph ! — 

[He  sees  Falstaff  on  the  ground. 
What !  old  acquaintance  !  could  not  all  this  flesh 
Keep  in  a  little  life  ?  Poor  Jack,  farewell ! 
I  could  have  better  spar'd  a  better  man. 
O,  I  should  have  a  heavy  miss  of  thee, 
If  I  were  much  in  love  with  vanity. 
Death  hath  not  struck  so  fat  a  deer  to-day, 
Though  many  dearer,  in  this  bloody  fray  :— 
Embo well'd  will  I  see  thee  by  and  by  ; 
Till  then,  in  blood  by  noble  Percy  lie.  [Exit. 

Fal.  [Rising  slowly."]  Embo  welled!  if  thou  em- 
bowel me  to-day,  I'll  give  you  leave  to  powder* 
me,  and  eat  me  too,  to-morrow.  'Sblood,  'twas 
time  to  counterfeit,  or  that  hot  termagant  Scot 
had  paid  me  scot  and  lot  too.  Counterfeit  ?  I  lie, 
I  am  no  counterfeit :  To  die,  is  to  be  a  counter- 
feit ;  for  he  is  but  the  counterfeit  of  a  man,  who 
hath  not  the  life  of  a  man :  but  to  counterfeit 
dying,  when  a  man  thereby  liveth,  is  to  be  no 
counterfeit,  but  the  true  and  perfect  image  of  life 
indeed.  The  better  part  of  valour  is — discretion ; 
in  the  which  better  part,  I  have  saved  my  life. 
'Zounds,  I  am  afraid  of  this  gunpowder  Percy, 
though  he  be  dead :  How,  if  he  should  counter- 
feit too,  and  rise }  I  am  afraid,  he  would  prove 
the  better  counterfeit.  Therefore  I'll  make  him 
sure:  yea,  and  I'll  swear  I  killed  him.  Why 
may  not  he  rise,  as  well  as  I  ?  Nothing  confutes 
me  but  eyes,  and  nobody  sees  me.  Therefore, 
sirrah,  [Stabbing  him.]  with  a  new  wound  in  your 
thigh,  come  you  along  with  me. 

[Takes  Hotspur  on  his  back* 

3  Salt. 
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Re-enter  Prince  Henry  and  Prince  John. 

P.  Hen.  Come,  brother  John,  full  bravely  hast 
thou  flesh'd 
Thy  maiden  sword. 

P.  John.  But,  soft !  whom  have  we  here  ? 

Did  you  not  tell  me,  this  fat  man  was  dead  ? 

P.  lien.  I  did;  I  saw  him  dead,  breathless  and 
bleeding 

Upon  the  ground. 

Art  thou  alive  ?  or  is  it  phantasy 
That  plays  upon  our  eyesight?  I  pr ythee,  speak ; 
We  will  not  trust  our  eyes,  without  our  ears  :— 
Thou  art  not  what  thou  seem'st. 

Pal.  No,  that's  certain ;  I  am  not  a  double  man : 
but  if  I  be  not  Jack  FalstafF,  then  am  I  a  Jack. 
There  is  Percy  :  [Throwing  the  body  down,']  if  your 
father  will  do  me  any  honour,  so ;  if  not,  let  him 
kill  the  next  Percy  himself.  I  look  to  be  either 
earl  or  duke,  I  can  assure  you. 

P.  Hen.  Why,  Percy  I  killed  myself,  and  saw 
thee  dead. 

Fal.  Didst  thou  ? — Lord,  lord,  how  this  world 
is  given  to  lying  ! — I  grant  you,  I  was  down,  and 
out  of  breath  ;  and  so  was  he  :  but  we  rose  both 
at  an  instant,  and  fought  a  long  hour  by  Shrews- 
bury clock.  If  I  may  be  believed,  so  ;  if  not,  let 
them,  that  should  reward  valour,  bear  the  sin 
upon  their  own  heads.  I'll  take  it  upon  my  death, 
I  gave  him  this  wound  in  the  thigh  :  if  the  man 
were  alive,  and  would  deny  it,  I  would  make  him 
eat  a  piece  of  my  sword. 

P.  John.  This  is  the  strangest  tale  that  e'er  I 
heard. 

P.  Hen.  This  is  the  strangest  fellow,  brother 
John.— 
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Come,  bring  your  luggage  nobly  on  your  back: 
For  my  part,  if  a  lie  may  do  thee  grace, 
I'll  gild  it  with  the  happiest  terms  I  have. 

[A  Retreat  is  sounded. 
The  trumpet  sounds  retreat,  the  day  is  ours. 
Come,  brother,  let's  to  the  highest  of  the  field,. 
To  sec  what  friends  are  living,  who  are  dead. 

[Exeunt  Prince  Henry  and  Prince  Jo  inc. 

Fal.  I'll  follow,  as  they  say,  for  reward.     He 

that  rewards  me,  God  reward  him !  If  I  do  grow 

great,  I'll  grow  less ;  for  I'll  purge,  and  leave 

sack,  and  live  cleanly,  as  a  nobleman  should  do. 

[Exit,  bearing  off  the  Body* 

SCENE  V. 

Another  Part  of  the  Field. 

The  Trumpets  sound.  Enter  King  Henry,  Prince 
Henry,  Prince  John,  Westmoreland,  #«*f 
Others,  with  Worcesier,  and  Vernon,  pri~ 
sorters. 

K.  Hen.    Thus    ever  did    rebellion  find    re- 
buke.— 
111 -spirited  Worcester  !  did  we  not  fiend  grace, 
Pardon,  and  terms  of  love  to  all  of  you  ? 
And  would'st  thou  turn  our  oners  contrary? 
Misuse  the  tenor  of  thy  kinsman's  trust? 
Three  knights  upon  our  party  slain  to-day, 
A  noble  earl,  and  many  a  creature  else, 
Had  been  alive  this  hour, 
If,  like  a  christian,  thou  hadst  truly  borne 
Betwixt  our  armies  true  intelligence. 

Wor.  What  I  have  done,  my  safety  m*g'd  me 
to; 
And  I  embrace  this  fortune  patiently, 
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Since  not  to  be  avoided  it  falls  on  me. 

K.  Hcu.    Bear   Worcester  to  the  death,  and 

Vernon  too : 
Other  offenders  we  will  pause  upon. — 

[Exeunt  Worcester  and  Vernon^ 
guarded. 
How  goes  the  field  ? 

P.  Hen.  The  noble  Scot,  lord  Douglas,  when 

he  saw 
The  fortune  of  the  day  quite  turn'd  from  him, 
The  noble  Percy  slain,  and  all  his  men 
Upon  the  foot  of  fear, — fled  with  the  rest ; 
And,  falling  from  a  hill,  he  was  so  bruis'd, 
That  the  pursuers  took  him.     At  my  tent 
The  Douglas  is ;  and  I  beseech  your  grace, 
I  may  dispose  of  him. 

K.  Hen.  With  all  my  heart. 

P.  Hen.  Then,  brother  John  of  Lancaster,  to 

you 
This  honourable  bounty  shall  belong : 
Go  to  the  Douglas,  and  deliver  him 
Up  to  his  pleasure,  ransomeless,  and  free : 
His  valour,  shown  upon  our  crests  to-day, 
Hath  taught  us  how  to  cherish  such  high  deeds, 
Even  in  the  bosom  of  our  adversaries. 

K.  Hen.  Then  this  remains, — that  we  divide 

our  power. — 
you,  son  John,  and  my  cousin  Westmoreland, 
Towards  York  shall  bend  you,  with  your  dearest 

speed, 
To    meet    Northumberland,     and     the    prelate 

Scroop, 
Who,  ns  we  hear,  are  busily  in  arms  : 
Myself,  —  and   you,   son   Harry, —  will  towards 

Wales, 
Tc  fight  with  Glendower,  and  the  earl  of  March, 

1 
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Rebellion  in  this  land  shalllose  his  sway, 
Meeting  the  check  of  such  another  day  : 
And  since  this  business  so  fair  is  done, 
Let  us  not  leave  till  all  our  own  be  won/ 

[Exeunt, 
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Warkworth.     Before  Northumberland's  Castk, 

Enter  Rumour,  fainted  full  of  Tongues* 

Rum.  Open  your  ears  j  For  which  of  you  will 
stop 
The  vent  of  hearing,  when  loud  Rumour  speaks  ? 
I,  from  the  orient  to  the  drooping  west, 
Making  the  wind  my  post-horse,  still  unfold 
The  acts  commenced  on  this  ball  of  earth  : 
Upon  my  tongues  continual  slanders  ride ; 
The  which  in  every  language  I  pronounce, 
Stuffing  the  ears  of  men  with  false  reports. 
I  speak  of  peace,  while  covert  enmity, 
Under  the  smile  of  safety,  wounds  the  wforld : 
And  who  but  Rumour,  who  but  only  I, 
Make  fearful  musters,  and,  prepar'd  defence  ; 
Whilst  the  big  year,  swol'n  with  some  other  grief, 
Is  thought  with  child  by  the  stern  tyrant  war, 
And  no  such  matter  ?  Rumour  is  a  pipe 
Blown  by  surmises,  jealousies,  conjectures  \ 
And  of  so  easy  and  so  plain  a  stop, 
That  the  blunt  monster  with  uncounted  heads, 
The  still-discordant  wavering  multitude, 
Can  play  upon  it.     But  what  need  I  thus     _ 
My  well-known  body  to  anatomize 
Among  my  houshold  ?  Why  is  Rumour  here? 
I  run  before  king  Harry's  victory ; 
Who,  in  a  bloody  field  by  Shrewsbury, 
Hath  beaten  down  young  Hotspur,  and  his  troops. 
Quenching  the  flame  of  bold  rebellion 
Even  with  the  rebels'  blood.    But  what  mean  I 
£  £  2 
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To  speak  so  true  at  first  ?  my  office  is 
To  noise  abroad, — that  Harry  Monmouth  fell 
Under  the  wrath  of  noble  Hotspur's  sword  j 
And  that  the  king  before  the  Douglas'  rage 
Stoop' d  his  anointed  head  as  low  as  death. 
This  have  I  rumour'd  through  the  peasant  towns 
Between  that  royal  field  of  Shrewsbury 
And  this  worm  eaten  hold  of  ragged  stone,1 
Where  Hotspur's  father,  old  Northumberland, 
Lies  crafty-sick  :  the  posts  come  tiring  on, 
And  not  a  man  of  them  brings  other  news 
Than  they  have  learn'd  of  me  \  From   Rumour's 

tongues 
They  bring  smooth  comforts  false,  worse  than  true 

wrongs.  [Exit. 

*  Northumberland's  castle* 
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SCENE  I.     The  same. 

The  Porter  before  the  Gate;  Enter  Lord 
Bardolph. 

Bard.  Who  keeps  the  gate  here,  ho  ? — "Where 

is  the  earl  ? 
Port.  What  shall  I  say  you  are  ? 
Bard.  Tell  thou  the  earl. 

That  the  lord  Bardolph  doth  attend  him  here. 
Fort.  His  lordship  is  walk'd  forth  into  the  or- 
chard 5 
Please  it  your  honour,  knock  but  at  the  gate. 
And  he  himself  will  answer. 

Enter  Northumberland, 

Bard.  Here  comes  the  earh 

North.  What  news,  lord  Bardolph  ?  every  mi- 
nute now 
Should  be  the  father  of  some  stratagem  :  * 
The  times  are  wild  \  contention,  like  a  horse 
Full  of  high  feeding,  madly  hath  broke  loose. 
And  bears  down  all  before  him. 

Bard.  Noble  earl, 

I  bring  you  certain  news  from  Shrewsbury, 

North.  Good,  an  heaven  will ! 

Bard.  As  good  as  heart  can  wish  :— < 

E    E    3 
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The  king  is  almost  wounded  to  the  death  -, 
And,  in  the  fortune  of  my  lord  your  son, 
Prince  Harry  slain  outright ;  and  both  the  Blunts 
Kill'd  by  the  hand  of  Douglas :  young  prince  John, 
And  Westmoreland,  and  Stafford,  fled  the  field ; 
And  Harry  Monmouth's  brawn,  the  hulk  sir  John, 
Is  prisoner  to  your  son  :  O,  such  a  day, 
So  fought,  so  follow'd,  and  so  fairly  won, 
Came  not,  till  now,  to  dignify  the  times, 
Since  Caesar's  fortunes  ! 

North.  How  is  this  derived  ? 

Saw  you  the  field  ?  came  you  from  Shrewsbury  > 

Bard.  I  spake  with  one,  my  lord,  that  came 
from  thence  ; 
A  gentleman  well  bred,  and  of  good  name, 
That  freely  render1  d  me  these  news  for  true. 

North.  Here  comes  my  servant,  Travers,  whom 
I  sent 
On  Tuesday  last  to  listen  after  news. 

Bard.  My  lord,  I  over-rode  him  on  the  way  5 
And  he  is  furnish'd  with  no  certainties, 
More  than  he  haply  may  retain  from  me. 

Enter  Travers. 

North.  Now,  Travers,  what  good  tidings  come 

with  you  ? 
Ira.  My  lord,  sir  John  Umfrevile  turn'd  me 
back 
With  joyful  tidings  $   and,  being  better  hors'd, 
Out-rode  me.     After  him,  came,  spurring  hard, 
A  gentleman  almost  forspent3  with  speed, 
That  stopp'd  by  me  to  breathe  his  bloodied  horse: 
He  ask'd  the  way  to  Chester  ;  and  of  him 
I  did  demand,  what  news  from  Shrewsbury. 
He  told  me,  that  rebellion  had  bad  luck, 
And  that  young  Harry  Percy's  spur  was  cold : 
3  Exhausted. 
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With  that,  he  gave  his  able  horse  the  head, 
And,  bending  forward,  struck  his  armed  heels 
Against  the  panting  sides  of  his  poor  jade 
Up  to  the  rowel-head  ;  and,  starting  so, 
He  seem'd  in  running  to  devour  the  way, 
Staying  no  longer  question. 

North.  Ha  !- Again. 

Said  he,  young  Harry  Percy's  spur  was  cold  ? 
Of  Hotspur,  coldspur  ?  that  rebellion 
Had  met  ill-luck ! 

Bard.  My  lord,  I'll  tell  you  what;—* 

If  my  young  lord  your  son  have  not  the  day, 
Upon  mine  honour,  for  a  silken  point4 
I'll  give  my  barony  :  never  talk  of  it. 

North.  Why  should  the  gentleman,  that  rode 
by  Travers, 
Give  then  such  instances  of  loss  ? 

Bard.  Who,  he? 

He  was  some  hilding 5  fellow,  that  had  stol'n 
The  horse  he  rode  on  5  and,  upon  my  life, 
Spoke  at  a  venture.     Look,    here  comes  more 
news. 

Enter  Morton. 

North.  Yea,  this  man  s  brow,  like  to  a  title- 
leaf, 
Foretells  the  nature  of  a  tragick  volume : 
So  looks  the  strond,  whereon  the  imperious  fioGd 
Hath  left  a  wituess'd  usurpation.6 — — 
Say,  Morton,  didst  thou  come  from  Shrewsbury  ? 

Mar.  I  ran  from  Shrewsbury,  my  noble  lord  5 
Where  hateful  death  put  on  his  ugliest  mask, 
To  fright  our  party. 

North.  How  doth  my  son,  and  brother  ? 

Thou  trembles t  j  and  the  whiteness  in  thy  cheek 

4  Lace  tagged.        s  H'Iderling,  base,  cowardly. 

*  An  attestation  of  its  ravage 
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Is  apter  than  thy  tongue  to  tell  thy  errand. 
Even  such  a  man,  so  faint,  so  spiritless, 
So  dull,  so  dead  in  look,  so  woe-begone, 
Drew  Priam's  curtain  in  the  dead  of  night, 
And  would  have  told  him,  half  his  Troy  was  burn'd : 
But  Priam  found  the  fire,  ere  he  his  tongue, 
And  I  my  Percy's  death,  ere  thou  report'st  it. 
This  thou  would' st  say, — Your  son  did  thus,  and 

thus ; 
Your  brother,  tliusj  so  fought  the  noble  Douglas $ 
Stopping  my  greedy  ear  with  their  bold  deeds  : 
But  in  the  end,  to  stop  mine  ear  indeed, 
Thou  hast  a  sigh  to  blow  away  this  praise, 
Ending  with — brother,  son,  and  all  are  dead. 

Mor.  Douglas  is  living,  and  your  brother,  yet : 
But,  for  my  lord  your  son, 

North.  Why,  he  is  dead. 

See,  what  a  ready  tongue  suspicion  hath  ! 
He,  that  but  fears  the  thing  he  would  not  know, 
Hath,  by  instinct,  knowledge  from  others'  eyes, 
That  what  he  fear'd  is  chanced.  Yet  speak,  Morton  5 
Tell  thou  thy  earl,  his  divination  lies  5 
And  I  will  take  it  as  a  sweet  disgrace, 
And  make  thee  rich  for  doing  me  such  wrong. 

Mor.  You  are  too  great  to  be  by  me  gainsaid : 
Y'our  spirit  is  too  true,  your  fears  too  certain. 

North.  Yet,  for  all  this,  say  not  that  Percy's  dead. 
I  see  a  strange  confession  in  thine  eye : 
Thou  shak'st  thy  head,  and  hold'st  it  fear,  or  sin) 
To  speak  a  truth.     If  he  be  slain,  say  so  : 
The  tongue  offends  not,  that  reports  his  death  ; 
And  he  doth  sin,  that  doth  belie  the  dead  > 
Not  he,  which  says  the  dead  is  not  alive. 
Yet  tlie  first  bringer  of  unwelcome  news 
Hath  but  a  losing  office  ;  and  his  tongue 
Sounds  ever  after  as  a  sullen  bell, 
Rerraember'd  knotting  a  departing  friend« 
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Bard.  I  cannot  think,  my  lord,  your  son  is  dead. 
Mor.  I  am  sorry,  I  should  force  you  to  believe 
That,  -which  I  would  to  heaven  I  had  not  seen  : 
But  these  mine  eyes  saw  him  in  bloody  state, 
Rend'ring   faint    quittance,7    wearied    and  out- 

breath'd, 
To  Harry  Monmouth :  whose  swift  wrath  beat  down 
The  never-daunted  Percy  to  the  earth, 
From  whence  with  life  he  never  more  sprung  up. 
In  few,8  his  death  (whose  spirit  lent  a  fire 
Even  to  the  dullest  peasant  in  his  camp,) 
Being  bruited9  once,  took  fire  and  heat  away 
From  the  best  temper'd  courage  in  his  troops  i 
For  from  his  metal  was  his  party  steel'd  -, 
Which  once  in  him  abated,  all  the  rest 
Turn'd  on  themselves,  like  dull  and  heavy  lead. 
And  as  the  thing  that's  heavy  in  itself, 
Upon  enforcement,  flies  with  greatest  speed  $ 
So  did  our  men,  heavy  in  Hotspur's  loss, 
Lend  to  this  weight  such  lightness  with  their  fear, 
That  arrows  fled  not  swifter  toward  their  aim, 
Than  did  our  soldiers,  aiming  at  their  safety, 
Fly  from  the  field  :  Then  was  that  noble  Worcester 
Too  soon  ta'en  prisoner  :  and  that  furious  Scot, 
The  bloody  Douglas,  whose  well-labouring  sword 
Had  three  times  slain  the  appearance  of  the  king, 
'Gan  vail l  his  stomach,  and  did  grace  the  shame 
Of  those  that  turn'd  their  backs  j  and,  in  his  flight, 
Stumbling  in  fear,  was  took.     The  sum  of  all 
Is, — that  the  king  hath  won  ;  and  hath  sent  out 
A  speedy  power  to  encounter  you,  my  lord, 
Under  the  conduct  of  young  Lancaster, 
And  Westmoreland  :  this  is  the  news  at  full. 

North .  For  th  is  I  shall  have  time  enough  to  mourn. 
In  poison  there  is  physick  j  and  these  news, 

7  Return  of  blows,  s  In  few     ords, 

9  Ke^orted.  l  Let  full. 
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Having  been  well,  that  would  have  made  me  sick, 
Being  sick,  have  in  some  measure  made  me  well : 
And  as  the  wretch,  whose  fever-weaken'd  joints. 
Dike  strenghtless  hinges,  buckle  under  life, 
Impatient  of  his  lit,  breaks  like  a  fire 
Out  of  his  keepers'  arms  ;  even  so  my  limbs, 
Weakened  with  grief,  being  now  enrag'd  with  grief, 
Are  thrice   themselves  :    hence   therefore,    thou 

nice2  crutch ; 
A  scaly  gauntlet  now,  with  joints  of  steel, 
Must  glove  this  hand  :  and  hence,  thou  sickly  quoif^1 
Thou  art  a  guard  too  wanton  for  the  head, 
Which  princes,  flesh'd  with  conquest,  aim  to  hit. 
Now  bind  my  brows  with  iron  ;  And  approach 
The  ragged\st  hour  that  time  and  spite  dare  bring, 
To  frown  upon  the  enrag'd  Northumberland  ! 
Let  heaven  kiss  earth  !  Now  let  not  nature's  hand 
Keep  the  wild  flood  confln'd  !  let  order  die  ! 
And  let  this  world  no  longer  be  a  stage, 
To  feed  contention  in  a  lingering  act ; 
But  let  one  spirit  of  the  first-born  Cain 
Reign  in  all  bosoms,  that,  each  heart  being  set 
On  bloody  courses,  the  rude  scene  may  end, 
And  darkness  be  the  burier  of  the  dead  ! 

Tr&M  This  strained  passion  doth  you  wrong,  my 

lord. 
Bard.  Sweet  earl,  divorce  not  wisdom  from  your 

honour. 
Mvr.  The  lives  of  all  your  loving  complices 
Lean  on  your  health  ;  the  which,  if  you  give  o'er 
To  stormy  passion,  must  perforce  decay. 
You  cast  the  event  of  war,  my  noble  lord, 
And  summ'd  the  account  of  chance,  before  you 

said, — 
Let  us  make  head.     It  was  your  presurmise, 
That  in  the  dole4  of  blows  your  son  might  drop : 
3  Trifling.  3  Cap.  4  Distribution. 
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You  knew,  he  walk'd  o'er  perils,  on  an  edge, 
More  likely  to  fall  in,  than  to  get  o'er : 
You  were  advis'd,  his  flesh  was  capable 
Of  wounds,  and  scars ;  and  that  his  forward  spirits 
Would  lift  him  where  most  trade  of  danger  rang'dj 
Yet  did  you  say, — Go  forth ;  and  none  of  this, 
Though  strongly  apprehended,  could  restrain 
The  stiff-borne  action :  What  hath  then  befallen, 
Or  what  hath  this,  bold  enterprize  brought  forth, 
More  than  that  being  which  was  like  to  be  ? 

Bard.  We  all,  that  are  engaged  to  this  loss, 
Knew  that  we  ventur'd  on  such  dangerous  seas, 
That,  if  we  wrought  out  life,  'twas  ten  to  one  : 
And  yet  we  ventur'd,  for  the  gain  propos'd 
Chok'd  the  respect  of  likely  peril  fear'd ; 
And,  since  we  are  o'erset,  venture  again. 
Come,  we  will  all  put  forth ;  body,  and  goods. 

Mor.  'Tis  more  than  time :  x\nd,  my  most  noble 
lord, 
I  hear  for  certain,  and  do  speak  the  truth, 
The  gentle  archbishop  of  York  is  up, 
With  well-appointed  powers ;  ?  he  is  a  man, 
Who  with  a  double  surety  binds  his  followers. 
My  lord  your  son  had  only  but  the  corps, 
But  shadows,  and  the  shows  of  men,  to  fio-ht : 
For  that  same  word,  rebellion,  did  divide  " 
The  action  of  their  bodies  from  their  souls ; 
And  they  did  fight  with  queasiness,6  constrain'd, 
As  men  drink  potions  ;  that  their  weapons  only 
Seem'd  on  our  side,  but,  for  their  spirits  and  souls, 
This  word,  rebellion,  it  had  froze  them  up, 
As  fish  are  in  a  pond  :  But  now  the  bishop 
Turns  insurrection  to  religion  : 
Supposed  sincere  and  holy  in  his  thoughts, 
He's  follow'd  both  with  body  and  with  mind  > 
And  doth  enlarge  his  rising  with  the  blood   . 
5  Porces.  6  Against  their  stomachs. 
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Of  fair  king  Richard,  scrap'd  from  Pomfret  stones. 
Derives  from  heaven  his  quarrel,  and  his  cause  ; 
Tells  them,  he  doth  bestride  a  bleeding  land, 
Gasping  for  life  under  great  Bolingbroke  ; 
And  more,7  and  less,  do,  flock  to  follow  him. 
North.  I  knew  of  this  before;  but,  to  speak 
truth, 
This  present  grief  had  wip'd  it  from  my  mind. 
Go  in  with  me ;  and  counsel  every  man 
The  aptest  way  for  safety,  and  revenge  : 
Get  posts,  and  letters,  and  make  friends  with  speed ; 
Never  so  few,  and  never  yet  more  need.    [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

London.     A  Street. 

Enter  Sir  John  Falstaff,  with  his  Page  bearing 
his  Sword  and  Buckler. 

Fal.  Sirrah,  you  giant,  what  says  the  doctor  to 
my  water  ? 

Page.  He  said,  sir,  the  water  itself  was  a  good 
healthy  water  :  but,  for  the  party  that  owed8  it, 
he  might  have  more  diseases  than  he  knew  for. 

Fat.  Men  of  all  sorts  take  a  pride  to  gird  *  at 
me :  The  brain  of  this  foolish-compounded  clay, 
man,  is  not  able  to  vent  any  thing  that  tends  to 
laughter,  more  than  I  invent,  or  is  invented  on  me : 
I  am  not  only  witty  in  myself,  but  the  cause  that 
wit  is  in  other  men.  I  do  here  walk  before  thee, 
like  a  sow,  that  hath  overwhelmed  all  her  litter  but 
one,  If  the  prince  put  thee  into  my  service  for  any 
other  reason  than  to  set  me  off,  why  then  I  have 
joo  judgment.  Thou  whoreson  mandrake,1  thou  art 
ntter  to  be  worn  in  my  cap,  than  to  wait  at  my  heels 

7  Greater.  8  Owned.  5  Gibe. 

*  A  root  supposed  to  have  the  shape  of  a  man. 
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I  was  never  manned  with  an  agate2  till  now :  but  I 
will  set  you  neither  in  gold  nor  silver,  but  in  vile 
apparel,  and  send  you  back  again  to  your  master, 
for  a  jewel  \  thejuvenal,  the  prince  your  master, 
whose  chin  is  not  yet  fledged.  I  will  sooner  have 
a  beard  grow  in  the  palm  of  my  hand,  than  he  shall 
get  one  on  his  cheek  j  and  yet  he  will  not  stick  to 
say,  his  face  is  a  face-royal :  God  may  finish  it  when 
he  will,  it  is  not  a  hair  amiss  yet:  he  may  keep  it 
still  as  a  face-royal,  for  a  barber  shall  never  earn 
sixpence  out  of  it;  and  yet  he  will  be  crowing,,  as 
if  he  had  writ  man  ever  since  his  father  was  a 
bachelor.     He  may  keep  his  own  grace,  but  he  is 

almost  out  of  mine,  I  can  assure  him. What 

said  master  Dumbleton  about  the  satin  for  my 
short  cloak,  and  slops  ? 

Page.  He  said,  sir,  you  should  procure  him 
better  assurance  than  Bardolph :  he  would  not  takes 
his  bond  and  yours  ;  he  liked  not  the  security. 

Fal.  Let  him  be  damned  like  a  glutton !  may 
his  tongue  be  hotter ! — A  whoreson  Achitophel  I 
a  rascally  yea-forsooth  knave!  to  bear  a  gentleman 
in  hand,  and  then  stand  upon  security  ! — The 
whoreson  smooth-pates  do  now  wear  nothing  bat 
high  shoes,  and  bunches  of  keys  at  their  girdles  -y 
and  if  a  man  is  thorough i  with  them  in  honest  taking 
up,  then  they  must  stand  upon — security.  I  had 
as  lief  they  would  put  ratsbane  in  my  mouth,  as 
offer  to  stop  it  with  security.  I  looked  he  should 
have  sent  me  two  and  twenty  yards  of  satin,  as  I 
am  a  true  knight,  and  he  sends  me  security.  Well, 
he  may  sleep  in  security ;  for  he  hath  the  horn  of 
abundance,  and  the  lightness  of  his  wife  shines 
through  it :  and  yet  cannot  he  see,  though  he  have 

vol.  iv.  F  p 

a  A  little  figure  cut  in  an  agate.  3  in  their  debt. 
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his  own  lantern  to  light  him- — ■ — Where's  Bar- 
do!  ph  ? 

fr&ge.  He's  gone  into  Smithfield,  to  buy  your 
worship  a  horse. 

iut.  i  bought  him  in  Paul's,  and  he'll  buy  mo  a 
horse  in  Smitnfield:  an  I  could  get  me  but  a  wife 
in  the  stews,  I  were  manned,  horsed,  and  wived.4 

Fatter  the  Lord  Chief  Justice,  and  an  Attendant. 

Page.  Sir,  here  comes  the  nobleman  that  com- 
mitted the  prince  for  striking  him  about  Bardolph. 
Fat.  Wait  close,  I  will  not  see  him. 
Ch.  Just.  What's  he  that  £oes  there  ? 

o 

At  ten.  Falstaff,  an't  please  your  lordship. 

Ch.  Just.  He  that  was  in  question  for  the  rob- 
bery ? 

Allen.  He,  my  lord :  but  he  hath  since  done 
good  service  at  Shrewsbury ;  and,  as  I  hear,  is  now 
going  with  some  charge  to  the  lord  John  of  Lan- 
caster. 

Ch.  Just.  What,  to  York?  Cal)  him  back  again. 

Atten.  Sir  John  Falstaff! 

Fat.  Boy,  tell  him,  I  am  deaf. 

Fage.  You  mtost  speak  louder,  my  master  is  deaf. 

Ch.  Just.  I  am  sure,  he  is,  to  the  hearing  of  any 
thing  good. — Go,  pluck  him  by  the  elbow  5  I  must 
speak  with  him. 

Attcn.  Sir  John, 

Fa/.  What !  a  young  knave,  and  beg  !  Is  there 
not  wars?  is  there  not  employment  ?  Doth  not  the 
king  lack  subjects  ?  do  not  the  rebels  need  soldiers  ? 
Though  it  be  a  shame  to  be  on  any  side  but  one,  it 
is  worse  shame  to  beg  than  to  be  on  the  worst  side, 

4-  Alluding;  to  an  old  proberb  :  Who  goes  to  Westminster 
for  a  wife,  to  St.  Paul's  for  a  man,  and  to  Smithfield  for 
a  horse,  may  meet  with  a  whore,  a  knave,  and  a  jade. 
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were  it  worse  than  the  name  of  rebellion  can  tell 
how  to  make  it. 

At  ten.  You  mistake  me,  sir. 

ial.  Why,  sir;  did  I  say  you  were  an  honest 
man?  setting  my  knighthood  and  my  soldiership 
aside,  I  had  lied  in  my  throat  if  I  had  said  so. 

Attai.  I  pray  you,  sir,  then  set  your  knight- 
hood and  your  soldiership  aside  ;  and  give  me  leave 
to  tell  you,  you  lie  in  your  throat,  if  y  ;u  say  I 
am  any  other  than  an  honest  man. 

Fal.  I  give  thee  leave  to  tell  me  so  !  I  lay  aside 
that  which  grows  to  me  !  Jf  thou  get'st  any  leave 
of  me,  hang  me  ;  if  thou  takest  leave,  thou  wert 
better  be  hanged :  You  hunt-counter,5  hence ! 
avaunt ! 

At  ten.  Sir,  my  lord  would  speak  with  you. 

Ck.  Just.  Sir  John  Falstaff,  a  word  with  you. 

Fa  I.  My  good  lord ! — God  give  'your  lordship 
good  time  of  day.  I  am  glad  to  see  your  lordship 
abroad :  I  heard  say,  you  lordship  was  sick :  1  hope, 
your  lordship  goes  abroad  by  advice.  Your  lord- 
si  up,  though  not  clean  past  your  youth,  hath  yet 
some  smack  of  age  in  you,  some  relish  of  the  salt- 
ness  of  time ;  and  1  most  humbly  beseech  your 
lordship,  to  have  a  reverend  care  of  your  health. 

67/ .  Just.  Sir  John,  I  sent  for  you  before  your 
expedition  to  Shrewsbury! 

Fah  An't  please  your  lordship,  I  hear,  his  ma- 
jesty is  returned  with  some  discomfort  from  Wales. 

(  h.  J  us{ .  I  talk  not  of  his  majesty : — You  would 
not  come  when  I  sent  for  you. 

Ial.  And  I  hear  moreover,  his  highness  is  fallen 
into  this  same  whoreson  apoplexy. 

Cli.  Just.  Weir,  heaven  mend  him!  I  pray,  let 
me  speak  with. you. 

5  A  catch-pole  or  bum-bailiff. 
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Fal.  This  apoplexy  is,  as  I  take  it,  a  kind  of 
lethargy,  an*i  please  your  lordship;  a  kind  of 
sleeping  in  the  blood,  a  whoreson  tingling. 

Ch.  Just.  What  tell  you  me  of  it?  be  it  as  it  is. 

Fal.  It  hath  its  original  from  much  grief;  from 
study,  and  perturbation  of  the  brain  :  I  have  read 
the  cause  of  his  effects  in  Galen  -,  it  is  a  kind  of 
deafness. 

Ch.J;-st.  I  think,  you  are  fallen  into  the  disease; 
for  you  hear  not  what  I  say  to  you. 

Fal.  Very  well,  my  lord,,  very  well :  rather,  an't 
please  you,  it  is  the  disease  of  not  listening,  the 
malady  of  not  marking,  that  I  am  troubled  withal. 

Ch.  Just.  To  punish  you  by  the  heels,  would 
amend  the  attention  of  your  ears ;  and  I  care  not, 
if  I  do  become  your  physician. 

led.  I  am  as  poor  as  Job,  my  lord ;  but  not  so 
patient :  your  lordship  may  minister  the  potion  of 
imprisonment  to  me,  in  respect  of  poverty  ;  but 
how  I  should  be  your  patient  to  follow  your  pre- 
scriptions, the  wise  may  make  some  dram  of  a 
scruple,  or,  indeed,  a  scruple  itself. 

Ch.  Just.  I  sent  for  you,  when  there  were  mat- 
ters against  you  for  your  life,  to  come  speak  with 
me. 

Fal.  As  I  was  then  advised  by  my  learned  coun- 
sel in  the  laws  of  this  land-service,  I  did  not  come. 

Ch.  Just.  Well,  the  truth  is,  sir  John,  you  live 
in  great  infamy. 

int.  He  that  buckles  him  in  my  belt,  cannot 
live  in  less. 

Ch.  Jvs' .  Your  means  are  very  slender,  and  your 
waste  is  great. 

Fal.  1  would  it  were  otherwise ;  I  would  my 
means  were  greater,  and  my  waist  slenderer. 

Ch.  Just.  You  have  misled  the  youthful  prince* 


Scene  IT.  king  itenky  i\\  315 

Fal.  The  young  prince  hath  misled  me:  I  am 
the  fellow  with  the  great  belly,  and  he  my  dog. 

Ch.  Just.  Well,  I  am  loath  to  gall  a  new-healed 
wound  ;  your  day's  service  at  Shrewsbury  hath  a 
little  gilded  over  your  night's  exploit  on  Gads-hill: 
you  may  thank  the  unquiet  time  for  your  quiet 
o'er-posting  that  action. 

Fal.  My  lord  ? 

L7>.  Just.  But  since  all  is  well,  keep  it  so:  wake 
not  a  sleeping  wolf. 

Fal,  To  wake  a  wolf,  is  as  bad  as  to  smell  a  fox. 

Ch.  Just.  What!  you  areas  a  candle,  the  better 
part  burnt  out. 

Fal.  A  wassel 6  candle,  my  lord  ;  all  tallow :  if 
I  did  say  of  wax,  my  growth  would  approve  the 
truth. 

Ch.  Just.  There  is  not  a  white  hair  on  your  face, 
but  should  have  his  effect  of  gravity. 

Fal.  His  effect  of  gravy,  gravy,  gravy. 

Ch.  Just.  You  follow  the  young  prince  up  and 
down,  like  his  ill  angel. 

Fal.  Not  so,  my  lord;  your  ill  angel7  is  light; 
but,  I  hope,  he  that  looks  upon  me,  will  take  me 
without  weighing  :  and  yet,  in  some  respects,  I 
grant,  I  cannot  go,  I  cannot  tell:8  Virtue  is  of  so 
little  regird  in  these  coster-monger  times,  that  true 
valour  is  turned  bear-herd  :  Pregnancy'^  is  made  a 
tapster,  and  hath  his  quick  wit  wasted  in  giving 
reckonings:  all  the  other  gifts  appertinent  to  man, 
as  the  malice  of  this  age  shapes  them,  are  not  worth 
a  gooseberry.  You,  that  are  old,  consider  not  the 
capacities  of  us  that  are  young:  you  measure  the 
heat  of  our  livers  with  the  bitterness  of  your  galls : 

*  f  3 

c  A  large  candle  for  a  feast.       7  The  coin  called  an  angeL 
8  Pass  current.  9  Readiness. 
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and  we  that  are  in  the  vaward1  of  our  youth,  I 
must  confess,  are  wags  too. 

Ch.  Just.  Do  you  set  down  your  name  in  the 
scroll  of  youth,  that  are  written  down  old  with  all 
the  characters  of  age  ?  Have  you  not  a  moist  eve  ? 
a  dry  hand?  a  yellow  cheek?  a  white  beard?  a  de- 
creasing leg?  an  increasing  belly?  Is  not  your  voice 
broken?  your  wind  short?  your  chin  double?  your 
wit  single  I2  and  every  part  about  you  blasted  with, 
antiquity:*  and  will  you  yet  call  yourself  youn  ; 
Fye,  t'ye,  fye,  sir  John  3 

Fed.  My  lord,  I  was  born  about  three  of  the 
clock  in  the  afternoon,  with  a  white  head,  and  some- 
thing a  round  belly.    For  my  voice,— I  have  lost  it 
with  hollaing,  and  singing 'of  anthems.     To  ap- 
prove my  youth  further,  I  will  not:  the  truth  is,  [ 
am  only  old  in  judgment  and  understanding  ;   and 
he  that  will  caper  with  me  for  a  thousand  marks, 
let  him  lend  me  the  money,  and  have  at  him.    For 
the  box  o'the  ear  that  the  prince  gave  you, — he 
gave  it  like  a  rude  prince,  and  you  took  it  like  a 
sensible  lord.     J  have  checked  him  for  it;  and  the 
young  lion  repents:  marry,  not  in  ashes,  and  sack- 
cloth 3   but  in  new  silk,  wvA  old  sack. 

Ch.  Jmt.  Well,  heaven  send  \1&  prince  a  better 
companion  ! 

Fed.  Heaven  send  the  companion  a  better  prince! 
J  cannot  rid  mv  hands  of  him. 

Ch.  Just.  Well,  the  king  hath  severed  you  and 
prince  Marry  :  I  hear,  you  are  going  with  lord  John 
of  Lancaster,  against  the  archbishop,  and  the  earl 
of  Northumberland. 

J'al.  Yea;  1  thank  your  pre!:  wit  for  it. 

But  look  you  pray,  all  you  that  kiss  my  lady  pe 
at  home,  that  our  armies  join  not  in  a  h  for, 

by  the  Lord,  I  take  but  two  shir 
1  Forepart.  Sxnalf. 
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I  mean  not.  to  sweat  extraordinarily:  if  it  he  a  hot 
day,  an  I  brandish  any  thing  bat  my  bottle,  I  would 
I  might  j;iever  spit  white  again.  There  is  not  a 
dangerous  action  can  peep  out  his  head,  but  I  am 
thrust  upon  it:  Well,  I  cannot  last  ever:  But  it 
was  always  yet  the  trick  of  our  English  nation,  if 
they  have  a  good  thing,  to  make  it  too  common. 
If  you  will  needs  say,  I  am  an  old  man,  you  should 
give  rn<?  rest.  J  would  to  God,  rny  name  were  not 
so  terrible  to  the  enemy  as  it  is.  J  were  better  to  be 
eaten  to  death  with  rust,  than  to  be  scoured  to 
nothing  with  perpetual  motion. 

£h.  Just.  Well;  be  honest,  be  honest  5  And  God 
bless  your  expedition  ! 

Fal.  Will  your  lordship  lend  me  a  thousand 
pound,  to  furnish  me  forth  ? 

Ch.  Just.  Not  a  penny,  not  a  penny ;  you  are 
too  impatient  to  bear  crosses.  Fare  you  well : 
Commend  me  to  my  cousin  Westmoreland. 

[Eztf<;>f  Chief  Justice  and  Attendant. 

Fal.  If  I  do,  fillip  me  with  a  three-man  beetle.4 
— A  man  can  no  more  separate  age  and  covetous* 
ness,  than  he  can  part  young  limbs  and  lechery  : 
but  the  gout  galls  the  one,  and  the  pox  pinches  the 
other  j  and  so  both  the  degrees  prevent-'  my  curse*. 
—Boy  ! 

Page.  Sir  ? 
•/.  What  money  is  in  my  purse  ? 

Page,  Seven  groats  and  two-pence. 

Fal,  I  can  get  no  remedy  against  this  consump-. 

tion  of  the  purse:    borrowing  only   lingers   and 

lingers  it  out,  but  the  disease  is   incurable — Go 

this  letter   to  my  lord  of  Lancaster  :   this  to 

the  prince ;  this  to  the  earl  of  Westmoreland,  and 

4  A  large  wooden  hummer  so  heavy  as  to  require  three 
jneri  to  wield  it. 

-  Anticipate. 
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this  to  old  mistress  Ursula,  whom  I  have  weekly 
sworn  to  marry  since  I  perceived  the  first  white  hair 
on  my  chin  :  About  rtj  you  know  where  to  find 
me.  [Exit  Ptfge.]  A  pox  of  this  gout!  or,  a  gout 
of  this  pox!  for  the  one,  or  the  other,  plays  the 
rogue  with  my  great  toe.  It  is  no  matter,  if  I  do 
halt  j  I  have  the  wars  for  my  colour,  and  my  pen- 
sion shall  seem  the  more  reasonable :  A  good  wit 
will  make  use  of  any  thing;  I  will  turn  diseases 
to  commodity.6  [Exit. 

SCENE  III. 

York.     A  Room  in  the  Archbishop's  Palace. 

Enter  the  Archbishop  of  York,  the  LorcfoHASTiirGSj 
Mowbray,  adBARDOLni. 

Arch.   Thus  have  you  heard  our  cause,    and 
known  our  means  ; 
And,  my  most  noble  friends,  ]  pray  you  all, 
Speak  plainly  your  opinions  of  our  hopes: — - 
And  first,  lord  marshal,  what  say  you  to  it  ? 

Moxcb.  I  well  allow  the  occasion  of  our  arms  ; 
But  gladly  would  be  better  satisfied, 
How,  in  our  means,  we  should  advance  ourselves 
To  look  with  forehead  bold  and  big  enough 
Upon  the  power  and  puissance  of  the  king. 

Hast,  Our  present  musters  grow  upon  the  file 
To  five  andffc'enty  thousand  tnen  of  choice  3 
And  our  supplies  live  largely  in  tjie  hope 
Of  great  Northumberland,  whose  bosom  burns 
With  an  incensed  fire  of  injuries. 

Bard.  The  question  then,  lord  Hastings,  standeth 
\     thus ; — 
Whether  our  present  five  and  twenty  thousand 
May  hold  up  head  without  Northumberland. 

*  Profit. 
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Hast.  With  him,  we  may. 

Bard.  Ay,  marry,,  there's  the  point : 

But  if  without  him  we  be  thought  too  feeble, 
My  judgment  is,  we  should  not  step  too  far 
Till  we  had  his  assistance  by  the  hand  : 
For,  in  a  theme  so  bloody-fac'd  as  this, 
Conjecture,  expectation,  and  surmise 
Of  aids  uncertain,  should  not  be  admitted. 

Arch.  Tis  very  true,  lord  Bardolph ;  for,  indeed, 
It  was  young  Hotspur's  case  at  Shrewsbury. 

Bard.  It  was,  my  lord;  who  lin'd  himself  with 
hope, 
Eating  the  air  on  promise  of  supply, 
Flattering  himself  with  project  of  a  power 
Much  smaller  than  the  smallest  of  his  thoughts: 
And  so,  with  great  imagination, 
Proper  to  madmen,  led  his  powers  to  death, 
And,  winking,  leap'd  into  destruction. 

Ha&t.  But,  by  your  leave,  it  never  yet  did  hurt, 
To  lay  down  likelihoods,  and  forms  of  hope. 

Bard.  Yes,  in  this  present  quality  of  war  ;— 
Indeed  the  instant  action,  (a  cause  on  foot,) 
Lives  so  in  hope,  as  in  an  early  spring 
We  see  the  appearing  buds;  which,  to  prove  fruit, 
Hope  gives  not  so  much  warrant,  as  despair, 
That  frosts  will  bite  them.     When  we  mean  to 

build, 
We  first  survey  the  plot,  then  draw  the  model ; 
And  when  we  see  the  figure  of  the  house, 
Then  must  we  rate  the  cost  of  the  erection  : 
Which  if  we  find  outweighs  ability, 
What  do  we  then,  but  draw  anew  the  model 
In  fewer  offices  >  or,  at  least,  desist 
To  build  at  all  ?  Much  more,  in  this  great  work, 
(Which  is,  almost,  to  pluck  a  kingdom  down, 
And  set  another  up,)  should  we  survey 
The  plot  of  situation,  and  the  model ; 
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Consent7  upon  a  sure  foundation  j 

Question  surveyors ;   know  our  own  estate, 

How  able  such  a  work  to  undergo, 

To  weigh  against  his  opposite  ;   ore]-. 

We  fortify  in  paper,  and  in  figures, 

Using  the  names  of  men,  instead  of  men  : 

Like  one,  that  draws  the  model  of  a  house 

Beyond  his  power  to  build  it;   who,  half  through, 

Gives  o'er,  and  leaves  his  part  created  cost 

A  naked  subject  to  the  weeping  clouds 

And  waste  for  churlish  winter's  tyranny. 

Hast.  Grant,  that  our  hopes  (yet  likely  for  fair 

birth,) 
Should  be  still-born,  aud  that  we  now  possess' d 
The  utmost  man  of  expectation  ; 
1  think,  we  are  a  body  strong  enough, 
Even  as' we  are,  to  equal  with  the  king. 

Bard.  What !  is  the  king  but  rive  and  twenty 

thousand  ? 
Hast,  To  us,  no  more;  nay,  not  so  much,  lord 

Bardolph. 
For  his  divisions,  as  the  times  do  brawl. 
Are  in  three  heads :  one  power  against  the  French, 
And  one  against  Glendower  $  perforce,  a  third 
Must  take  up  us  :   So  is  the  unhrm  king 
In  three  divided  5   and  his  coffers  sound 
With  hollow  poverty  and  emptiness. 

Arch.  That  he  should  draw  his  several  strengths 

together,     • 
And  come  against  us  in  full  puissance, 
Need  not  be  dreaded. 

Hast.  If  he  should  do  so. 

He  leaves  his  back   unarm'd,    the   French   and 

Welsh 
ing  him  at  tlie  heels  :  never  fear  that. 

7  Agree. 
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Bard.  Who,  is  it  like,  should  lead  his  forces 

hither  ? 
Hast.  The  duke  of  Lancaster,  and  Westmore- 
land : 
Against  the  Welsh,    himself,    and  Harry  Mon- 
mouth : 
But  who  is  substituted  'gainst  the  French, 
I  have  no  certain  notice. 

Are h.  Let  us  on  ; 

And  publish  the  occasion  of  our  arms. 
The  commonwealth  is  sick  of  their  own  choice, 
Their  over-greedy  love  hath  surfeited  : — 
An  habitation  giddy  and  unsure 
I  lath  he,  that  buildeth  on  the  vulgar  heart. 
O  thou  fond  many  !8  with  what  loud  applause 
Didst  thou  beat  heaven  with  blessing  Eolingbroke, 
Before  he  was  what  thou  would'st  have  him  be : 
And  being  now  trimm'd9  in  thine  own  desires. 
Thou,  beastly  feeder,  art  so  full  of  him, 
That  thou  provok'st  thyself  to  cast  him  up. 
So,  so,  thou  common  dog,  didst  thou  disgorge 
Thy  glutton  bosom  of  the  royal  Richard  ; 
And  now  thou  would'st  eat  thy  dead  vomit  up, 
And  howl'st  to  find  it.     What  trust  is  in  these 

times  ? 
They  that,  when  Richard  liv'd,  would  have  him 

die, 
Are  now  become  enamour'd  on  his  grave  : 
Thou,  that  threw'st  dust  upon  his  goodly  head, 
When  through  proud  London  he  came  sighing  on 
After  the  admired  heels  of  Bolingbrnke, 
Cry'st  now,  0  earth,  yield  us  (hat  king  a^ain, 
And  take  thou  this !  O  thoughts  of  men  accurst ! 
Past,  and  to  come,    seem  best  3    things  present* 
worst. 

*  Multitude.  9  Vm%'i. 
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Mowb.  Shall  we  go  draw  our  numbers,  and  set 

on  ? 
Hast.  We  are  time's  subjects,  and  time  bids  be 
gone.  [Exeunt* 

ACT  II. 

SCENE  I.     London.     A  Street. 

Enter  Hostess 3  Fang,  and  Jus  Boy,  tdth  her 3  and 
Snare  following. 

Host.  Master  Fang,  have  you  entered  the 
action  ? 

Fang.  It  is  entered. 

Host.  Where  is  your  yeoman?1  Is  it  a  lusty 
yeoman  ?  will  a'  stand  to't  ? 

Fang.  Sirrah,  where's  Snare  ? 

Host.  O  lord,  ay  :  good  master  Snare. 

Snare.  Here,  here. 

Fang.    Snare,  we  must  arrest  sir  John  FalstafT. 

Host.  Yea,  good  master  Snare ;  I  have  entered 
him  and  all. 

Snare.  It  may  chance  cost  some  of  us  our  lives, 
for  he  will  stab. 

Host.  Alas  the  day  !  take  heed  of  him ;  he 
stabbed  me  in  mine  own  house,  and  that  most 
beastly :  in  good  faith,  a'  cares  not  what  mischief 
he  doth,  if  his  weapon  be  out :  he  wrill  foin2  like 
any  devil  5  he  will  spare  neither  man,  woman, 
nor  child. 

Fang.  If  I  can  close  with  him,  I  care  not  for 
his  thrust. 

Host.  No,  nor  I  neither  :  I'll  be  at  your  elbow. 

Fang.  An  I  but  fist  him  once  ;  an  a  come  but 
within  my  vice  ;* — 

Host.  I  am  undone  by  his  going;  I  warrant 

*  A  bailiff's  follower.         a  Thrust.         3  Grasp. 
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you,  he's  an  infinitive  thing  upon  my  score : — 
Good  master  Fang,  hold  him  sure; — good  master 
Snare,  let  him  not  'scape.  He  comes  eontinuant- 
ly  to  Pie-corner,  (saving  your  manhoods,)  to  buy 
a  saddle  ;  and  he's  indited  to  dinner  to  the  lubbar's 
head  in  Lumbert-street,  to  master  Smooth's  the 
silkman :  I  pray  ye,  since  my  exion  is  entered, 
and  my  case  so  openly  known  to  the  world,  let 
him  be  brought  in  to  his  answer.  A  hundred 
mark  is  a  long  loan  for  a  poor  lone  woman  to  bear : 
and  I  have  borne,  and  borne,  and  borne  \  and 
have  been  fubbed  off,  and  fubbed  off,  and  tubbed 
off,  from  this  day  to  that  day,  that  it  is  a  shame 
to  be  thought  on.  There  is  no  honesty  in  such 
dealing ;  unless  a  woman  should  be  made  an  ass, 
and  a  beast,  to  bear  every  knave's  wrong. 

Enter  Sir  John    Falstaff,   Page,  and  Baii- 
dolph. 

Yonder  he  comes ;  and  that  arrant  malmsey-nose 
knave,  Bardolph,  with  him.  Do  your  offices,  do 
your  offices,  master  Fang,  and  master  Snare  \  do 
me,  do  me,  do  me  your  offices . 

Fat.  How  now  ?  whose  mare's  dead  ?  what's 
the  matter  ? 

Fung.  Sir  John,  I  arrest  you  at  the  suit  of  mis- 
tress Quickly. 

Fal.  Away,  varlets ! — Draw,  Bardolph ;  cut  me 
off  the  villain's  head  3  throw  the  quean  in  the 
channel. 

Host.  Throw  me  in  the  channel  ?  I'll  throw 
thee  in  the  channel.  Wilt  thou  r  wilt  thou  ?  thou 
bastardly  rogue  !  — r  Murder,  murder  !  O  thou 
honey-suckle*  villain !  wilt  thou  kill  God's  of- 
ficers, and  the  king's  ?.  O  thou  honey-seed5  rogue ! 

VOL.  IV.  G   G 

'         *  Homicidal,  5  Homicide, 
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thou  art  a  honey-seed  -,  a  man-queller,  and  a 
woman  queller. 

Fat.  Keep  them  off,  Bardolph. 

Fang.  A  rescue  !  a  rescue  ! 

Hos^  Good  people,,  bring  a  rescue  or  two. — 
Thou  wo't,  wo':  thou  ?  thou  wo't,  wo't  thou?  do, 
do,  thou  rogue!   do,  thou  hemp  seed  ! 

Fat.  Away,  you  scullion  !  you  ranrpallian  1  you 
fustilarian  !  I'll  tickle  your  catastrophe. 

Enter  the  Lord  Chief  Justice,  attended. 

Ch.  Just*  What's  the  matter  ?  keep  the  peace 
here,  ho ! 

Host.  Good  my  lord,  be  good  to  me  !  I  be- 
seech you,  stand  to  me  ! 

Ch.  J ii.st.  How  now,  sir  John  ?  what,  are  you 
brawling  here? 
Doth  this  become  your  place,  your  time,  and  busi- 
ness ? 
You  should  have  been  well  on  your  way  to  York.— 
Stand  from  him,  fellow  ;   Wherefore  hang  st  thou 
on  him  ? 

Host,  Q  my  most  worshipful  lord,  an't  please 
your  grace,  I  am  a  poor  widow  of  Eastcheap,  and 
he  is  arrested  at  my  suit. 

Ch.  Just.  For  what  sum  ? 

Host.  It  is  more  than  for  some,  my  lord :  it  is 
for  all,  all  I  have  :  be  hath  eaten  me  out  of  house 
and  home ;  he  hath  put  all  my  substance  into  that 
fat  belly  of  his  : — but  I  will  have  some  of  it  out 
again,  or  I'll  ride  thee  o  nights,  like  the  mai 

Fat.  I  think,  I  am  as  like  to  ride  the  mare,  if 
I  have  any  vantage  of  ground  to  get  up. 

Ch.  Just.  How  comes  this,  sir  John?  Fye ! 
what  man  of  good  temper  would  endure  this 
tempest  of  exclamation  ?  Are  you  not  ashamed,  to 
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enforce  a  poor  widow   to  so  rough  a  course  to 
come  by  her  own  ? 

faL  What  is  the  gross  sum  that  I  owe  thee  ? 

Host,  Marry,  if  thou  wert  an  honest  man,  thy- 
self, and  the  money  too.  Thou  didst  swear  to  me 
upon  a  parcel-gilt0  goblet,  sitting  in  my  Dolphin- 
chamber,  at  the  round  table,  by  a  sea-coal  fire, 
upon  Wednesday  in  Whitsun-wcek,  when  the 
prince  broke  thy  head  for  liking  his  father  to  a 
singing-man  of  Windsor ;  thou  didst  swear  to  me 
then,  as  I  was  washing  thy  wound,  to  marry  me, 
and  make  me  my  lady  thy  wife.  Canst  thou  deny 
it  ?  Did.  not  goodwife  Keech,  the  butcher's  wife,, 
come  in  then,  and  call  me  gossip  Quickly  ?  coming 
in  to  borrow  a  mess  of  vinegar  $  telling  us,  she 
had  a  good  dish  of  prawns  ;  whereby  thou  didst 
desire  to  eat  some;  whereby  I  told  thee,  they 
were  ill  for  a  green  wound  ?  And  didst  thou  not, 
when  she  was  gone  down  stairs,  desire  me  to  be 
no  more  so  familiarity  with  such  poor  people; 
saying,  that  ere* long  they  should  call  me  madam? 
And  didst  thou  not  kiss  me,  and  bid  me  fetch 
thee  thirty  shillings  ?  1  put  thee  now  to  thy  book- 
oath  ;   deny  it,  if  thou  canst. 

i'al.  My  lord,  tins  is  a  poor  mad  soul ;  and  she 
says,  up  and  down  the  town,  that  her  eldest  son 
is  like  you :  she  hath  been  in  good  case,  and,  the 
truth  is,  poverty  hath  distracted  her.  But  for 
these  foolish  officers,  I  beseech  you,  I  may  have 
redress  against  them. 

C7?.  Just.  Sir  John,  sir  John,  I  am  well  ac- 
quainted with  your  manner  of  wrenching  the  true 
cause  the  false  way.  It  is  not  a  confident  brow, 
nor  the  throng  of  words  that  come  with  such  more 
thraii  impudent  sauciness  from  you,  can  thrust  me 

o  g  2 
*  Party  gilt. 
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from  a  level  consideration  5  you  have,  as  it  appears 
to  me,  practised  upon  the  easy-yielding  spirit  of 
this  woman,  and  made  her  serve  your  uses  both 
in  purse  and  person. 

Host.  Yea,  in  troth,  my  lord. 

Ch.  Just.  lYythee,  peace  :  —  Pay  her  the  debt 
you  owe  her,  and  unpay  the  villainy  you  have 
done  with  her  3  the  one  you  may  do  with  sterling 
money,  and  the  other  with  current  repentance. 

Jul.  My  lord,  I  will  not  undergo  this  sneap 7 
without  reply;  You  call  honourable  boldness,  im- 
pudent sauciness :  if  a  man  will  make  court'sy, 
and  say  nothing,  he  is  virtuous  :  No,  my  lord,  my 
humble  duty  remembered,  I  will  not  be  your 
suitor  -,  I  say  to  you,  I  do  desire  deliverance  from 
these  officers,  being  upon  hasty  employment  in 
the  king's  affairs. 

Ch.  Just.  You  speak  as  having  power  to  do 
wrong:  but  answer  in  the  effect  of  your  reputa- 
tion,8 and  satisfy  the  poor  woman. 

Jul.  Come  hither,  hostess.     [Taking  her  aside. 

Enter  Gowf.r. 

Ch.  Just.    Now,  master  Gower  ;  What  news  ? 

Cow.  The  king,  my  lord,  and  Harry  prince  of 
Wales 
Are  near  at  hand :  the  rest  the  paper  tells. 

Jul.  As  I  am  a  gentleman  -, 

Host .  Nay,  you  said  so  before. 

Fal.  As  I  am  a  gentleman  ; Come,  no  more 

words  of  it. 

Host.  By  this  heavenly  ground  I  tread  on,  I 
must  be  fain  to  pawn  both  my  plate,  and  the 
tapestry  of  my  dining-chambers. 

Fal.  Glasses,  glasses,  is  the  only  drinking :  and 
for  thy  walls, — a  pretty  slight  drollery,  or  the 
7  Snub,  check.        8  Suitable  to  your  character. 
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story  of  the  prodigal,  or  the  German  hunting  in 
water-work,  is  worth  a  thousand  of  these  bed- 
hangings,  and  these  fly-bitten  tapestries.  Let  it 
be  ten  pounds  if  thou  canst.  Come,  an  it  were 
not  for  thy  humours,  there  is  not  a  better  wench 
in  England.  Go,  wash  thy  face,  and  'draw^  thy 
action :  Come,  thou  must  not  be  in  this  humour 
with  me;  dost  not  know  me?  Come,  come,  I 
know  thou  wast  set  on  to  diis. 

Host,  Pray  thee,  sir  John,  let  it  be  but  twenty 
nobles ;  i'faith  I  am  loath  to  pawn  my  plate,  in 
good  earnest,  la. 

FaL  Let  it  alone  ;  Til  make  other  shift :  you'll 
be  a  fool  still. 

HosU  Well,  you  shall  have  it,  though  I  pawn 
my  gown.  I  hope,  you'll  come  to  supper  :  You'll 
pay  me  all  together? 

FaL  Willi  live? — Go,  with  her,  with  her; 
[7b  Bardolpii.]  hook  on,  hook  on. 

Host.  Will  you  have  Doll  Tear-sheet  meet  you 
at  supper  ? 

Fal.  No  more  words  ;  let's  have  her. 

[Exeunt  Hostess,  Baudolph,  Officers, 
and  Fage. 

Ch.  Just,  I  have  heard  better  news. 

FaL  What's  the  news,  my  good  lord  ? 

Ch.  Just.  Where  lay  the  king  last  night  ? 

Goto.  At  Basingstoke,  my  lord. 

Fal.  J  hope,  my  lord,  all's  well  :  What's  the 
news,  my  lord  ? 

Ch.  Just.  Come  all  his  forces  back  ? 

Gow.  No;  fifteen  hundred  foot,,  five  hundred 
horse, 
Are  march'd  up  to  my  lord  of  Lancaster, 

;ainst  Northumberland,  and  the  archbishop, 

g  g  3 

©  Withdraw* 


328  SECOND    PART    OF  Ad  IT. 

FaL  Comes  the  king  back  from  Wales,  my  no- 
ble lord  ? 

Ch.  Just.  You  shall  have  letters  of  me  presently : 
Come,  go  along  with  me,  good  master  Gower. 

FaL  My  lord ! 

Ch.  Jwt,  What's  the  matter? 

FaL  Master  Gower,  shall  I  entreat  you  with 
me  to  dinner  ? 

Gove.  I  must  wait  upon  my  good  lord  here:  I 
thank  you,   good  sir  John. 

Ch.  Just.  Sir  John,  you  loiter  here  too  long, 
being  you  are  to  take  soldiers  up  in  counties  as 
vou  go. 

FaL  Will  you  sup  with  me,  master  Gower? 

Ck.  Just.  What  foolish  master  taught  you  these 
manners,  sir  John  ? 

FaL  Master  Gower,  if  they  become  me  not,  he 
was  a  fool  that  taught  them  ma — This  is  the  right 
fencing  grace,  my  lord  j  tap  for  tap,  and  so  part 

fair. 

Ch.  Just.  Now  the  Lord  lighten  thee  !  thou  art 
a  great  fool.  [£*w**. 

SCENE  II. 

The  savie.     Another  Street. 

Enter  Priuee  Heniiv   and  Poins. 

P.  Hen.  Trust  me,  I  am  exceeding  weary. 

Poins.  Is  it  come  to  that?  I  had  thought, 
weariness  durst  not  have  attached  one  of  so  high 
blood. 

P.  Hen.  'Faith,  it  does  me  5  though  it  dis- 
colours the  complexion  of  my  greatness  to  ac- 
knowledge it.  Doth  it  not  show  vilely  in  me,  to 
desire  small  beer  ? 

Poins.  Why,  a  prince  should  not  be  so  loosely 
studied,  as  to  remember  so  weak  a  cojnpositi 
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P.  Ilcn.    Belike   then,    my   appetite  was   not 
princely  got;    for,  by  my  troth,  I   do  nov, 
member  the  poor  creature,  small  beer.     Eut,  in- 
deed, these  humble  considerations  make  me  out 
of  3ove  with  my  greatness.     What  a  disgrace  is  it 
to  me,  to  remember  thy  name?  or  to  know  thy 
face  to-morrow?  or  to  take  note  how  many  pair 
of  silk  stockings  thou  hast.  \  re.  these,  and  those 
that  were  the  peach  -colour  d  ones  ?  or  to  bear  ths 
inventory  of  thy  shirts  ;   as,  one  for  superfluity, 
and  one  other   for  use  ? — but  that,  the   tennis- 
court-keeper  knows  better  than  I ;  for  it  is  a  low 
ebb  of  linen  with  thee,  when  thou  keepest  not 
racket  there;  as  thou  hast  not  done  a  great  while, 
because  the  rest  of  thy  low-countries  have  made  a 
shift   to  eat  up  thy  holland :    and   God   knows, 
whether   those   that  bawl  out  the   ruins    of  thy 
linen,1  shall  inherit  his  kingdom:   but  the  mid- 
wives   say,    the   children   are  not   in   the  fault; 
"whereupon  the  world  increases,  and  kindreds  are 
mightily  strengthened. 

roins*  How  ill  it  follows,  after  you  have  labour- 
ed' so  hard,  you  should  talk  so  idly  ?  Tell  me, 
how  many  good  young  princes  would  do  so,  their 
fathers  being  so  sick  as  yours  at  this  time  is  ? 
P.  Hen.  Shall  1  tell  thee  one  thing,  Poins  ? 
Pohs.  Yes;  and  let  it  be  an  excellent  good 
thing. 

P.  Jim.  It  shall  serve  among  wits  of  no  higher 
breeding  than  thine. 

Poins.  Goto,   I  stand   the  push  of  your  one 
thing  that  you  will  tell. 

P.  Hen.    Why,  I  tell  thee, — it  is  not  meet  that 
I  should  be  sad,  now  my  lather  is  sick :   albeit  I 
could  tell  to  thee,   (as  to  one  it  pleases  me,  for 
1  Children  wrapt  ifjj  in  his  old  shirts,- 
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fault  of  a  better,  to  call  my  friend,)  I  could  b« 
sad,  and  sad  indeed  too. 

Pains.  Very  hardly,  upon  such  a  subject. 
P.  Hen.  By  this  hand,  thou  think'st  me  as  far 
in  the  devil's  book,  as  thou,  and  Falstaff,  for 
obduracy  and  persistency  :  Let  the  end  try  the 
man.  But  I  tell  thee, — my  heart  bleeds  inwardly, 
that  my  father  is  so  sick:  and  keeping  such  vile 
company  as  thou  art,  hath  in  reason  taken  from 
me  all  ostentation  of  sorrow. 
Pains,  The  reason  ? 

P.  lien.  What  would'st  thou  think'of  me,  if  I 
should  weep ! 

■Pains.  I  would  think  thee  a  most  princely  hy- 
pocrite. 

P.  Hen,  It  would  be  every  man's  thought:  and 
thou  art  a  blessed  fellow,  to  think  as  every  man 
thinks ;  never  a  man's  thought  in  the  world  keeps 
the  road-way  better  than  thine':  every  man  would 
think  me  ah  hypocrite  indeed.  And  what  accites 
your  most  worshipful  thought,  to  think  so  ? 

Pouts,  Why,  because  you  have  been  so  lewd, 
and  so  much  engrafted  to  Falstaff. 
P.  Ben.  And  to  thee. 

Poim.  By  this  light,  I  am  well  spoken  of,  I 
can  hear  it  with  my  own  cars  :  the  worst  that 
they  can  say  of  me  is,  that  I  am  a  second  brother, 
and  that  I  am  a  proper  fellow  of  my  hands ;  and 
those  two  things,  I  confess,  I  cannot  help.  By 
the  mass,  here  comes  Bardolph. 

P.  hen.  And  the  boy  that  I  gave  Falstaff:  he 
had  him  from  me  christian ;  and  look,  if  the  fat 
villain  have  not  transformed  him  ape. 

Enter  Bardoltii  and  Page. 

Bard.  'Save  your  grace  ! 

P.  lien.  And  yours,  most  noble  Bardolph ! 
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Bard.  Come,  you  virtuous  ass,  [To  the  Page.] 
you  bashful  fool,  must  you  be  blushing  ?  where- 
fore blush  you  now?  What  a  maidenly  man  at 
arms  are  you  become  ?  Is  it  such  a  matter,  to  get 
a  pottle-pot's  maidenhead. 

Page.  He  called  me  even  now,  my  lord, 
through  a  red  lattice,2  and  I  could  discern  no  part 
of  his  face  from  the  window  :  at  last,  I  spied  his 
eyes ;  and,  methought,  he  had  made  two  holes  in 
the  ale-wife's  new  petticoat,  and  peeped  through. 

P.  Hen.  Hath  not  the  boy  profited  ? 

Bard.  Away,  you  whoreson  upright  rabbit,  away  ! 

Page.  Away,  you  rascally  Althea's  dream,  away ! 

P.  Hen.  Instruct  us,  j)oy :  What  dream,  boy? 

Page.  Marry,  my  lord,  Althea  dreamed  she 
was  delivered  of  a  fire-brand;  and  therefore  I  call 
him  her  dream. 

P.  Hen.  A  crown's  worth  of  good  interpreta- 
tion.— There  it  is,  boy.  [Gives  him  money. 

Poins.  O,  that  this  good  blossom  could  be  kept 
from  cankers  ! — Well,  there  is  sixpence  to  pre- 
serve thee. 

Bard.  An  you  do  not  make  him  be  hanged 
among  you,  the  gallows  shall  have  wrong. 

P.  Hen.  And  how  doth  thy  master,  Bardolph? 

Bard.  Well,  my  lord.  He  heard  of  your  grace's 
coming  to  town  -,  there's  a  letter  for  you. 

Poins.  Delivered  with  good  respect. — And  how 
doth  the  martlemas,5  your  master  ? 

Bard.  In  bodily  health,  sir. 

Poins.  Marry,  the  immortal  part  needs  a  phy- 
sician :  but  that  moves  not  him ;  though  that  be 
sick,  it  dies  not.  , 

P.  Hen.   I  do  allow  this  wen  4  to  be  as  familiar 

9  An  ale-house  window. 

3  Martinmas,   St.   Martin's  day  is  ^Nov.   tU 

*  Swoln  excrescence. 


332  SECOND    PART    OF  Act  It. 

with  me  as  my  dog :  and  he  holds  his  place ;  for, 
look  you,  how  he  writes. 

Poins.  [Reads."]  John  Fal staff,  knight, Every 

man  must  know  that,  as  oft  as  he  has  occasion  to 
name  himself.  Even  like  those  that  are  kin  to 
the  king  ;  for  they  never  prick  their  linger,  but 
they  say,  There  is  saint  of  the  Ling's  blood  spilt  : 
Haw  cymes  that?  says  he,  that  takes  upon  him 
not  to  conceive :  the  answer  is  as  ready  as  a  bor- 
rower's cap  ;  I  am  the  kings  'poor  cousin,  sir. 

P.  Hen.  Nay,  they  will  be  kin  to  us,  or  they 
will  fetch  it  from  Japhet.     But  the  letter : — 

Poins.    Sir  John  Falstaff,  knight,  to  the  son  of 
the  king,  nearest  his  father,  Hdrvy  Prince  of  Wales, 
greeting . — -Why,  this  is  a  certificate. 

P.  Hen.  Peace  1 

Poins.  1  will  imitate  the  honourable  Roman  in 
brevity : — -he  sure  means  brevity  in  breath  5  short- 
winded. — 1  commend  me  to  thee,  I  commend  thee, 
and  L  leave  thee.  Be  not  too  familiar  with  Poins ; 
Jar  he  misuses  thy  favours  so  much,  that  he  suears, 
thou  art  to  marry  his  sister  Nell.  Repent  at  idle 
times  as  thou  may1  it  9  and  so  farewell. 

Thine,  by  yea  and  ?io,  (which  is  as 
much  as  to  say,  as  thou  usest  him,) 
Jack  Falstaff,  with  my  familiars ; 
John,  xiith  m\)  brothers  and  sisters  ; 
and  sir  John  with  all  Europe. 
My  lord,  I  will  steep  this  letter  in  sack,  and  make 
him  eat  it. 

P.  Hen.  That's  to  make  him  eat  twenty  of  his 
words.  But  do  you  use  me  thus,  Ned  ?  must  I 
marry  your  sister  ? 

Poins.  May  the  wench  have  no  worse  fortune  ! 
but  I  never  said  so. 

P.  lien.    Well,  thus  we  play  the  fools  with  the 
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time;  and  the  spirits  of  the  wise  sit  in  the  clou  Ur, 
and  mock  us. — Is  your  master  here  in  London  ? 

Bard,  Yes,  my  lord. 

P.  Hew.  Where  sups  he?  doth  the  old  boar  feed 
in  the  old  frank  ?5 

Bard,  At  the  old  place,  my  lord  \  in  East  cheap. 

P.  Hen.  What  company  ? 

Page,  Ephesians,  my  loid  :  of  the  old  church. 

P.  Hen.  Sup  any  women  with  him  ? 

page.  None,  my  lord,  but  old  mistress  Quickly, 
and  mistress  Doll  Tear-sheet. 

P.  Hen.  What  pagan  may  that  be? 

Page.  A  proper  gentlewoman,  sir,  and  a  kins- 
woman of  my  master's. 

P.  lieu.  Even  such  kin,  as  the  parish  heifers 
are  to  the  town  bull. —  Shall  we  steal  upon  them, 
Ned,  at  supper  ? 

ins,  I  am  your  shadow,  my  lord  3  I'll  follow 
you. 

P.  Hen.  Sirrah^  you  boy, — and  Bardolph  ; — no 
word  to  your  master,  that  I  am  yet  come  to  town : 
There's  for  your  silence. 

Bard.  I  have  no  tongue,  sir. 

Page.  And  tor  mine,  >ir, — I  will  govern  it.  " 

P.  Hen.  Fare  ye  well ;  go  [Exeunt  B.\  1,  i>o  :?u 
and  Page.] — This  Ddl  Tear-sheet  should  be  some 
road. 

Poms.  1  warrant  you,  as  common  as  the  way 
between  Saint  Alban's  and  London. 

P.  Hen.  How  mi°ht  we  see  Falstaff  bestow 
himself  to-niglu  in  his  true  colours,  and  not  our- 
selves be  seen  ? 

Po'ms.  Put  on  two  leather  jerkins,  and  aprons, 
and  wait  upon  him  at  his  table  as  drawers. 

P.  Hen,  From  a  god  to  a  bull  ?  a  heavy  deseen- 
sion !  it  was  Jove's  case. ,  From  a  prince  to  a 
5  Stv. 
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prentice?  a  low  transformation!  that  shall  be 
mine :  for,  in  every  thing,  the  purpose  mast 
weigh  with  the  folly.    Follow  me,  Ned.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE   III. 

Warkworth.     Before  the  Castle. 

Enter  Northumberland,  Lady   Northum- 
berland, and  Lady  Percy. 

North.  I  pray  thee,   loving  wife,  and  gentle 
daughter, 
Give  even  way  unto  my  rough  affairs  : 
Put  not  you  on  the  visage  of  the  times, 
And  be,  like  them,  to  Percy  troublesome. 

Lady  N.  I  have  given  over,  I  will  speak  no 
more : 
Do  what  you  will ;  your  wisdom  be  your  guide. 

North.  Alas,  sweet  wife,  my  honour  is  at  pawn} 
And,  but  my  going,  nothing  can  redeem  it. 

Lady  l\    O,  yet,    for  God's  sake,   go  not  to 
these  wars ! 
The  time  was,  father,  that  you  broke  your  word, 
When  you  were  more  endear'd  to  it  than  now  5 
When  your  own  Percy,  when  my  heart's  dear 

Harry, 
Threw  many  a  northward  look,  to  see  his  father 
Bring  up  his  powers ;  but  he  did  long  in  vain. 
Who  then  persuaded  you  to  stay  at  home  ? 
There  were  two  honours  lost;  yours,  and  your 

son's. 
For  yours, — may  heavenly  glory  brighten  it ! 
For  liis, — it  stuck  upon  him,  as  the  sun 
In  the  grey  vault  of  heaven  :  and,  by  his  light, 
Did  all  the  chivalry  of  England  move 
To  do  brave  acts ;  he  was,  indeed,  the  glass 
Wherein  the  noble  youth  did  dress  themselves, 
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He  had  no  legs,  that  practised  not  his  gait : 
And   speaking  thick,    which    nature  made  his 

blemish, 
Became  the  accents  of  the  valiant  j 
For  those  that  could  speak  low,  and  tardily, 
Would  turn  their  own  perfection  to  abuse, 
To  seem  like  him  :  So  that,  in  speech,  in  gait, 
In  diet,  in  affections  of  delight, 
In  military  rules,  humours  of  blood, 
He  was  the  mark  and  glass,  copy  and  book, 
That  fashion'd  others.     And  him, — O  wondrous 

him ! 
O  miracle  of  men  ! — him  did  you  leave, 
(Second  to  none,  unseconded  by  you,) 
To  look  upon  the  hideous  god  of  war 
In  disadvantage  -,  to  abide  a  field, 
Where  nothing  but  the  sound  of  Hotspur's  name 
Did  seem  defensible  : — so  you  left  him  : 
Never,  O  never,  do  his  ghost  the  wrong. 
To  hold  your  honour  more  precise  and  nice 
With  others,  than  with  him ;  let  them  alone; 
The  marshal,  and  the  archbishop,  are  strong  : 
Had  my  sweet  Harry  had  but  half  their  numbers, 
To-day  might  I,  hanging  on  Hotspur's  neck, 
Have  talk'd  of  Monmouth's  grave. 

North.  Beshrewr>  your  heart, 

Fair  daughter  !  you  do  draw  my  spirits  from  me, 
With  new  lamenting  ancient  oversights. 
But  I  must  go,  and  meet  with  danger  there  $ 
Or  it  will  seek  me  in  another  place, 
And  find  me  worse  provided. 

Lady  N.  O,  fly  to  Scotland, 

Till  that  the  nobles,  and  the  armed  commons, 
Have  of 'their  puissance  made  a  little  taste. 

VOL.  IV.  IJ  II 

6  IlUbctide.  6 
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Lady  P.  Jf  they  get  ground  and  vantage  of  the 

king, 
Then  join  you  with  them,  like  a  rib  of  steel, 
To  make  strength  stronger  5  but,  for  all  our  loves, 
First  let  them  try  themselves :   So  did  your  son  3 
He  was  so  suffer'd  -,   so  came  I  a  widow; 
And  never  shall  have  length  of  life  enough, 
To  rain  upon  remembrance  with  mine  eyes, 
That  it  may  grow  and  sprout  as  high  as  heaven, 
For  recordation  to  my  noble  husband. 

North.  Come,  come,  go  in  with  me :   'tis  with 

my  mind, 
As  with  the  tide  sweli'cl  up  unto  its  height, 
That  makes  a  still-stand,  running  neither  way. 
Fain  would  I  go  to  meet  the  archbishop, 

But  many  thousand  reasons  hold  me  back  : 

I  \%  ill  resolve  for  Scotland  ;   there  am  I, 
Till  time  and  vantage  crave  my  company. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE    IV. 

London.      A  Room  in  (he  Boar's  [lead  Tavern,  in 
Eastcheap. 

Enter  Two  Drawers. 

1  Draw.  What  the  devil  hast  thou  brougfit 
there  ?  apple-Johns  ?  thou  know'st,  sir  John  can- 
not endure  an  apple- John." 

2  Draw.  Mass,  thou  sayest  true :  The  prince 
once  set-  a  dish  of  apple-Johns  before  him,  and 
told  him,  there  were  rive  more  sir  Johns:  i 
putting  off  his  hat,  said,  1  wilt  noxv  take  my  /care 
of  these  six  dry,  round,  old  r'd  knights.  It 
angered  him  to  the  heart)  but  he  hath  forgot 
that. 

An  apple  that  will  keep  two  year?. 
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1  Draic.  Why  then,  cover,  and  set  them  down: 
And  see  if  thou  canst  find  Out  Sneak's  noise  j8 
mistress  Tear-sheet  would  fain  hear  some  musick. 
Despatch  : — The  room  where  they  supped,  is  too 
hot  5   they'll  come  in  straight. 

2  Draw.  Sirrah,  here  will  be  the  prince,  and 
master  Poins  anon  :  and  they  Will  put  on  two  of 
our  jerkins,  a nd  aprons  ;  and  sir  John  must  not 
know  of  it :   Bardolph  hath  brought  word. 

1  Draw.  By  the  mass,  here  will  be  old  utis  :9 
It  will  be  an  excellent  stratagem. 

2  Draw.    I'll  see,  if  I  can  find  out  Sneak. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Hostess  and  Doll  Tear-sheet. 

Host.  I'faith,  sweet  heart,  methinks  now  you 
are  in  ah  excellent  good  temperality :  your  pulsidge 
beats  as  extraordinarily  as  heart  would  desire ;  and 
your  colour,  I  warrant  you,  is  as  red  as  any  rose : 
But,  i'faith,  you  have  drunk  too  much  canaries ; 
and  that's  a  marvellous  searching  wine,  and  it  per- 
fumes the  blood  ere  one  can  say, — What's  this  ? 
How  do  you  now  ? 

Dot.  Better  than  I  was.     Hem. 

host.  Why,  that's  well  said ;  a  good  heart's 
worth  gold.     Look,  here  comes  sir  John. 

Enter  Falstaff,  singing. 

Fal.  Whin  Arthur  first  in  court — Empty  the 
Jordan. — And  mas  a  worthy  king:  [Exit  Drawer.] 
How  now,  mistress  Doll? 

Host.  Sick  of  a  calm:  yea,  good  sooth. 

H  H  2 

8  Sneak  was  a  street  minstrel :  a  noise  of  musicians 
anciently  signified  a  concert. 

9  Merry  doings. 
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Fal.  So  is  all  her  sect ;  an  they  be  once  in  a 
calm,  they  are  sick. 

Dol.  Yon  muddy  rascal,  is  that  all  the  comfort 
you  give  me  ? 

Fal.  You  make  fat  rascals,  mistress  Doll. 

Dol.  I  make  them !  gluttony  and  diseases  make 
them ;  I  make  them  not. 

Fal.  If  the  cook  help  to  make  the  gluttony,  you 
help  to- make  the  diseases,  Doll:  we  catch  of  you, 
Doll,  we  catch  of  you  5  grant  that,  my  poor  virtue, 
grant  that. 

Doh  Ay,  marry;  our  chains,  and  our  jewels. 

Fal.    Your  brooches,   pearls,   and  oxvches; — for 
to  serve  bravely,  is  to  come  halting  off,  you  know: 
To  come  off  the  breach  with  his  pike  bent  bravely,* 
and  to  surgery   bravely ;    to   venture  upon   the 
charged  chambers1  bravely: 

Dol.  Hang  yourself,  you  muddy  conger,  hang 
yourself ! 

Host.  By  my  troth,  thfs  is  the  old  fashion ;  you 
two  never  meet,  but  you  fall  to  some  discord  : 
you  are  both,  in  good  troth,  as  rheumatick  as  two 
dry  toasts  ;  you  cannot  one  bear  with  another's 
confirmities.  What  the  good-year!2  one  must 
bear,  and  that  must  be  you:  [To  Doll.]  you  are 
the  weaker  vessel,  as  they  say,  the  emptier 
vessel. 

Dol.  Can  a  weak  empty  vessel  bear  such  a  huge 
full  hogshead  ?  there's  a  whole  merchant's  venture 
of  Bou.rdeaux  stuff  in  him ;'  you  have  not  seen  a 
hulk  better  stuffed  in  the  hold. — Come,  I'll  be 
friends  with  thee,  Jack :  thou  art  going  to  the 
wars ;  and  whether  I  shall  ever  see  thee  again,  or 
no,  there  is  nobody  cares; 

x  Small  pieces  of  ordnance, 
a  Mrs.  Quickly's  blunder  for  goujgre,  i.e.  pox. 
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Re-enter  Drawer. 

Draw.  Sir,  ancient*  Pistol's  below,  and  would 
speak  with  you. 

Dol.  Hang  him,  swaggering  rascal !  let  him  not 
come  hither:  it  is  the  foul  mouth'dst  rogue  in  Eng- 
land. 

Host.  If  he  swagger,  let  him  not  come  here  : 
no,  by  my  faith  ;  I  must  live  amongst  my  neigh- 
bours -,  I'll  no  swaggerers  :  I  am  in  good  name  and 
fame  with  the  very  best : — Shut  the  door  -, — there 
comes  no  swaggerers  here  :  I  have  not  lived  all  this 
while,  to  have  swaggering  now  : — shut  the  door,  I 
pray  you. 

Fat.  Dost  thou  hear,  hostess  ? — 
Host .  Pray  you,  pacify  yourself,  sir  John  5  there 
comes  no  swaggerers  4  here. 

Fat.  Dost  thou  hear  ?  it  is  mine  ancient. 
Host.  Tilly-fally,  sir  John,  never  tell  me  j  your 
ancient  swaggerer  comes  not  in  my  doors.  I  was 
before  master  Tisick,  the  deputy,  the  other  day ; 
and,  as  he  said  to  me, — -it  was  no  longer  ago  than 
Wednesday  last, — Neighbour  Quickly,  says  he  -, — 
master  Dumb,  our  minister,  was  by  then ; — Neigh- 
bour Quickly,  says  he,  receive  those  that  are  civil ; 
for,  saith  he,  you  are  in.  an  ill  name ; — now  he  said 
so,  I  can  tell  whereupon; /or,  says  he,  you  are  an 
honest  woman,  and  well  thought  on  ;  therefore  take 
heed  what  guests  you  receive :  Receive,  says  he,  no 

swaggering   companions. There    comes    none 

here ; — you  would  bless  you  to  hear  what  he  said : — 
no,  I'll  no  swaggerers. 

.Fa/.  He's  no  swaggerer,  hostess;  a  tame  cheater,5 
he  5  you  may  stroke  him  as  gently  as  a  puppy  grey- 
hound :  he  v/ill  not  swagger  with  a  Barbary  hen,  if 

11  11  3 
3  Ensign.    4  A  blustering,  fighting  fellow*     5  Gamester, 
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her  feathers  turn  back  in  any  show  of  resistance. — 
Call  him  up,  drawer. 

Host.  Cheater,  call  you  him  ?  I  will  bar  no  ho- 
nest man  my  house,  nor  no  cheater  :  But  I  do  not 
love  swaggering;  by  my  troth,  I  am  the  worse, 
when  one  says — swagger :  feel,  masters,  how  I 
shake  ;  look  you,  I  warrant  you. 

Dot.  So  )ou  do,  hostess. 

)st.  Do  I  ?  yea,  in  very  truth,  do  I,  an  'twere 
an  aspen  leaf:   t  cannot  abide  swaggerers. 

Enter  Pistol,  Bar  dot.  fix,  Unci  Page. 

Fist.  'Save  you,  sir  John  ! 
fat.  Welcome,  ancient  Pistol.     Here,  Pistol,  I 
charge  you  with  a  cup  of  sack  :   do  you  discharge 
upon  mine  hostess. 

Pist.  I  will  discharge  upon  her,  sir  John,  with 
two  bullets. 

Fat.  She  is  pistol-proof,  sir ;  you  shall  hardly 
offend  her. 

Host.  Come,  I'll  drink  no  proofs,  nor  no  bul- 
lets :  111  drink  no  more  than  will  do  me  good,  for 
no  man's  pleasure,  I. 

Pist.  Then  to  you,  mistress  Dorothy  -y  I  will 
charge  you. 

DoL  Charge  me?  I  scorn  you,  scurvy  companion. 
What!  you  poor,  base,  rascally,  cheating,  lack- 
liuenmate  !  Away,  you  mouldy  rogue,  away  !  I  am 
meat  for  your  master. 

Pist,  I  know  you,  mistress  Dorothy. 

DoL  Away,  you  cut-  purse  rascal !  you  filthy 
bung,  away  !  by  this  wine,  I'll  thrust  my  knife  in 
your  mouldy  chaps,  an  you  play  the  saucy  cuttle 
v. 'if h  me.  Away,  you  bottle- ale  rascal !  you  basket- 
biit  stale  juggler,  you  ! — Since  when,  I  pray  you, 

4 
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sir  ? — What,  with  two  points6  on  your  shoulder? 
much  ! 7 

P/.sl.  I  will  murder  your  ruff  for  this. 

Fal.  No  more,  Pistol  ;  I  would  not  have  you 
go  off  here  :  discharge  yourself  of  our  company, 
Pistol, 

xHo&t.  No,  good  captain  Pistol  3  not  here,  sweet 
captain. 

Do/.  Captain  !  thou  abominable  damned  cheater, 
art  thou  not  ashamed  to  be  called — captain  ?  If  cap- 
tains were  of  my  mind,  they  would  truncheon  you 
out,  for  taking  their  names  upon  you  before  you 
have  earned  them.  You  a  captain,  you  slave!  for 
what  ?  for  tearing  a  poor  whore's  ruff  in  a  bawdy- 
house  ? — He  a  captain  !  Hang  him,  rogue  !  He 
lives  upon  mouldy  stewed  prunes,  and  dried  cakes. 
A  captain  !  these  villains  will  make  the  word  cap- 
tain as  odious  as  the  word  occupy ;  which  wras  an 
excel  lent  good  word  before  it  was  ill-sorted :  there- 
fore captains  had  need  look  to  it. 

third.  Pray  thee,  go  down,  good  ancient. 

Fal.  Hark  thee  hither,  mistress  Doll. 

Vint  .Not  I :  tell  thee  what,  corporal  Bardolph;— - 
I  could  tear  her  : — I'll  be  revenged  on  her. 

Pu^c.  Pray  thee,  go  down. 

PuL  I'll  see  her  damned  first ; — to  Pluto's 
damned  lake,  to  the  infernal  deep,  with  Erebus  and 
tortures  vile  also.  Hold  hook  and  line,  say  I. 
Down  !  down,  dogs  !  down  faitors  ! 8  Have  we  not 
Hiren  here  i  {> 

Host.  Good  captain  Peesel,  be  quiet  3  it  is  very 
late,  i'faith:  I  beseek  you  now,  aggravate  your  choler. 

Pint.  These  be  good  humours,  indeed !  Shall 
packhorses, 

6  Laces,  marks  of  his  commission. 

7  An  expression  of  disdain.  8  Traitors,  rascals. 

9  A  quotation  from  a  play  of  G.  Pedc's. 
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And  hollow  pamper'd  jades  of  Asia, 
Which  cannot  go  but  thirty  miles  a  day, 
Compare  with  Caesars,  and  with  Cannibals,1 
And  Trojan  Greeks  ?  nay,  rather  damn  them  with 
King  Cerberus  ;  and  let  the  welkin  roar. 
Shall  we  fall  foul  for  toys  ? 

Host,  By  my  troth,  captain,  these  are  very 
bitter  words. 

Bard.  Be  gone,  good  ancient :  this  will  grow 
to  a  brawl  anon. 

Pist.  Die  men,  like  dogs ;  give  crowns  like 
pins  j  Have  we  not  Hiren  here  ? 

Host.  O'  my  word,  captain,  there's  none  such 
here.  What  the  good-year!  do  you  think,  I 
would  deny  her  ?  for  God's  sake,  be  quiet. 

Ptstt  Then,  feed,  and  be  fat,  my  fair  Calipolis  :a 
Come,  give's  some  sack. 

bi  fort  una  me  torment  a,   sperato  mc  con- 
ten  ta. — 
Fear  we  broadsides?  no,  let  the  fiend  give  fire  : 
Give  me  some  sack  5 — and,  sweetheart,  lie  thou 
there.  [Laying  down  Ids  sword. 

Come  we  to  full  points  here  \  and  are  ct  cetera*  s 
nothing  ? 

Pal.  Pistol,  I  would  be  quiet. 

Pist.  Sweet  knight,  I  kiss  thy  neif  :J  What !  we 
have  seen  the  seven  stars.  • 

Dot.  Thrust  him  down  stairs  3  I  cannot  endure 
such  a  fustian  rascal. 

Pist.  Thrust  him  down  stairs!  know  we  not 
Galloway  nags  ?4 

Pal.  Quoit5  him  down, Bardolph, like  a  shove- 
groat  shilling :  nay,  if  he  do  nothing  but  speak 
nothing,  he  'shall  be  nothing  here. 

1  Blunder  for  Hannibal. 

*  Parody  of  a  line  in  the  Battle  of  Alcasar,  an  old  playf 

3  Jrist.        4  Common  hacknies.        5  Throw. 
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Bard.  Come,  get  you  down  stairs. 

Fist.    What !  shall  we  have  incision  ?  shall  we 

imbrue  ? [Snatching  up  his  sword. 

Then  death  rock  me  asleep,  abridge  my  doleful 

days!6 
Why  then,  let  grievous,  ghastly,  gaping  wounds 
Untwine  the  sisters  three  !  Come,  Atropos,  I  say! 

Host.  Here's  goodly  stuff  toward  ! 

Fal.  Give  me  my  rapier,  boy. 

Dot.  I  pray  thee,  Jack,  I  pray  thee,  do  not  draw. 

Fal.  Get  you  down  stairs. 

[Drawing,  and  driving  Pistol  out. 

Host.  Here's  a  goodly  tumult !  I'll  forswear 
keeping  house,  afore  I'll  be  in  these  tirrits  and 

frights.     So;  murder,  I  warrant  now. Alas, 

alas  !  put  up  your  naked  weapons,  put  up  your 
naked  weapons.  [Exeunt  Pistol  and  Ba  rdolpii. 

Dot.  I  pray  thee,  Jack,  be  quiet ;  the  rascal  is 
gone.  Ah,  you  whoreson  little  valiant  villain, 
you. 

Host.  Are  you  not  hurt  i'the  groin  ?  methought, 
he  made  a  shrewd  thrust  at  your  belly. 

Re-enter  Bardolph. 

Fal.  Have  you  turned  him  out  of  doors  ? 

Bard.  Yes,  sir.  The  rascal's  drunk  :  you  have 
hurt  him,  sir,  in  the  shoulder. 

Fat.  A  rascal !  to  brave  me  ! 

Dol.  Ah,  you  sweet  little  rogue,  you  !  Alas, 
poor  ape,  how  thou  sweat's! !  Come,  let  me  wipe 
thy  face  3 — come  on,  you  whoreson  chops :— Ah, 
rogue  !  i'faith,  I  love  thee.  Thou  art  as  valour- 
ous  as  Hector  of  Troy,  worth  five  of  Agamem- 
non, and  ten  times  better  than  the  nine  worthies. 
Ah,  villain ! 

6  Part  of  an  ancient  song. 
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Pal.  A  rascally  slave  !  I  will  toss  the  rogue  in  a 
blanket. 

Dak  Do,  if  thou  darest  for  thy  heart  :  if  thou 
dost,  111  canvas  thee  between  a  pair  of  sheets. 

Enter  Musick. 

Page.  The  musick  is  come,  sir. 

Pal.  Let  them  play  3— Play,  sirs.— Sit  on  my 
knee,  Doll.  A  rascal  bragging  slave  !  the  rogue 
fled  from  me  like  quicksilver. 

Dot.   I'faith,  and  thou  followedst  him  like  a 

church.     Thou  whoreson  little  tidy  Bartholomew 

boar-pig,  when  wilt  thou  leave  fighting  o'days, 

and  mining  <  o'nights,  and  begin  to  patch  up  thine 

-  old  body  for  heaven  ? 

Enter  behind,  Prince  Henry  and  Poins,  disguised 
like  Drawers. 

Fa!;  Peace,  good  Doll !  do  not  speak  like  a 
death's  head :  do  not  bid  me  remember  mine 
end. 

Vol.  Sirrahy  what  humour  is  the  prince  of? 

Pal.  A  good  shallow  young  fellow  :  he  would 
have  made  a  good  pantler,  he  would  have  chipped 
bread  well. 

Bol.  They  say,  Poins  has  a  good  wit. 

Pat.  He  a  good  wit?  hang  him,  baboon!  his 
wit  is  as  thick  as  Tewksbury  mustard  ;  there  is  no 
more  conceit  in  him.,  than  is  in  a  mallet. 

Dol.  Why  does  the  prince  love  him  so  then  ? 

Pah  Because  their  legs  are  both  of  a  bigness  : 
and  he  plays  at  quoits  well  ;  and  eats  conger  and 
fennel;  and  drinks  off  candles'  ends  for  tiap-dra- 
gons  ;  and  rides  t;he  wild  mare  with  the  boys; 
and  jumps  upon  joint-stools;  and  swears  with  a 
good  grace  5  and  wears  his  boot  very  smooth,  like 
7  Thrusting. 
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unto  the  sign  of  the  leg  5  and  breeds  no  bate  with 
telling  of  discreet  stories,  and  such  other  gambol 
faculties  lie  hath,  that  show  a  weak  mind  and  an 
able  body,  for  the  which  the  prince  admits  him  : 
for  the  prince  himself  is  such  another  j  the  weight 
of  a  hair  will  turn  the  scales  between  their  avoir- 
dupois. 

f\  Hen.  Would  not  this  nave  of  a  wheel  have 
his  ears  cut  off} 

Pains.  Let's  beat  him  before  his  whore. 
P.  Hen.  Look,   if  the  withered  elder  hath  not 
his  poll  clawed  like  a  parrot. 

Poms.    Is  it  not  strange,  that  desire  should  so 
many  years  outlive  performance  ? 
Fed.  Kiss  me,  Doll. 

P.  It  en.  Saturn  and  Venus  this  year  in  con- 
junction !   what,  says  the  almanack  to  that  ? 

Point.  And,  look,  whether  the  fiery  Trigon/ 
his  man,  be  not  lisping  to  his  master's  old  tables  5 
his  note-book,  his  counsel- keeper- 

Pal.  Thou  dost  give  me  flattering  busses. 
Dot.  Nay,  truly  5  I  kiss  thee  with  a  most  con* 
stant  heart. 

Fat.  I  am  o':d,  T  am  old. 

Vol.  I  love  thee  better  than  I  love  e'er  a  scurvy 
young  boy  of  them  all. 

Fat.  What  stuff  wilt  have  a  kirtle?  of?  I  shall 
receive  money  on  Thursday  :  thou  shalt  have  a  cap 
to-morrow.  A  merry  song,  come  :  it  grows  late, 
well  to  bed.  Thou'lt  forget  me,  when  I  am 
gone. 

DoL  By  my  troth  thou'lt  set.  me  a  weeping,  an 
thou   sayest  so  :   prove   that  ever  I  dress  myself 

handsome  till  thy  return. Well,  hearken  the 

end. 

Fal.  Some  sack,  Francis. 
*  An  astronomical  term.  9  A  short  cloak. 
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P.  Hen.  Poins.  A'non,  anon,  sir.     [Advancing. 

Fal.  Ha !  a  bastard  son  of  the  king's  ? — And 
art  not  thou  Poins  his  brother  ? 

P.  Hen.  Why,  thou  globe  of  sinful  continents, 
what  a  lite  dost  thou  lead  ? 

Fal.  A  better  than  thou  3  I  am  a  gentleman, 
thou  art  a  drawer. 

P.  Hen.  Very  true,  sir;  and  I  come  to  draw 
you  out  by  the  ears. 

Host.  Q,  the  Lord  preserve  thy  good  grace  !  by 
my  troth,  welcome  to  London. — Now  the  Lord 
bless  that  sweet  face  of  thine !  O  Jesu,  are  you 
come  from  Wales  ? 

Fal.  Thou  whoreson  mad  compound  of  majesty, 
— by  this  light  flesh  and  corrupt  b]ood,  thou  art 
welcome.  [Leaning  his  hand  upon  Doll. 

Dot.  How!  you  fat  fool,  I  scorn  you. 

Poins.  My  lord,  he  will  drive  you  out  of  your 
revenge,  and  turn  all  to  a  merriment,  if  you  take 
not  the  heat. 

P.  lien.  You  whoreson  candle-mine,  you,  how 
vilely  did  you  speak  of  me  even  now,  before  this 
honest,  virtuous,  civil  gentlewoman  ? 

Host.  'Blessing  o'  your  good  heart !  and  so  she 
is,  by  my  troth. 

Fal.  Didst  thou  hear  me  ? 

P.  Hen.  Yes  j  and  you  knew  me,  as  you  did 
when  you  ran  away  by  Gads-hill :  you  knew,  I 
was  at  your  back ;  and  spoke  it  on  purpose,  to 
try  my  patience. 

Pal.  No,  no,  no ;  not  so 3  I  did  not  think,  thou 
wast  within  hearing. 

P.  Hen.  I  shalk  drive  you  then  to  confess  the 
wilful  abuse ;  and  then  I  know  how  to  handle 
you. 

Fal.  No  abuse,  Hal,  on  mine  honour;  no 
abuse* 
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P.  lIc/i.  Not!  to  dispraise  me  5  and  call  me- — 
pander,  and  bread-chipper,  and  1  know  not  what? 

Fat  No  abuse,  Hal. 

Poins.  No  abuse  ! 

Fal.  No  abuse,  Ned,  in  the  world;  honest  Ned, 
none.  I  dispraised  him  before  the  wicked,  that 
the  wicked  might  not  fall  in  love  with  him  : — in 
which  doing,  I  have  done  the  part  of  a  careful 
friend,  and  a  true  subject,  and  thy  father  is  to 
give  me  thanks  for  it.  No  abuse,  Hal ; — none, 
Ned,  none ; — no,  boys,  none. 

P.  Hat.  See  now,  whether  pure  fear,  and  en- 
tire cowardice,  doth  not  make  thee  wrong-  this 
virtuous  gentlewoman  to  close  with  us  ?  Is  she  of 
the  wicked  ?  Is  thine  hostess  here  of  the  wicked  ? 
Or  is  the  boy  of  the  wicked  ?  Or  honest  Bardolph, 
whose  zeal  burns  in  his  nose,  of  the  wicked  ? 

Point.  Answer,  thou  dead  elm,  answer. 

Fal.  The  fiend  hath  pricked  down  Bardolph 
irrecoverable;  and  his  face  is  Lucifer's  privy- 
kitchen,  where  he  doth  nothing  but  roast  malt- 
worms.  For  the  boy, — there  is  a  good  angel  about 
him  3  but  the  devil  outbids  him  too. 

i\  II en.  For  the  women,—- — 

Fal.  For  one  of  them, — she  is  in  hell  already, 
and  burns,  poor  soul  I  For  the  other, — 1  owe  her 
money ;  and  whether  she  be  damned  for  that,  I 
know  not. 

Host.  No,  I  warrant,  you. 

Fal.  No,  I  think  thou  art  not  ;  I  think,  thou 
art  quit  for  that :  Marry,  there  is  another  indict- 
ment upon  thee,  for  suffering  flesh  to  be  eaten  in 
thy  house,  contrary  to  the  law  3  for  the  which,  I 
think,  thou  wilt  howl. 

Host.  All  victuallers  do  so:  What's  a  joint  af 
mutton  or  two  in  a  whole  Lent  ? 

vol.  iv.  I  1 
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P.  Hen.  You,  gentlewoman, 

Dot.  What  says  your  grace  ? 

Fal.  His  grace  says  that  which  his  flesh  rebels 
against. 

Host.  Who  knocks  so  loud  at  door?  look  to  the 
door  there,  Francis. 

Enter   Peto. 

P.  Hen.  Peto,  how  now  ?  what  news  ? 

Peto.  The  king  your  father  is  at  Westminster; 
And  there  are  twenty  weak  and  wearied  posts, 
Come  from  the  north  :  and,  as  I  came  along, 
I  met,  and  overtook,  a  dozen  captains, 
Bare-headed,  sweating,  knocking  at  the  taverns, 
And  asking  every  one  for  sir  John  FalstafF. 

P.  lien.    By  heaven,  Poins,  I  feel  me  much  to 
blame, 
So  idly  to  profane  the  precious  time; 
When  tempest  of  commotion,  like  the  south 
Borne  with  black  vapour,  doth  begin  to  melt, 
And  drop  upon  our  bare  unarmed  heads. 
Give  me  my  sword,  and  cloak : — FalstafF,  good 
night. 
[Exeunt  Prince  Henry,  Poins,  Peto, 
and  Bardolph. 

Fal.  Now  comes  in  the  sweetest  morsel  of  the 
night,  and  we  must  hence,  and  leave  it  unpicked. 
[Knocking  heard.']  More  knocking  at  the  door  ? 

Re-enter  Bardolph. 

How  now  ?  what's  the  matter  ? 

Bard'.  You  must  away  to  court,  sir,  presently ; 
a  dozen  captains  stay  at  door  for  you. 

Pal  Pay  the  musicians,  sirrah.  [To  the  Page.] 
— Farewell,  hostess  ; — farewell,  Doll. — You  see, 
my  good  wenches,  how  men  of  merit  are  sought 
sifter :  the  undeserver  may  sleep,  when  the  man 
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of  action  is  called  on.  Farewell,  good  wenches : 
If  I  be  not  sent  away  post,  I  will  see  you  again 
ere  I  go. 

Dot.  I  cannot  speak ; — If  my  heart  be  not  ready- 
to  burst: — Well,  sweet  Jack,  have  a  care  of  thyself. 

Fal.  Farewell,  farewell. 

[Exeunt  Falstaff  and  Bardolph. 

Host,  Well,  fare  thee  well :  I  have  known  thee 
these  twenty-nine  years,  come  peascod-time;  but 
an  honester,  and  truer-hearted  man, — Well,  fare 
thee  well. 

Bard.  {Within.']  Mistress  Tear-sheet, 

Host.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Bard.  [)Vitkin.~\  Bid  mistress  Tear-sheet  come 
to  my  master. 

Host.  O  run,  Doll,  run ;  run,  good  Doll. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT  III. 
SCENE  I.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  King  Henry  in  his  Nightgown,  with  a  Page. 

K.  Hen.  Go,  call  the  earls  of  Surrey  and  of 

Warwick  > 
But,  ere  they  come,  bid  them  o'er-read  these 

letters, 

And  well  consider  of  them :  Make  good  speed. 

[Exit  Page. 
How  many  thousand  of  my  poorest  subjects 
Are  at  this  hour  asleep  ! — Sleep,  gentle  sleep, 
Nature's  soft  nurse,  how  have  I  frighted  thee, 
That  thou  no  more  wilt  weigh  my  eyelids  down, 
And  steep  my  senses  in  forge tfulness  ? 
Why  rather,  sleep,  liest  thou  in  smoky  cribs, 
Upon  uneasy  pallets  stretching  thee, 
And  hush'd  with  buzzing  night-flies  to  thy  slumber  -7 

in 
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Than  in  the  perfum'd  chambers  of  the  great, 

Under  the  canopies  of  costly  state, 

And  lull'd  with  sounds  of  sweetest  melody  ? 

O  thou  dull  god,  why  liest  thou  with  the  vile, 

.In  loathsome  beds  ;   and  leav'st  the  kingly  couch, 

A  watch-case,  or  a  common  'la rum  bell  ? 

Wilt  thou  upon  the  high  and  giddy  mast 

Seal  up  the  ship-boy's  eyes,  and  rock  his  brains 

In  cradle  of  the  rude  imperious  surge  3 

And  in  the  visitation  of  the  winds, 

Who  take  the  ruffian  billows  by  the  top, 

Curling  their  monstrous  heads,  and  hanging  them 

With  deaf  ning  clamours  in  the  slippery  clouds, 

That,  with  the  hurly,1  death  itself  awakes  ? 

Can'st  thou,  O  partial  sleep  !  give  thy  repose 

To  the  wet  sea-boy  in  an  hour  so  rude  j 

And,  in  the  calmest  and  most  stillest  night, 

With  all  appliances  and  means  to  boot, 

Deny  it  to  a  king  ?  Then,  happy  low,2  lie  down  ! 

Uneasy  lies  the  head  that  wears  a  crown. 

Enter  Warwick  and  Surrey. 

War.  Many  good  morrows  to  your  majesty  ! 

A'.  Hen.  Is  it  good  morrow,  lords  ? 

War.  'Tie  one  o'clock,  and  past. 

K.  Hen.  Why  then,  good  morrow  to  you  all,  my 
lords. 
Have  you  read  o'er  the  letters  that  I  sent  you? 

Jl'ar.  We  have,  my  liege. 

K.  Hen.  Then  you  perceive,  the  body  of  our 
kingdom 
How  foul  it  is  j   what  rank  diseases  grow, 
And  with  what  danger,  near  the  heart  of  it. 

War,   It  is  bat  as  a  body,  yet,  distemper'd  ; 
Which  to  his  former  strength  may  be  restor'd, 

With  good  advice,  and  little  medicine  : 

1  Noise-  z  Those  in  lowly  situations. 
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My  lord  Northumberland  will  soon  be  cool'd. 
K.  Hen.  O  heaven!   that  one  might   read  the 

book  of  fate  ; 
And  see  the  revolution  of  the  times 
Make  mountains  level,  and  the  continent 
(Weary  of  solid  firmness,)  meit  itself 
Into  the  sea  !   and,  other  times,  to  see 
The  beachy  girdle  of  the  ocean 
Too  wide  for  Neptune's  hips :  how  chances  mock, 
And  changes  iill  the  cup  of  alteration 
With  divers  liquors  !  O,  if  this  were  seen, 
The    happiest     youth,  —  viewing    his     progress 

through, 
What  perils  past,  what  crosses  to  ensue, — 
Would  shut  the  book,  and  sit  him  down  and  die, 
'Tis  not  ten  years  gone, 

Since  Richard,  and  Northumberland,  great  friends, 
Did  feast  together,  and,  in  two  vears  after, 
Were  they  at  wars  :  It  is  but  eight  years,  since 
This  Percy  was  the  man  nearest  my  soul  5 
Who  like  a  brother  toil'd  in  my  affairs, 
And  laid  his  love  and  life  under  my  foot  j 
Yea,  for  my  sake,  even  to  the  eyes  of  Richard, 
Gave  him  defiance.     Rut  which  of  you  was  by, 
(You,  cousin  Nevil,  as  I  may  remember,) 

[_l'o  W.\  u wick. 
When  Richard, — with  his  eye  brimful  I  of  tears, 
Then  check'd  and  rated  by  Northumberland, — 
Did  speak  these  words,  now  prov'd  a  prophecy  ? 
A'urt nuw.be ihnid,  thou  ladder,  hy  the  which 
Mi)  cousin  Bolingbroke  ascends  mi/  throne ; — 
Though  then,  heaven  knows,  I  had  no  such  intent ; 
Rut  that  necessity  so  bow'd  the  state, 
That  I  and  greatness  were  compelfd  to  kiss  :     ■■   ■ 
The  time  shntl  come,  thus  did  he  follow  it, 
The  time  will  come,  that  foul  sin,  gathering  head, 

I  i  3 
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Shall  break  into  corruption : — so  went  on. 
Foretelling  this  same  time's  condition, 
And  the  division  of  our  amity. 

War.  There  is  a  history  in  all  men's  lives, 
Figuring  the  nature  of  the  times  deceas'd : 
The  which  observed,  a  man  may  prophecy, 
With  a  near  aim,  of  the  main  chance  of  things 
As  yet  not  come  to  life  5  which  in  their  seeds, 
And  weak  beginnings,  lie  intreasured. 
Such  things  become  the  hatch  and  brood  of  time  5 
And,  by  the  necessary  form  of  this, 
King  Richard  might  create  a  perfect  guess, 
That  great  Northumberland,  then  false  to  him, 
Would,  of  that  seed,  grow  to  a  greater  falseness  5 
Which  should  not  find  a  ground  to  root  upon, 
Unless  on  you. 

K.  Hen.  Are  these  things  then  necessities  ? 

Then  let  us  meet  them  like  necessities : — 
And  that  same  word  even  now  cries  out  on  us ; 
They  say,  the  bishop  and  Northumberland 
Are  fifty  thousand  strong. 

War.  It  cannot  be,  my  lord  -, 

Humour  doth  double,  like  the  voice  and  echo, 
The  numbers  of  the  fear'd  : — Please  it  your  grace, 
To  go  to  bed :  upon  my  life,  my  lord, 
The  powers  that  you  already  have  sent  forth, 
Shall  bring  this  prize  in  very  easily. 
To  comfort  you  the  more,  I  have  receiv'd 
A  certain  instance,  that  Glendower  is  dead. 
Your  majesty  hath  been  this  fortnight  ill ; 
And  these  unseason'd  hours,  perforce,  must  add 
Unto  your  sickness. 

K.  Hen.  I  will  take  your  counsel : 

And,  were  these  inward  wars  once  out  of  hand, 
We  would,  dear  lords,  unto  the  Holy  Land. 

[Exeunt. 


Scene  II.  king   henry  IV  •  353 

SCENE  II. 

Court  before  Justice  Shallow's  House  in  Gloucester- 
shire. 

EnterSn allow  and Silen CE,meeting ;  Mouldy, 
Shadow,  Wart,  Feeble,  Bull-calf,  and 
Servants,  behind. 

Shal.  Come  on,  come  on,  come  on ;  give  me 
your  hand,  sir,  give  me  your  hand,  sir :  an  early 
stirrer,  by  the  rood.3  And  how  doth  my  good 
cousin  Silence  ?  N 

Sil.  Good  morrow,  good  cousin  Shallow. 
Shal.  And  how  doth  my  cousin,  your  bedfel- 
low ?  and  your  fairest  daughter,  and  mine,  my 
god-daughter  Ellen  ? 

Sil.  Alas,  a  black  ouzel,  cousin  Shallow. 
Shal.    By  yea  and  nay,   sir,   I  dare  say,  my 
cousin  William  is  become  a  good  scholar :  He  is 
at  Oxford,  still,  is  he  not  ? 
Sil.  Indeed,  sir ;  to  my  cost. 
Shal.  He  must  then  to  the  inns  of  court  shortly : 
I  was  once  of  Clement's-inn ;  where,  I  think, 
they  will  talk  of  mad  Shallow  yet. 

Sil.    You  were   called — lusty   Shallow,    then, 
cousin. 

Shal.  By  the  mass,  I  was  called  any  thing ;  and 
I  would  have  done  any  thing,  indeed,  and  round- 
ly too.  There  was  I,  and  little  John  Doit  of 
Staffordshire,  and  black  George  Bare,  and  Francis 
Pickbone,  and  Will  Squele  a  Cotswold  man, — 
you  had  not  four  such  swinge -bucklers4  in  all  the 
inns  of  court  again  :  and,  I  may  say  to  you,  we 
knew  where  the  bona-robas  5  were ;  and  had  the 
test  of  them  all  at  commandment.     Then  was 

3   Cross.         4  Rakes  or  rioters.  5  JUdies  ■** 
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Jack  FalstarT,  now  sir  John,  a  boy  ;   and  page  to 
Thomas  Mowbray,  duke  of  Norfolk. 

Sil.  This  sir  John,  cousin,  that  comes  hither 
anon  about  soldiers  ? 

Shal.  The  same  sir  John,  the  very  same.  I  saw 
him  break  Skogan's  head  at  the  court  gate,  when 
he  was  a  crack/1  not  thus  high  :  and  the  very  same 
day  did  I  tight  with  one  Sampson  Stockfish,  a 
fruiterer,  behind  GrnyVinn.  O,  the  mad  days 
that  I  have  spent !  and  to  see  how  many  of  mine 
old  acquaintance  are  dead  ! 

'oil.  We  shall  all  follow,  cousin. 
Shal.  Certain,    'tis    certain  -}    very    sure,    very 
sure:   death,  as  the  Psalmist  saith,  is  certain  to 
all  5   all  shall  die.     How  a  good  yoke  of  bullocks 
at  Stamford  fair? 

$il.  Truly,  cousin,  I  was  not  there. 
Shal,  Death  is  certain. — Is  old  Double  of  your 
town  living  yet  ? 
*S/7.  Dead,  sir. 

Shal.  Dead ! — See,  see ! — he  drew  a  good  bow  ; — 
And  dead! — he  shot  a  line  shoot : — John  of  Gaunt 
loved  him  well,  and  betted  much  money  on  his 
head.  Dead  ! — he  would  have  clapped  i'the  clout 
at  twelve  score  ;">  and  carried  you  a  forehand  shaft 
a  fourteen  and  fourteen  and  a  half,  that  it  would 

have  done  a  man's  heart  good  to  see. How  a 

score  of  ewes  now  ? 

Sil.  Thereafter  as  they  be :    a  score  of  good 
ewes  may  be  worth  ten  pounds. 
Shal,  And  is  old  Double  dead  ! 

En  ter  B  a  k  n  o  l  p  h  ,  an  d  on  c  wit  h  h  Im . 

Sil.  Here  come  two  of  sir  John  PalstafFs  men, 
3S  I  think, 

«   Rry. 

?  Hit  the^hite  marie  at  Ivfretve  score  yards* 
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Bard.  Good  morrow,  honest  gentlemen  :  I  be* 
seech  you,  which  is  justice  Shallow  ? 

S/ial.  I  am  Robert  Shallow,  sir;  a  poor  esquire 
of  this  county,  and  one  of  the  king's  justices  of 
the  peace  :   What  is  your  good  pleasure  with  me  ? 

Bard.  My  captain,  sir,  commends  him  to  you : 
my  captain,  sir  John  Falstaff :  a  tali8  gentleman, 
by  heaven,  and  a  most  gallant  leader. 

Shal.  He  greets  me  well,  sir;  I  knew  him  a 
good  backsword  man  :  How  doth  the  good  knight? 
may  I  ask,  how  my  lady  his  wife  doth  ? 

Bard,  Sir,  pardon  jj  a  soldier  is  better  accom- 
modated, than  with  a  wife. 

S/wl.  It  is  well  said,  in  faith,  sir;  and  it  is  well 
said  indeed  too.  „  Better  accommodated! — it  is 
good;  yea,  indeed,  it  is  :  good  phrases  are  surely, 
and  ever  were,  very  commendable.  Accommo- 
dated!— it  comes  from  accomwodo:  very  good 5  a 
good  phrase. 

Bard.  Pardon  me,  sir;  I  have  heard  the  word. 
Phrase,  call  you  it?  By  this  good  day,  I  know 
not  the  phrase :  but  I  will  maintain  the  word  with 
my  sword,  to  be  a  soldier-like  word,  and  a  word 
of  exceeding  good  command.  Accommodated ; 
That  is,  when  a  man  is,  as  they  say,  accommo- 
dated :  or,  when  a  man  is, — being, — whereby, — 
he  may  be  thought  to  be  accommodated ;  which  is 
an  excellent  thing. 

Ehtdr  Falstaff. 

8hal.  It  is  very  just : — Look,  here  comes  good 
sir  John. — Give  me  your  good  hand,  give  me  your 
worship's  good  hand:  By  my  troth,  you  look  well, 
and  bear  your  years  very  well :  welcome,  good  sir 
John. 

Fal.  I  am  glad  to  see  you  well,  good  master 
*  Brave. 
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Robert  Shallow : — Master  Sure-card,  as  I  think. 
Skal.  No,  sir  John  5  it  is  my  cousin  Silence,  in 
commission  with  me. 

Fal.  Good  master  Silence,  it  well  befits  you 
should  be  of  the  peace. 

Sil.  Your  good  worship  is  welcome. 

Fal.  Fye !  this  is  hot  weather. — Gentlemen, 
have  you  provided  me  here  half  a  dozen  sufficient 
men? 

Shal.  Marry,  have  we,  sir.     Will  you  sit  ? 

Fal.  Let  me  see  them,  I  beseech  you. 

Shal.  Where's  the  roll  ?  where's  the  roll  ? 
where's  the  roll? — Let  me  see,  let  me  see.  So, 
so,  so,  so:  Yea,  marry,  sir: — Ralph  Mouldy: — 
let  them  appear  as  I  call ;  let  them  do  so,  let  them 
do  so. Let  me  see  3  Where  is  Mouldy  ? 

Moul.  Here,  an't  please  you. 

Shal.  What  think  you,  sir  John  ?  a  good  limbed 
fellow  :  young,  strong,  and  of  good  friends. 

Fal.  Is  thy  name  Mouldy  ? 

Moul.  Yea,  an't  please  you. 

Fal.  'Tis  the  more  time  thou  wert  used. 

Shal.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  most  excellent,  i'faith !  things, 
that  are  mouldy,  lack  use  :  Very  singular  good  ! 
•—In  faith,  well  said,  sir  John  j  very  well  said. 

Fal.  Prick  him.  [7'o  Shallow. 

Moul.  I  was  pricked  well  enough  before,  an 
you  could  have  let  me  alone  :  my  old  dame  will 
be  undone  now,  for  one  to  do  her  husbandry,  and 
her  drudgery  :  you  need  not  to  have  pricked  me  -, 
there  are  other  men  fitter  to  go  out  than  I. 

Fal.  Go  to;  peace,  Mouldy,  you  shall  go. 
Mouldy,  it  is  time  you  were  spent. 

Moul.  Spent! 

Shal.  Peace,  fellow,  peace  ;  stand  aside ;  Know 
you  where  you  are? — For  the  other,  sir  John: — 
et  me  see $•— Simon  Shadow  ! 
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Fal.  Ay  marry,  let  me  have  him  to  sit  under : 
he's  like  to  be  a  cold  soldier. 
Shal.  Where's  Shadow  ? 
Shad.  Here,  sir. 
Fal.  Shadow,  whose  son  art  thou  ? 

Shad.  My  mother's  son,  sir. 

Fal.  Thy  mother's  son !  like  enough  -,  and  thy 
father's  shadow  :  so  the  son  of  the  female  is  the 
shadow  of  the  male :  It  is  often  so,  indeed ;  but 
not  much  of  the  father's  substance. 

Shal.  Do  you  like  him,  sir  John  ? 

Fal.  Shadow  will  serve  for  summer, — prick  him ; 
— for  we  have  a  number  of  shadows  to  fill  up  the 
muster-book. 

Shal.  Thomas  Wart ! 

Fal  Where's  he  ? 

Wart.  Here,  sir. 

Fal.  Is  thy  name  Wart  ? 

Wart.  Yea,  sir. 

Fal.  Thou  art  a  very  ragged  wart. 

Shal.  Shall  1  prick  him,  sir  John. 

Fal.  It  were  superfluous ;  for  his  apparel  is  built 
upon  his  back,  and  the  whole  frame  stands  upoa 
pins:   prick  him  no  more. 

Shal.  Ha,  ha,  ha! — you  can  do  it,  sir;  you  can 
do  it:  I  commend  you  well. — Francis  Feeble! 

Fee.  Here,  sir. 

Fal.  What  trade  art  thou,  Feeble  ? 

Fee.  A  woman's  tailor,  sir. 

Shal.  Shall  I  prick  him,  sir  ? 

Fal.  You  may :  but  if  he  had  been  a  man's  tai- 
lor, he  would  have  pricked  you — Wilt  thou  make 
as  many  holes  in  an  enemy's  battle,  as  thou  hast 
done  in  a  woman's  petticoat } 

Fee.  I  will  do  my  good  will,  sir  -y  you  can  have 
lie  more. 

Fal.  Well  said,  good  woman's  tailor!  wellsaid^ 
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courageous  Feeble  !  Thou  wilt  be  as  valiant  as  the 
wrathful  dove,  or  most  magnanimous  mouse. — ■ 
Prick  the  woman's  tailor  well,  master  Shallow ; 
deep,  master  Shallow. 

Fee.  I  would,  Wart  might  have  gone,  sir. 

I'aL  I  would,  thou  wert  a  man's  tailor 5  that 
thou  might'st  mend  him,  and  make  him  rit  to  go. 
I  cannot  put  him  to  a  private  soldier,  that  is  the 
leader  of  so  many  thousands :  Let  that  suffice,  most 
forcible  Feeble. 

Fee.  It  shall  suffice,  sir. 

Fah  I  am  bound  to  thee,  reverend  Feeble. — 
Who  is  next  ? 

Skal.  Peter  Bull-calf  of  the  green  ! 

Fal.  Yea,  marry,  let  us  see  Bull-calf. 

Bull.  Here,  sir. 

Fal.  'Fore  God,  a  likely  fellow! — Come,  prick 
me  Bull-calf  till  he  roar  again. 

Bull.  Olord!  good  my  lord  captain, — 

Fal.  What,  dost  thou  roar  before  thou  art 
pricked  ? 

Bull.  O  lord,  sir!  I  am  a  diseased  man. 

Fal.  What  disease  hast  thou  ? 

Bull.  A  whoreson  cold,  sir:  a  cough,  sir;  which 
I  caught  with  ringing  in  the  king's  affairs,  upon 
his  coronation  day,  sir. 

Fal.  Come,  thou  shalt  go  to  the  wars  in  a  gown  ; 
we  will  have  away  thy  cold;  and  I  will  take  such 
order,  that  thy  friends  shall  ring  for  thee. — Is  here 
all? 

Shah  Here  is  two  more  called  than  your  num- 
ber; you  must  have  but  four  here,  sir; — and  so, 
1  pray  you,  go  in  with  me  to  dinner. 

Fal.  Come,  I  will  go  drink  with  you,  but.  I  can- 
not tarry  dinner.  I  am  glad  to  see  you,  in  good 
troth,  master  Shallow. 

Shal.  O,  sir  John,  do  vou  remember  since  we 
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lay  all  night  in  the  windmill  in  Saint  George's 
fields. 

FaL  No  more  of  that,  good  master  Shallow,  no 
more  of  that. 

Skali  Ha,  it  was  a  merry  night.  And  is  Jane 
Night- work  alive. 

iaL  She  lives,  master  Shallow. 

Shal.  She  never  could  away  with  me. 

Fal.  Never,  never:  she  would  always  say,  she 
could  not  abide  master  Shallow. 

SkaL  By  the  mass,  I  could  anger  her  to  the 
heart.  She  was  then  a  bona-roba.  Doth  she  hold 
her  own  well  ? 

Fed.  Old,  old,  master  Shallow. 

Shal.  Nay,  she  must  be  old  ;  she  cannot  choose 
but  be  old  3  certain,  she's  old;  and  had  Robin 
Night-work  by  old  Night- work,  before  I  came  to 
Clemen  t's-inn, 

Sil.  That's  fifty-five  year  ago. 

Shal.  Ha,  cousin  Silence,  that  thou  hadst  seen 
that  that  this  knight  and  I  have  seen  ! — Ha,  sir 
John,  said  I  well  ? 

Fa  I.  We  have  heard  the  chimes  at  midnight, 
master  Shallow. 

Shal.  That  we  have,  that  we  have,  that  we  have; 
in  faith,  sir  John,  we  have;  our  watch-word  was, 
Hem,  boys! — Come,  let's  to  dinner;  come,  let's  to 
dinner: — O,  the  days  that  we  have  seen  ! — Come, 
come. 

[  Extun t  Falsi1  a  f  f ,  S 1  r  a  l  l o  w  ,  an d  S 1  l  e  y ;  c  e  . 

hull.  Good  master  corporate  Bardolph,  stand 
my  friend;  and  here  is  four  Harry  ten  shillings  in 
French  crowns  for  you.  Jn  very  truth,  sir,  I  had 
as  lief  be  hanged,  sir,  as  go :  and  yet,  for  mine  own 
part,  sir,  I  do  not  care ;  but,  rather,  because  1  am 
unwilling,  ar.d,  for  mine  own  part,  have  a  desire  tq 

vol.  iv.  K  K 
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stay  with  my  friends  5  else,  sir,  I  did  not  care.,  for 
mine  own  part,  so  much. 

Bard.  Go  to  ;  stand  aside. 

Moul.  And  good  master  corporal  captain,  for 
my  old  dame's  sake,  stand  my  friend:  she  has  no- 
body to  do  any  thing  about  her,  when  I  am  gone: 
and  she  is  old,  and  cannot  help  herself:  you  shall 
have  forty,  sir. 

Bard.  Go  to ;  stand  aside. 

Fee.  By  my  troth  I  care  not ; — a  man  can  die 
but  once  5 — we  owe  God  a  death  3 — I'll  ne'er  bear 
a  base  mind: — an't  be  my  destiny,  so ;  an't  be  not, 
so :  No  man's  too  good  to  serve  his  prince  3  and, 
let  it  go  which  way  it  will,  he  that  dies  this  year, 
is  quit  for  the  next. 

Bard.  Well  said  ;  thou'rt  a  good  fellow. 

Fee.  'Faith,  I'll  bear  no  base  mind. 

Re-enter  Falstaff,  and  Justices. 

Fal.  Come,  sir,  which  men  shall  I  have? 

Shal.  Four,  of  which  you  please. 

Bard.  Sir,  a  word  with  you: — I  have  three 
pound  to  free  Mouldy  and  Bull:calf. 

Fal.  Go  to  5  well. 

Shat.  Come,  sir  John,  which  four  will  you  have? 

Fal.  Do  you  choose  for  me. 

Shal.  Marry  then,— Mouldy,  Bull-calf,  Feeble, 
and  Shadow. 

Fal.  Mouldy,  and  Bull-calf: — For  you,  Mouldy, 
stay  at  home  still;  you  are  past  service: — and,  foi 
your  part,  Bull-calf, — grow  till  you  come  unto  it  9 
I  will  none  of  you. 

Shat.  Sir  John,  sir  John,  do  not  yourself  wrong: 
they  are  your  likeliest  men,  and  I  would  have  you 
served  with  the  best. 

Fat.  Will  you  tell  me,  master  Shallow,  how  to 
choose  a  man  ?    Care  I  for  the  limb,  the  thewes, 


Scene  If .  KING    HENRY    IV.  36l 

the  stature,  bulk,  and  big  assemblance  of  a  man  ! 
Give  me  the  spirit,  master  Shallow. — Here's  Wart; 
— you  see  what  a  ragged  appearance  it  is :  he  shall 
charge  you,  and  discharge  you,  with  the  motion  of 
a  pewterer's  hammer ;  come  off,  and  on,  swifter 
than  he  that  gibbets-on  the  brewer's  bucket.  And 
this  same  half-fac'd  fellow.  Shadow, — give  me 
this  man;  he  presents  no  mark  to  the  enemy;  the 
foeman  9  may  with  as  great  aim  level  at  the  edge  of 
a  penknife :  And,  for  a  retreat, — how  swiftly  will 
this  Feeble,  the  woman's  tailor,  run  off?  O,  give  me 
the  spare  men,  and  spare  me  the  great  ones. — Put 
me  a  caliver1  into  Wart's  hand,  Bardolph. 

Bard.  Hold,  Wart,  traverse;2  thus,  thus,  thus. 

Fat.  Come,  manage  me  your  caliver.  So : — very 
well : — go  to : — very  good : — exceeding  good. — O, 
give  mealwaysalittle, lean, old,  chapped,  bald  shot.3 
— Well  said,  i'faith  Wart ;  thou'rt  a  good  scab : 
hold,  there's  a  tester  for  thee. 

Shal.  He  is  not  his  craft's -master,  he  doth  not 
do  it  right.  I  remember  at  Mile-end  green,  (when 
I  lay  at  Clement's  inn, — I  was  then  sir  Dagonet  in 
Arthur's  show,)4,  there  was  a  little  quiver  fellow, 
and  'a  would  manage  you  his  piece  thus  :  and  'a 
would  about,  and  about,  and  come  you  in,  and 
come  you  in :  rah,  tak,  tah,  would  'a  say ;  bounce , 
would  'a  say ;  and  away  again  would  'a  go,  and  again 
would  'a  come: — I  shall  never  see  such  a  fellow. 

FaL  These  fellows  will  do  well,  master  Shallow. 
— God  keep  you,  master  Silence ;  I  will  not  use 
many  words  with  you : — Fare  you  well,  gentlemen 
both :  I  thank  you :  I  must  a  dozen  mile  to-night. — 
Bardolph,  give  the  soldiers  coats. 

Shal.  Sir  John,  heaven  bless  you,  and  prosper 
k  k  2 

9  Enemy.  "Gun.  *  March.  3  Shccter. 

*•  An  exhibition  of  archery. 
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your  affairs,  and  send  us  peace !  As  you  return,  visit 
pay  house;  let  our  old  acquaintance  be  renewed: 
peradventure,  I  will  with  you  to  the  court. 

Fal.  I  would  you  would,  master  Shallow. 

Shut.  Go  to 5  I  have  spoke,  at  a  word.  Fare  you 
well .  [ li ve un t  S 1 1  a  ll o  w  and  Si  l e n c e . 

Fal.  Fare  you  well,  gentle  gentlemen.  On,  Bar- 
dolphj  lead  the  men  away.  [Exeunt  Baiidolpii, 
Recruits,  c^:.]  As  I  return,  I  will  fetch  off  these 
justices:  I  do  see  the  bottom  of  justice  Shallow. 
Lord,  lord,  how  subject  we  old  men  are  to  this  vice 
of  lying!  This  same  starved  justice  hath  done 
nothing  but  prate  to  me  of  the  wildness  of  his 
youth,  and  the  feats  he  hath  done  about  Turnbull- 
street;5  and  every  third  word  a  lie,  duerpaid  to  the 
hearer  than  the  Turk's  tribute.  I  do  remember 
him  at  Clement's-inn,  like  a  man  made  after  supper 
of  a  cheese-paring :  when  he  was  naked,  he  was, 
for  all  the  world,  like  a  forked  radish,  with  a  head 
fantastically  carved  upon  it  with  a  knife :  he  was  so 
forlorn,  that  his  dimensions  to  any  thick  sight  were 
invisible:  he  was  the  very  Genius  of  famine  $  yet 
lecherous  as  a  monkey,  and  the  whores  called  him— 
mandrake:  he  came  ever  in  the  rear-ward  of  the 
fashion  5  and  sung  those  tunes  to  the  over-scutched 
huswives  that  he  heard  the  carmen  whistle,  and 
sware — they  were  his  fancies,  or  his  good-nights.6 
And  now  is  this  Vice's  dagger7  become  a  squire; 
and  talks  as  familiarly  of  John  of  Gaunt,  as  if  he 
had  been  sworn  brother  to  him :  and  I'll  be  sworn 
he  never  saw  him  but  once  in  the  Tilt-yard  5  and 
then  he  burst8  his  head,  for  crouding  among  the 
marshal's  men.  I  saw  it;  and  told  John  of  Gaunt, 
he  beat  his  own  name  :{>  for  you  might  have  truss'd 

5  In  Clcrkenwell.  6  Titles  of  little  poems. 

7  A  wooden  dagger  Like  thai  used  by  the  modern  Harlequin. 

?  Broke.  9  Gaunt  is  thin,  slender. 
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him,  and  all  bis  apparel,  into  an  eel-skin;  tbe  case 
of  a  treble  baut-boy  was  a  mansion  for  him,  a  court ; 
and  now  bas  he  land  and  beeves.  Well  \  1  will  be 
acquainted  with  him,  if  J  return :  and  it  shall  go 
hard,  but  I  will  make  him  a  philosopher's  two  stones 
to  me :  If  the  young  dace  be  a  bait  for  the  old 
pike,  I  see  no  reason,  in  the  law  of  nature,  but  I  may 
snap  at  him.    Let  lime  .shape,  and  there  an  end. 

[Exit. 

ACT  IV. 

SCENE  L     A  Forest  in  Yorkshire. 

Enter  the  Archbishop  of  York,  Mo w  b  h  a  y,  Ha  st- 
inos,  and  Others, 

Arch.  What  is  this  forest  call'd? 

Hast.  Tis  Gualtree  forest,  ant  shall  please  your 
grace. 

Arch.  Here  stand,  my  lords  5  and  send  discoverer.-, 
forth, 
To  know  the  numbers  of  our  enemies. 

Hast,  Wre  have  sent  forth  already. 

Arch.  'lis  well  done. 

My  friends,  and  brethren  in  these  great  arfairs, 
I  must  acquaint  you  that  I  have  receivM 
New-dated  letters  from  Northumberland  -, 
Their  cold  intent,  tenour  and  substance,  thus : — 
Here  doth  he  wish  his  person,  with  such  powers 
As  might  hold  sortance'  with  his  quality, 
The  which  he  could  not  levy ;  whereupon 
He  is  retir'd,  to  ripe  his  growing  fortunes, 
To  Scotland  :   and  concludes  in  hearty  prayers. 
That  your  attempts  may  overlive  the  hazard, 
Arid  fearful  meeting  of  their  opposite. 

k  k  3 

1  Be  suitable. 
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Mowb.  Thus  do  the  hopes  we  have  in  him  touch 
ground, 
And  dash  themselves  to  pieces. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Hast.  Now,  what  news  ? 

■Mess.  West  of  this  forest,  scarcely  off  a  mile, 
In  goodly  form  comes  on  the  enemy : 
And,  by  the  ground  they  hide,  I  judge  their  number 
Upon,  or  near,  the  rate  of  thirty  thousand. 

Mowb.,  The  just  proportion  that  we  gave  them 
out. 
Let  us  sway  on,  and  face  them  in  the  field. 

Enter  Westmoreland. 

Arch.  What  well-appointed2  leader  fronts  us 
here  ? 

Mowb.  I  think,  it  is  my  lord  of  Westmoreland. 

West.  Health  and  fair  greeting  from  our  general, 
The  prince,  lord  John  and  duke  of  Lancaster. 

Arch.  Say  on,  my  lord  of  Westmoreland,  in 
peace ; 
What  doth  concern  your  coming  ? 

West.  Then,  my  lord, 

Unto  your  grace  do  I  in  chief  address 
The  substance  of  my  speech.     If  that  rebellion 
Came  like  itself,  in  base  and  abject  routs, 
Led  on  by  bloody  youth,  guarded  with  rage, 
And  countenanced  by  boys,  and  beggary  \ 
I  say,  if  damn'd  commotion  so  appear'd, 
In  his  true,  native,  and  most,  proper  shape, 
You,  reverend  father,  and  these  noble  lords, 
Had  not  been  here,  to  dress  the  ugly  form 
Of  base  and  bloody  insurrection 
With  your  fair  honours.    You,  lord  archbishop, — 
Whose  see  is  by  a  civil  peace  maintain'd  j 
3  Completely  accoutred. 
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Whose  beard  the  silver  hand  of  peace  hath  toueh'd ; 
Whose  learning  and  good  letters  peace  hath  tutor'd  j 
Whose  white  investments  figure  innocence, 
The  dove  and  very  blessed  spirit  of  peace,- — 
Wherefore  do  you  so  ill  translate  yourself, 
Out  of  the  speech  of  peace,  that  bears  such  grace, 
Into  the  harsh  and  hoist' rous  tongue  of  war  ? 
Turning  your  books  to  graves,  your  ink  to  blood, 
Your  pens  to  lances;   and  your  tongue  divine 
To  a  loud  trumpet,  and  a  point  of  war  ? 

Arch.  Wherefore  do  I  this  ? — so  the  question 
stands. 
Briefly  to  this  end: — We  are  all  diseas'd  ; 
Arid,  with  our  surfeiting,  and  wanton  hours, 
Have  brought  ourselves  into  a  burning  fever, 
And  we  must  bleed  for  it :   of  which  disease 
Our  late  king,  Richard,  being  infected,  died. 
But,  my  most  noble  lord  of  Westmoreland, 
I  take  not  on  me  here  as  a  physician  5 
Nor  do  I,  as  an  enemy  to  peace, 
Troop  in  the  throngs  of  military  men : 
But,  rather,  show  a  while  like  fearful  war, 
To  diet  rank  minds,  sick  of  happiness  ; 
And  purge  the  obstructions,  which  begin  to  stop 
Our  very  veins  of  life.     Hear  me  more  plainly. 
1  have  in  equal  balance  justly  weigh'd 
What  wrongs  our  arms  may  do,  what  wrongs  we 

suffer, 
And  find  our  griefs3  heavier  than  our  offences. 
We  see  which  way  the  stream  of  time  doth  run, 
And  are  enforced  from  our  most  quiet  sphere 
By  the  rough  torrent  of  occasion : 
And  have  the  summary  of  all  our  griefs, 
When  time  shall  serve,  to  show  in  articles  5 
Which,  long  ere  this,  we  offer'd  to  the  king, 
And  might  by  no  suit  gain  our  audience  : 
3  Grievances. 
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When  we  are  wrong'd,  and  would  unfold  our  griefs, 
We  are  denied  access  unto  his  person 
Even  by  those  men  that  most  have  done  us  wrong. 
The  dangers  of  the  days  but  newly  gone, 
(Whose  memory  is  written  on  the  earth 
WTith  yet-appearing  blood,)  and  the  examples 
Of  every  minute's  instance,   (present  now,) 
Have  put  us  in  these  ill-beseeming  arms : 
Not  to  break  peace,  or  any  branch  of  it ; 
But  to  establish  here  a  peace  indeed, 
Concurring  both  in  name  and  quality. 

IVest.  When  ever  yet  was  your  appeal  denied  ? 
Wherein  have  you  been  galled  by  the  king  ? 
What  peer  hath  been  suborned  to  grate  on  you  ? 
That  you  should  seal  this  lawless  bloody  book 
Of  forgM  rebellion  with  a  seal  divine, 
And  consecrate  commotion's  bitter  edge  ? 

Arch.  My  brother  general,  the  commonwealth, 
To  brother  born  an  household  cruelty, 
I  make  my  quarrel  in  particular. 

West.  There  is  no  need  of  any  such  redress; 
Or,  if  there  were,  it  not  belongs  to  you. 

Movb.  Why  not  to  him,  in  part:  and  to  us  all, 
That  feel  the  bruises  of  the  days  before ; 
And  suffer  the  condition  of  these  times 
To  lay  a  heavy  and  unequal  hand 
Upon  our  honours  ? 

West.  O  my  good  lord  Mowbray, 

Construe  the  times  to  their  necessities, 
x\nd  you  shall  say  indeed, — it  is  the  time, 
And  not  the  king,  that  doth  you  injuries. 
Yet,  for  your  part,  it  not  appears  to  me, 
Either  from  the  king,  or  in  thp  present  time, 
That  you  should  have  an  inch  of  any  ground 
To  build  a  grief  on :  Were  you  not  restor'd 
To  all  the  duke  of  Norfolk's  signiories, 
Your  noble  and  right-wcil-reruember'd  father's  ? 
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Moicb.  What  thing,  in  honour,  had  my  father 

lost, 
That  need  to  be  revived,  and  breath'd  in  me  > 
The  king,  that  lov'd  hira,  as  the  state  stood  then, 
Was,  force  perforce,  compeli'd  to  banish  him  : 
And  then,  when  Harry  Boilngbroke,  and  he, — 
Being  mounted,  and  both  roused  in  their  seats, 
Their  neighing  coursers  daring  of  the  spur, 
Their  armed  staves 4  in  charge,  their  beavers5  down, 
Their  eyes  of  fire  sparkling  through  sights  6  of  steel, 
And  the  loud  trumpet  blowing  them  together ; 
Then,  then,  when  there  was  nothing  could  have 

staid 
My  father  from  the  breast  of  Bolingbroke, 
O,  when  the  king  did  throw  his  warder"7  down, 
His  own  life  hung  upon  the  staff  he  threw : 
Then  threw  he  down  himself  3   and  all  their  lives, 
That,  by  indictment,  and  by  dint  of  sword, 
Have  since  miscarried  under  Bolingbroke. 

II' est.  You  speak,  lord  Mowbray,  now  you  know 

not  what  : 
The  earl  of  Hereford  was  reputed  then 
In  England  the  most  valiant  gentleman  5 
Who  knows,  on  whom  fortune  would  then  have 

smil'd  ? 
But,  if  your  father  had  been  victor  there, 
He  ne'er  had  borne  it  out  of  Coventry: 
For  all  the  country,  in  a  general  voice, 
Cried  hate  upon  him  5  and  all  their  prayers,  and 

love, 
Were  set  on  Hereford,  whom  they  doted  on, 
And  bless'd,  and  grae'd  indeed,  more  than  the 

king. 
But  this  is  mere  digression  from  my  purpose. — - 
Here  come  1  from  our  princely  general, 

4  Lances,  5  Helmets. 

6  The  eye  holes  of  helmets,  7  Truncheon. 
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To  know  your  griefs;  to  tell  you  from  his  grace, 
That  he  will  give  you  audience :  and  wherein 
It  shall  appear  that  your  demands  are  just, 
You  shall  enjoy  them  ;  every  thing  set  oft', 
That  might  so  much  as  think  you  enemies. 

Mowb.  But   he  hath  forc'd  us  to  compel  tint 
offer  ; 
And  it  proceeds  from  policy,  not  love. 

West.  Mowbray,  you  overween,8  to  take  it  so; 
This  offer  comes  from  mercy,  not  from  fear : 
For,  lo!  within  a  ken,9  our  army  lies; 
Upon  mine  honour,  all  too  confident 
To  give  admittance  to  a  thought  of  fear. 
Our  battle  is  more  full  of  names  than  yours, 
Our  men  more  perfect  in  the  use  of  arms, 
Our  armour  all  as  strong,  our  cause  the  best; 
Then  reason  wills,  our  hearts  should  be  as  good :— •* 
Say  you  not  then,  our  offer  is  compell'd. 

Mowb.  Well,  by  my  will,  we  shall  admit  no 

parley. 
West.  That  argues  but  the  shame  of  your  of- 
fence : 
A  rotten  case  abides  no  handling. 

Hast.  Hath  the  prince  John  a  full  commission, 
In  very  ample  virtue  of  his  father, 
To  hear,  and  absolutely  to  determine 
Of  what  conditions  we  shall  stand  upon  ? 

West.  That  is  intended1  in  the  general's  name: 
I  muse,2  you  make  so  slight  a  question. 

Arch.  Then  take,  my  lord  of  Westmoreland, 
this  schedule;3 
For  this  contains  our  general  grievances  :-r- 
Each  several  article  herein  redress'd  ; 
All  members  of  our  cause,  both  here  and  hence, 
That  are  insinew'd  to  this  action, 

9  Think  too  highly.  9  Sight.  ■  Understood. 

2  Wonder.  3  Inventory, 
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Acquitted  by  a  true  substantial  form  y 
And  present  execution  of  our  wills 
To  us,  and  to  our  purposes,  consign'd  ; 
We  come  within  our  awful  banks4  again, 
And  knit  our  powers  to  the  arm  of  peace. 

West.  This  will  I  show  the  general.    Please  youa 
lords, 
In  sight  of  both  our  battles  we  may  meet : 
And  either  end  in  peace,  which  heaven  so  frame ! 
Or  to  the  place  of  difference  call  the  swords 
Which  must  decide  it. 

Arch.  My  lord,  we  will  do  so. 

[Exit  West. 
Mowb.  There  is  a  thing  within  my  bosom,  tells 
me, 
That  no  conditions  of  our  peace  can  stand. 

Hast.  Fear  you  not  that :  if  we  can  make  our 
peace 
Upon  such  large  terms,  and  so  absolute, 
As  our  conditions  shall  consist  upon, 
Our  peace  shall  stand  as  firm  as  rocky  mountains. 

Moxvb.  Ay,  but  our  valuation  shall  be  such, 
That  every  slight  and  false-derived  cause, 
Yea,  every  idle,  nice,5  and  wanton  reason, 
Shall,  to  the  king,  taste  of  this  action: 
That,  were  our  royal  faiths6  martyrs  in  love, 
We  shall  be  winnow'd  with  so  rough  a  wind, 
That  even  our  corn  shall  seem  as  light  as  chaff, 
And  good  from  bad  rind  no  partition. 

Arch.  No,  no,  my  lord  5  Note  this, — the  king 
is  weary 
Of  dainty  and  such  picking7  grievances : 
For  he  hath  found, — to  end  one  doubt  by  death, 
Revives  two  greater  in  the  heirs  of  life. 

4  Proper  limits  of  reverer.ee.  5. Trivial- 

*  The  faith  due  to  a  king.  7  Piddiir.^j  insignificant. 
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And  therefore  will  he  wipe  his  tables8  clean; 

And  keep  no  tell-tale  to  his  memory, 

That  may  repeat  and  history  his  loss 

To  new  remembrance :     For  full  well  lie  knows, 

He  cannot  so  precisely  weed  this  land, 

As  his  misdoubts  present  occasion : 

His  foes  are  so  enrooted  with  his  friends, 

That,  plucking  to  unfix  an  enemy, 

He  doth  unfasten  so,  and  shake  a  friend. 

So  that  rhis  land,  like  an  offensive  wife, 

That  hath  enrag'd  him  on  to  offer  strokes  5 

As  he  is  striking,  holds  his  infant  up, 

And  hangs  resolv'd  correction  in  the  arm 

That  was  uprear'd  to  execution. 

Host.  Besides,  the  king  hath  wasted  all  his  rods 
On  late  offenders,  that  he  now  doth  lack 
The  vcvy  instruments  of  chastisement: 
So  that  his  power,  like  to  a  fangless  lion, 
May  offer,  but  not  hold. 

Arch.  'Tis  very  true  ; — 

And  therefore  be  assur'd,  my  good  lord  marshal, 
If  we  do  now  make  our  atonement  well, 
Our  peace  will,  like  a  broken  limb  united, 
Grow  stronger  for  the  breaking. 

March.  Be  it  so. 

Here  is  return'd  my  lord  of  Westmoreland. 

R e-c?t t cr  We  s t  m  o  ;i  e  l  and. 

JVtst.  The  prince  is  here  at  hand :     Pleaseth 
your  lordship, 
To  meet  his  grace  just  distance  'tween  our  armies  ? 
Mozvb.  Your  grace  of  York,  in  God's  name  then 

set  forward. 
Arch.  Before,  and  greet  his  grace: — my  lord, 
we  come.  [Exeunt. 

8  Bwok  for  memorandums. 
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SCENE  II. 

Another  Part  of  the  Forest. 

Enter,  from  one  side,  Mo  we  ray,  the  Archbishop, 
Hastings,  and  Others:  from  the  other  aide, 
Prince  John  of  Lancaster,  Westmor- 
land, Officers  and  Attendants, 

P.  John.   You  are  well  encounter'd  here,   my 
cousin  Mowbray : — 
Good  day  to  you,  gentle  lord  archbishop  j — 
And  so  to  you,  lord  Hastings, — and  to  all. — 
My  lord  of  York,  it  better  show'd  with  you. 
When  that  your  flock,  assembled  by  the  bell, 
Encircled  you,  to  hear  with  reverence 
Your  exposition  on  the  holy  text ; 
Than  now  to  see  you  here  an  iron  man,9 
Cheering  a  rout  of  rebels  with  your  drum, 
Turning  the  word  to  sword,  and  life  to  death. 
That  man,  that  sits  within  a  monarch's  heart, 
And  ripens  in  the  sunshine  of  his  favour, 
Would  he  abuse  the  countenance  of  the  king, 
Alack,  what  mischiefs  might  he  set  abroach, 
In  shadow  of  such  greatness!     With  you,  lord 

bishop, 
It  is  even  so : — Who  hath  not  heard  it  spoken, 
How  deep  you  were  within  {he  books  of  God  ? 
To  us,  the  speaker  in  his  parliament  j 
To  us,  the  imagined  voice  of  God  himself; 
The  very  opener,  and  intelligencer, 
Between  the  grace,  the  sanctities  of  heaven, 
And  our  dull  workings  :r    O,  who  shall  believe, 
But  you  misuse  the  reverence  of  your  place; 
Employ  the  countenance  and  grace  of  heaven, 
vol.  iv.  L  L 

5  Clad  in  armour.  l  Labour:-,  of  thought. 
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As  a  false  favourite  doth  his  prince's  name, 
In  deeds  dishonourable  ?  You  have  taken  up/ 
Under  the  counterfeited  zeal  of  God, 
The  subjects  of  his  substitute,  my  father; 
And,  both  against  the  peace  of  heaven  and  him, 
Have  here  up- swarm' d  them. 

Arch.  Good  my  lord  of  Lancaster, 

I  am  not  here  against  your  father's  peace  : 
But,  as  I  told  my  lord  of  Westmoreland, 
The  time  misorder'd  doth,  in  common  sense, 
Croud  us,  and  crush  us,  to  this  monstrous  form, 
To  hold  our  safety  up.     I  sent  your  grace 
The  parcels  and  particulars  of  our  grief ; 
The  which  hath  been  with  scorn  shov'd  from  the 

court, 
Whereon  this  Hydra  son  of  war  is  born: 
Whose  dangerous  eyes  may  well  be  charm'd  asleep, 
With  grant  of  our  most  just  and  right  desires  -, 
And  true  obedience  of  this  madness  cur'd, 
Stoop  tamely  to  the  foot  of  majesty. 

Moicb.  If  not,  we  ready  are  to  try  our  fortunes 
To  the  last  man. 

Hoist.  And  though  we  here  fall  down, 

We  have  supplies  to  second  our  attempt ; 
If  they  miscarry,  theirs  shall  second  them  : 
And  so,  success j  of  mischief  shall  be  born  $ 
And  heir  from  heir  shall  hold  this  quarrel  up, 
Whiles  England  shall  have  generation. 

P.  Jo/in.  You  are  too  shallow,  Hastings,  much 
too  shallow, 
To  sound  the  bottom  of  the  after- times. 

I  Vest.  Pleaseth  your  grace,  to  answer  them  di- 
rectly, 
How  far-forth  you  do  like  their  articles  ? 

P.  John.  I  like  them  all,  and  do  allow 4  them 

well : 
3  Raked  in  arms.         3  Succession.  *  Approve. 
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And  swear  here  by  the  honour  of  my  blood, 
My  father's  purposes  have  been,  mistook  -, 
And  some  about  him  have  too  lavishly 
Wrested  his  meaning,  and  authority. — 
My  lord,  these  griefs  shall  be  with  speed  redress'd  ; 
Upon  my  soul,  they  shall.    If  this  may  please  you, 
Discharge  your  powers s  unto  their  several  counties, 
As  we  will  ours  :  and  here,  between  the  armies, 
Let's  drink  together  friendly,  and  embrace ; 
That  all  their  eyes  may  bear  those  tokens  home, 
Of  our  restored  love,  and  amity. 

Arch.  I  take  your  princely  word  for  these  re- 
dresses. 
P.  John.  I  give  it  you,  and  will  maintain  my 
word  : 
And  thereupon  I  drink  unto  your  grace. 

Hast.  Go,  captain,  [To  an  Officer.]  and  deliver 
to  the  army 
This  news  of  peace ;  let  them  have  pay,  and  part : 
I  know,  it  will  well  please  them;   Hie  thee,  cap- 
tain. {Exit  Officer. 
Arch.  To  you,  my  noble  lord  of  Westmoreland. 
West.  I  pledge  your  grace :  And,  if  you  knew 
what  pains 
I  have  bestow'd,  to  breed  this  present  peace, 
You  would  drink  freely :  but  my  love  to  you 
Shall  show  itself  more  openly  hereafter. 
Arch.  I  do  not  doubt  you. 
West .                                      I  am  glad  of  it- 
Health  to  my  lord,  and  gentle  cousin,  Mowbray. 
Mowb.  You  wish  me  health  in  very  happy  season  \ 
For  I  am,  on  the  sudden,  something  ill. 

Arch.  Against  ill  chances,  men  are  ever  merry ; 
But  heaviness  foreruns  the  good  event. 

ll2 

5  Forces. 
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West.  Therefore  be  merry,  coz  $  since  sudden 
sorrow 
Serves  to  say  thus, — Some  good  thing  comes  to- 
morrow. 
Arch.  Believe  me,  I  am  passing  light  in  spirit. 
Moivb.  So  much  the  worse,  if  your  own  rule  be 
true.  [Shouts  within. 

P.  John.  The  word  of  peace  is  render'd;  Hark, 

how  they  shout ! 
Mowb.  This  had  been  cheerful,  after  victory. 
Arch.  A  peace  is  of  the  nature  of  a  conquest  5 
For  then  both  parties  nobly  are  subdued, 
And  neither  party  loser. 

P.  John.  Go,  my  lord, 

And  let  our  army  be  discharged  too. — 

[  Exl 1   W  E  S  T  M  On  ELAND. 

And,  good  my  lord,  so  please  you,  let  our  trains  6 
March  by  us ;  that  we  may  peruse  tiie  men 
We  should  have  cop'd  withal. 

Arch.  Go,  good  lord  Hastings, 

And,  ere  they  be  dismiss'd,  let  them  march  by. 

[Exit  Hastings. 
P.  John.  I  trust,  my  lords,  we  shall  lie  to-night 
together. — 

Re-en  ter  West  m  0 11  e  l  a  n  d  . 

Now,  cousin,  wherefore  stands  our  army  still  ? 

West.  The  leaders,  having  charge  from  you  to 
stand, 
Will  not  go  off  until  they  hear  you  speak. 

P.  John.  They  know  their  duties. 

Re-enter  Has t  t  x  G  3 . 

Hast.  My  lord,  our  army  is  dispers'd  already: 
Like   youthful   steers7  unyok'd,    they  take    their 
courses 
<5  Each  army.  7  Yourg  bullocks. 
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East,  west,  north,  south  ;  or,  like  a  school  broke  up, 
Bach  hurries  toward  his  home,,  and  sporting-place. 

IVcst.  Good  tidings,  my  lord  Hastings ;  for  the 
which 
I  do  arrest  thee,  traitor,  of  high  treason: — 
And  you,  lord  archbishop, — and  you,  lord  Mow- 
bray, 
Of  capital  treason  I  attach  you  both. 

Mono.  Is  this  proceeding  just  and  honourable? 

tyt&t.  Is  your  assembly  so  ? 

Arch.  Will  you  thus  break  your  faith  ? 

l\  John.  1  pawn'd  thee  none: 

J  promis'd  you  redress  of  these  same  grievances, 
Whereof  you  did  complain  ;  which,  by  mine  ho- 
nour, 
I  will  perform  with  a  most  chri stain  care. 
But,  for  you,  rebels, — look  to  taste  the  due 
Meet  for  rebellion,  and  such  acts  as  yours. 
Most  shallowly  did  you  these  arms  commence, 
Fondly8  brought  here,  and  foolishly  sent  hence. — 
Strike  up  our  drums,  pursue  the  scatter' d  stray; 
Heaven,  and  not  we,  hath  safely  fought  to-day. — 
Some  guard  these  traitors  to  the  block  of  death  , 
Treason's  true  bed,  and  yielder  up  of  breath. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Another  Pari  of  the  lorcst. 

Alarums:     Excursions.     Enter   Falstaff  and 
Co  l e v i  l k,  meeting. 

Eal.  What's  your  name,  sir?  of  what  condition 
are  you  :  and  of  what  place,  I  pray  ? 

Cole.  I  am  a  knight,  sir  3  and  my  name  is — 
Colevile  of  the  dale. 

L  L  3 

8  Foolishly. 
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Fal.  Well  then,  Colevile  is  your  name 3  a 
knight  is  your  degree  ;  and  your  place,  the  dale  : 
Colevile  shall  still  be  your  name  ;  a  traitor  your  de- 
gree ;  and  the  dungeon  your  place, — a  place  deep 
enough  5   so  shall  you  still  be  Colevile  of  the  dale. 

Cole.  Are  not  you  sir  John  Falstaff? 

Fal.  As  good  a  man  as  he,  sir,  whoe'er  I  am. 
Do  ye  yield,  sir  ?  or  shall  I  sweat  for  you  ?  If  I  do 
sweat,  they  are  drops  of  thy  lovers,  and  they  weep 
for  thy  death :  therefore  rouse  up  fear  and  trembling, 
and  do  observance  to  my  mercy. 

Cole.  1  think,  you  are  sir  John  FaLtatT;  and,  in 
that  thought,  yield  me. 

Fal.  1  have  a  whole  school  of  tongues  in  this 
belly  of  mine  \  and  not  a  tongue  of  them  ail  speaks 
any  other  word  but  my  name.  An  1  had  but  a 
belly  of  any  indifferency,  I  were  simply  the  most 
active  fellow  in  Europe:  My  womb,  my  womb, 
my  womb  undoes  me. — Here  comes  our  general. 

Enter  Prince  John  o/'Lancaster,  Westmore- 
land, and  0 1  hers. 

F.  John.  The  heat  is  past,    follow   no  further 
now  ; — 
Call  in  the  powers,  good  cousin  Westmoreland. — 

{Exit  West. 
Now",  Falstaff,  where  have  you  been  all  this  while? 
When  every  thing  is  ended,  then  you  come : 
These  tardy  tricks  of  yours  will,  on  my  life, 
One  time  or  other  break  some  gallows'  back. 

Fal.  I  would  be  sorry,  my  lord,  but  it  should  be 
thus  -,  I  never  knewT  yet,  but  rebuke  and  check  was 
the  reward  of  valour.  Do  you  think  me  a  swallow, 
211  arrow,  or  a  bullet?  have  I,  in  my  poor  and  old 
motion,  the  expedition  of  thought?  1  have  speeded 
hither  with  the  very  extremest  inch  of  possibility ; 
1  have  foundered  nine- score  and  odd  posts :  and 
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here,  travel- tainted  as  I  am,  have,  in  my  pure  and 
immaculate  valour,  taken  sir  John  Colevile  of  the 
dale,  a  most  furious  knight,  and  valorous  enemy : 
But  what  of  that  ?  he  saw  me,  and  yielded ;  that  I 
may  justly  say  with  the  hook-nosed  fellow  of  Rome^ 
— —I  came,  saw,  and  overcame. 

P.  John.  It  was  more  of  his  coustesy  than  your 
deserving. 

Fal.  I  know  not  j  here  he  is,  and  here  I  yield 
him :  and  I  beseech  your  grace,  let  it  be  booked 
with  the  rest  of  this  day's  deeds ;  or,  by  the  lord, 
I  will  have  it  in  a  particular  ballad  else,  with  mine 
own  picture  on  the  top  of  it,  Coleville  kissing  my 
foot:  To  the  which  course  if  I  be  enforced,  if  you 
do  not  all  show  like  gilt  two-pences  to  me ;  and  I, 
in  the  clear  sky  of  fame,  o'ershine  you  as  much  as 
the  full  moon  doth  the  cinders  of  the  element, 
which  show  like  pins'  heads  to  her;  believe  not  the 
word  of  the  noble  :  Therefore  let  me  have  riglit> 
and  let  desert  mount. 

P.  John.  Thine's  too  heavy  to  mount. 

Fal.  Let  it  shine  then. 

P.  John.  Thine's  too  thick  to  shine. 

Fal.  Let  it  do  something,  my  good  lord,  that 
may  do  me  good,  and  call  it  what  you  will. 

P.  John.  Is  thy  name  Colevile  ? 

Cole.  It  is,  my  lord. 

P.  John.  A  famous  rebel  art  thou,  Colevile. 

Fal.  And  a  famous  true  subject  took  him. 

Cole.  I  am,  my  lord,  but  as  my  betters  are, 
That  led  me  hither  :  had  they  been  rul'd  by  me, 
You  should  have  won  them  dearer  than  you  have. 

Fal.  I  know  not  how  they  sold  themselves :  but 
thou,  like  a  kind  fellow,  gavest  thyself  away  5  and 
I  thank  thee  for  thee. 

9  Caesar. 
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Re-enter  Westm o  r  kla  a  d. 

P.  John.  Now,  have  you  left  pursuit  ? 

West.  Retreat  is  made,  and  execution  stay'd. 

P.  John.  Send  Colevile,  with  his  confederates, 
To  York,  to  present  execution  : — 
Blunt,  lead  him  hence ;  and  see  you  guard  him  sure. 
[Exeunt  some  xoith  Cot.kvi  l  e. 
And  now  despatch  we  toward  the  court,  my  lords ; 
I  hear,  the  king  my  father  is  sore  sick* 
Our  news  shall  go  before  us  to  his  majesty, — 
Which,  cousin,  you  shall  bear, — to  comfort  him ; 
And  we  with  sober  speed  will  follow  you. 

lal.  My  lord,  I  beseech  you,  give  me  leave  to 
go  through  Glostershire:  and,  when  you  come  to 
court,  stand  my  good  lord,1  'pray,  in  your  good 
report. 

P.  John.  Fare  you  well,  Faktaff:  J,  in  my  con- 
dition,2 
Shall  better  speak  of  you  than  you  deserve.    [Exit. 

Fal.  I  would,  you  had  but  the  wit j  'twere  better 
than  your  dukedom. — Good  faith,  this  same  young- 
sober-blooded  boy  doth  not  love  me  ;  nor  a  man 
cannot  make  him  laugh; — but  that's  no  marvel, 
he  drinks  no  wine.  There's  never  any  of  these 
demure  boys  come  to  any  proof;  for  thin  drink 
doth  so  over-cool  their  blood,  and  making  many 
fish-meals,  that  they  fall  into  a  kind  of  male  green- 
sickness ;  and  then,  when  they  marry,  they  get 
wenches:  they  are  generally  fools  and  Cowards ; — 
which  some  of  us  should  be  too,  but  for  inflamma- 
tion, A  good  sherds-sack  hath  a  two-fold  opera- 
tion in  it.  It  ascends  me  into  the  brain;  dries  me 
there  all  the  foolish,  and  dull,  and  crudy  vapours 
which  environ  it:   makes  it  apprehensive,  quick, 

1  Stand  my  gco.l  friend.  *  In  my  present  temper. 
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forgetive,3  full  of  nimble,  fiery,    and   delectable 
shapes  ;    which  delivered  o'er  to  the  voice,   (the 
tongue,)  which  is  the  birth,  becomes  excellent  wit. 
The  second  property  of  your  excellent  sherris  is, — 
the  warming  of  the  blood;  which,  before  cold  and 
settled,  left  the  liver  white  and  pale,  which  is  the 
badge  of  pusillanimity   and   cowardice :    but  the 
sherris  warms  it,  and  makes  it  course  from  the  in- 
wards to  the  parts  extreme.  It  illumineth  the  face; 
which,  as  a  beacon,  gives  warning  to  all  the  rest  of 
this  little  kingdom,  man,  to  arm :  and  then  the  vital 
commoners,  and  inland  petty  spirits,  muster  me  all 
to  their  captain,  the  heart;  who,  great,  and  pulled 
up  with  this  retinue,  doth  any  deed  of  courage; 
and  this  valour  comes  of  sherris :    So  that  skill  in 
the  weapon  is  nothing,  without  sack;  for  that  sets 
it  a-work:  and  learning,  a  mere  hoard  of  gold  kept 
by  a  devil;   till  sack  commences  it,4  and  sets  it  in 
act  and  use.     Hereof  comes  it,  that  prince  Harry 
is  valiant:  for  the  cold  blood  he  did  naturally  in- 
herit of  his  father,  he  hath,  like  lean,  steril,  and 
bare  land,  manured,  husbanded,  and  tilled,  with 
excellent  endeavour  of  drinking  good,  and  good 
store  of  fertile  sherris;  that  he  is  become  very  hot, 
and  valiant.     If  I  had  a  thousand  sons,  the  first 
human  principle  I  would  teach  ihem,  should  be, — 
to  forswear  thin  potations,  and  addict  themselves 
to  sack. 

Enter  Bakuolpii. 

How  now,  Bardolph  ? 

Bard.  The  army  is  discharged  all,  and  gone. 

1'al.  Let  them  go.  I'll  through  Glostershire ; 
and  there  will  I  visit  master  Robert  Shallow,  esquire: 
I  have  him  already  tempering  between  my  ringer 

5  Inventive.  4  Brings  it  into  action. 
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and  ray  thumb,  and  shortly  will  I  seal  with  him.4 
Come  away.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Westminster.     A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Clarence,  PrinCe.  Hum- 

phrey,  Warwick,  and  Oth crs. 

K.  Hen.  Now,  lords,  if  heaven  doth  give  suc- 
cessful end 
To  this  debate  that  bleedeth  at  our  doors, 
We  will  our  youth  lead  on  to  higher  fields, 
And  draw  no  swords  but  what  are  sanctified. 
Our  navy  is  address'd,6  our  power  collected, 
Our  substitutes  in  absence  well  invested, 
And  every  thing  lies  level  to  our  wish; 
Only,  we  want  a  little  personal  strength ; 
And  pause  us,  till  these  rebels,  now  afoot, 
Come  underneath  the  yoke  of  government. 

War.  Both  which,  we  doubt  not  but  your  ma- 
jesty 
Shall  soon  enjoy. 

K .  Hen.  Humphrey,  my  son  of  Gloster, 

Where  is  the  prince  your  brother  ? 

P.  Humph.  I  think,  he's  gone  to  hunt,  my  lord, 

at  Windsor. 
K.  Hen.  And  how  accompanied  ? 
P.  Humph.  I  do  not  know,  my  lord. 

K.  Hen.  Is  not  his  brother,  Thomas  of  Clarence, 

with  him  ? 
P.  Humph.  No,  my  good  lord  j  he  is  in  presence 

here. 
Cla.  What  would  my  lord  and  father  r 
K .  Hen.  Nothing  but  well  to  thee,  Thomas  of 
Clarence. 

5  An  allusion  to  the  old  use  of  sealing  witk  soft  wax. 
L  Ready,  prepared. 
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How  chance,  thou  art  not  with  the  prince  thy  bro- 
ther ? 
He  loves  thee,  and  thou  dost  neglect  him,  Thomas  5 
Thou  hast  a  better  place  in  his  affection, 
Than  all  thy  brothers  :   cherish  it,  my  boy  5 
And  noble  offices  thou  may'st  effect 
Of  mediation,  after  I  am  dead, 
Between  his  greatness  and  thy  other  brethren  : — 
Therefore,  omit  him  not  5  blunt  not  his  love  : 
Nor  lose  the  good  advantage  of  his  grace, 
By  seemiag  cold,  or  careless  of  his  will. 
For  he  is  gracious,  if  he  be  observ'd  j7 
He  hath  a  tear  for  pity,  and  a  hand 
Open  as  day  for  melting  charity: 
Yet  notwithstanding,  being  incens'd,  he's  flint  j 
As  humourous  as  winter,  and  as  sudden 
As  flaws  congealed  in  the  spring  of  day. 
His  temper,  therefore,  must  be  well  observ'd  : 
Chide  him  for  faults,  and  do  it  reverently, 
When  you  perceive  his  blood  inclined  to  mirth  : 
But,  being  moody,  give  him  line  and  scope  5 
Till  that  his  passions,  like  a  whale  on  ground, 
Confound  themselves  with  working.     Learn  this, 

Thomas, 
And  thou  shaft  prove  a  shelter  to  thy  friends  5 
A  hoop  of  gold,  to  bind  thy  brothers  in  5 
That  the  united  vessel  of  their  blood, 
Mingled  with  venom  of  suggestion, 
(As,  force  perforce,  the  age  will  pour  it  in,) 
Shall  never  leak,  though  it  do  work  as  strong 
As  aconitum,8  or  rash  gunpowder. 

Cla.  I  shall  observe  him  with  all  care  and  love. 
K .  Hen.  Why  art  thou  not  at  Windsor  with  him, 

Thomas  ? 
Via.  He  is  not  there  to-day  5  he  dines  in  London. 

7  Has  an  attention  shown  him. 
s  Wolf's  bane,  a  poisonous  herb. 
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K.  Hciu  And  how  accompanied  ?    can'st  thou 

tell  that  ? 
Cla.  With  Poins,  and  other  his  continual  fol- 
lowers. 
K.  lien.  Most  subject  is  the  fattest  soil  to  weeds; 
And  he,  the  noble  image  hi  my  youth, 
Is  overspread  with  them :  Therefore  my  grief 
Stretches  itself  beyond  the  hour  of  death  ; 
The  blood  weeps  from  my  heart,  when  1  do  shape, 
In  forms  imaginary,  the  ungnided  day*, 
And  rotten  times,  that  you  shall  look  upon 
When  I  am  sleeping  with  my  ancestors.    , 
For  when  his  headstrong  riot  hath  no  curb, 
'  When  rage  and  hot  blood  are  his  counsellors, 
When  means  and  lavish  manners  meet  together, 
O,  with  what  wings  shall  his  aifections  fly 
Towards  fronting  peril  and  oppos'u  decay  ! 

War*  My  gracious  lord,  you  look  beyond  him 
quite : 
The  prince  but  studies  his  companions. 
Like  a  strange  tongue -.'wherein,  to  gain  the  lan- 
guage, 
'Tis  needful,  that  the  most  immodest  word 
Be  look'd  upon,  and  learn'd:  which  once  attnin'd, 
Your  highness  knows,  comes  to  no  further  use, 
But  to  be  known,  and  hated.    So,  like  gross  terms, 
The  prince  will,  in  the  perfectness  of  time, 
Cast' off  his  followers:   and  their  memory 
Shall  as  a  pattern  or  a  measure  live. 
By  which  his  grace  must  mete  the  lives  of  others; 
Turning  past  evils  to  advantages 

A' .  lien.  'Tis  seldom,  when  the  bee  doth  leave 
her  comb 
In  the  dead  carrion. — Who's  here?    Westmore- 
land ? 

4  j 
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En fer  Wks t m o r k l a  n d . 

17  W.  Health  to  my  sovereign  !  and  new  hap- 
piness 
Added  to  that  that  I  am  to  deliver  ! 
Prince  John,  your  son,  doth  kiss  your  grace's  hand : 
Mowbray;  the  bishop  Scroop,  Hastings,  and  all, 
Are  brought  to  the  correction  of  your  law  ; 
There  is  not  now  a  rebel's  sword  unsheath'd, 
But  peace  puts  forth  her  olive  every  where. 
The  manner  how  this  action  hath  been  borne. 
Here  at  more  leisure  may  your  highness  read; 
With    every  course-,  in  his  particular.^ 

K.  lien.  O  Westmoreland,  thou  art  a  summer 
bird, 
Which  ever  in  the  haunch  of  winter  sings 
The  lifting  up  of  day.     Look  !  here's  more  news. 

Enter  Harcouilt. 

liar.  From  enemies  heaven  keep  your  majesty; 
And,  when  they  stand  against  you,  may  they  fall 
As  those  that  I  am  come  to  tell  you  of ! 
The  earl  Northumberland,  and  the  lord  Bardolph, 
With  a  great  power  of  English,  and  of  Scots, 
Are  by  the  sheriff  of  Yorkshire  overthrown : 
The  manner  and  true  order  of  the  tight, 
This  packet,  please  it  you,,  contains  at  large. 

K.  lien.  And  wherefore  should  these  good  news 
make  me  sick  ? 
Will  fortune  never  come  with  both  hands  full, 
But  write  her  fair  words  still  in  foulest  letters  ? 
She  either  gives  a  stomach,  and  no  food, — 
Such  are  the  poor,  in  health  ;  or  else  a  feast, 
And  takes  away  the  stomach, — such  are  the  rich, 
That  have  abundance,  and  enjoy  it  not. 

vol.  iv.  M  M 

8  The  detail  contained  in  Prince  John's  letter. 
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I  should  rejoice  now  at  this  happy  news  ; 

And  now  my  sight  fails,  and  my  brain  is  giddy  : — 

(.)  me  !  come  near  me,  now  I  am  much  ill. 

[Sxcoons. 
I\  Humph.  Comfort,  your  majesty  ! 
Cla.  O  my  royal  father  ! 

Jltsl.   My  sovereign  lord,  cheer  up  yourself, 

look  up  ! 
JVar.  Bapatient,  princes j  you  do  know,  these 
fits 
Are  with  his  highness  very  ordinary. 
Stand  from  him,  give  him  air  5  he'll  straight  he  well. 
Cla.  No,  no:   he  cannot  long  hold  out  these 
pangs ; 
The  incessant  care  and  labour  of  his  mind 
Hath  wrought  the  mure,1  that  should  confine  it  in, 
So  thin,  tiuit  life  looks  through,  and  will  breakout. 
P.  Humph.  The  people  fear  me;2  for  they  do 
observe 
Unfather'd  heirs,3  and  loathly  birds  of  nature  : 
The  seasons  change  their  manners,  as  the  year4 
llad  found  some  months  asleep,  and  leap'd  them 
over. 
■Cla.  The  river  hath  thrice  jfiow'd,  no  ebb  be- 
tween : 5 
And  the  old  folk,  time's  doting  chronicles, 
-Say,  it  did  so,  a  little  time  before 
That  our  great  grandsire,  Edward,  sick'd  and  died. 
War.  Speak  lower,  princes,  for  the  king  recovers. 
P.  Humph.  This  apoplex  will,  certain,  be  his  end. 
K.  Hen.  I  pray  you,  take  me  up,  and  bear  me 
hence 
Into  some  other  chamber  :  softly,  'pray. 

\_Thcy  conn  i)  the  King  into  an  inner  part  of 
the  room,  and  place  him  on  a  JJed. 

1  Worked  the  wall.         z  Make  me  afraid.       3  Monsters. 
4  As  if  the  year.      5  An  historical  fact,  on  Oct.  is,  141  t,  ' 
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le\  there  be  no  noise  made,  my  gentle  friends  j 
ilesis  some  dull''  and  favourable  hand 

Will  whisper  nmsick  to  my  weary  spirit. 

War.  Call  for  themusick  in  the  other  room. 
K.  fieri*  Ser  me  the  crown  upon  my  pillow  here, 
Cla.  His  eye  is  hollow,  and  he  changes  m 
liar.  Less  noise,  less  noise. 

Enter  Frinct  Wvrsww 

>.  li\n.  Who  saw  (he  duke  of  Clarence  ? 

C7#.  I  am  here,,  brother,  lull  of  heaviness. 

K.  Hen.  How  now  !  rain  within  doors,  and  none 
abroad  ! 
How  doth  the  king  ? 

P.  Humph.  Exceeding  ill. 

P.  Hen.  Heard  he  the  good  news  yet  ? 

Tell  it  him. 

P.  Humph.  He  alter'd  much  upon  the  hearing  it. 

P.  Ilea,  If  he  be  sick 
With  joy,  he  will  recover  without  physick. 

War.  Not  so  much  noise,  rny  lords  : — sweet 
prince,  speak  low: 
The  king  your  father  is  dispos'd  to  sleep. 

Cla.  Let  us  withdraw  into  the  other  room. 

liar.  Will't  please  your  grace  to  go  along,  with 
us? 

P.  Hen.  No  j  I  will  sit  and  watch  here  by  the 
king.  [hoceMit  all  but  P.  Hen  iiy. 

Why  doth  the  crown  lie  there  upon  his  pillow,'* 
Being  so  troublesome  a  bedfellow  ? 
O  polish'd  perturbation  !  golden  care  ! 
That  keep'st  the  ports''  of  slumber  open  wide 
To  many  a  watchful  night ! — sleep  with  it  now  ! 
Yet  not  so  sound,  and  half  so  deeply  sweet, 
As  he,  whose  brow,  with  homely  biggin8  bound, 

M   M   2 
6  Melancholy,  soothing.  i  Gates.         8  Cap. 
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Snores  out  the  watch  of  night.    O  majesty  ! 
When  thou  dost  pinch  thy  bearer,  thou  dost  sit 
tike  a  rich  armour  worn  in  heat  of  day, 
That  scalds  wifh  safety.     By  his  gates  of  breath 
There  lies  a  downy  feather,  which  stirs  not: 
Did  he  suspire,  that  light -and  weightless  down 
Perforce  must  move, — My  gracious  lord  !  my  fa- 
ther ! — 
This  sleep  is  sound  indeed  \  this  is  a  sleep, 
That  from  this  golden  rigol;;  bath  divorc'd 
So  many  English  kings.     Thy  due,  from  me, 
Is  tears ,  and  heavy  sorrows  of  the  blood  j 
Which  nature,  love,  and  filial  tenderness, 
Shall,  O  dear  father,  pay  thee  plenteously  : 
My  clue,  from  thee,  is  this  imperial  crown ; 
Which,  as  immediate  from  thy  .place  and  blood, 
Derives  itself  to  me.     Lo,  here  it  sits, — 

\_lJ ut ting  it  on  his  head. 
Which  heaven  shall  guard  :  And  put  the  world's' 

whole  strength 
Into  one  giant  arm,  it  shall  not  force 
This  lineal  honour  from  me  :  This  from  thee 
Will  1  to  mine  leave,  as  'tis  left  to  me.         \_Exit. 
K.  Hen.  Warwick!  Closter !  Clarence! 

Re-enter  Warwick,  and  the  rest. 

Cla.  Doth  the  king  call  ? 

War.  What  would  your  majesty  ?  How  fares 
>v '  your  grace  } 

K.  lien.  W  hy  did  you  leave  me  here  alone,  my 

lords? 
Cla.  We  left  the  prince  my  brother  here,   my 

liege, 
Who  undertook  to  sit  and  watch  by  you. 

K.  Hen.  The  prince  of  Wales  ?   Where  is  he  :. 

let  me  see  him : 

9   Circle. 
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He  is  not  here. 

liar.  This  door  is  open  ;  he  is  gone  this  way. 
P.  Humph.  He  came  not  through  the  chamber 

where  we  siay'd. 
K.  Hen.  Where  is  the  crown  ?  who  took  it  from' 

my  pillow  ? 
War.  When  we  withdrew,  my  liege,  we  left  it 

here. 
K.  lien.  The  prince  hath  ta'en  it  hence  : — go, 
seek  him  out, 
Is  he  so  hasty,  that  lie  doth  suppose 

My  sleep  my  death  ? 

Find  him,  my  lord  of  Warwick;  chide  him  hither. 

[I^nt  Warwick. 
This  part  of  his  conjoins  with  my  disease, 
And  helps  to  end  me. — See,  sons,  what  things  you 

are! 
How  quickly  nature  fails  into  revolt, 
When  gold  becomes  her  object  ! 
For  this  the  foolish  over-careful  fathers 
Have  broke  their  sleep  with  thoughts,  their  brains 

with  care, 
Their  bones  with  industry; 
For  this  they  have  engrossed  and  pil'd  up 
The  canker  d  heaps  of  strange-achieved  gold ; 
For  this  they  have  been  thoughtful  to  invest 
Their  so,  is  with -arts,  and  martial  exercises  : 
When,  like  the  bee,  tolling1  from  every  flower 
The  virtuous  sweets ; 
Our   thighs  pack'd   with  wax,  our  mouths  with 

honey, 
We  bring  it  to  the  hive  j  and,  like  the  bees, 
Are  murder' d  for  our  pains.     This  bitter  taste 
Yield  his  engrossments z  to  the  ending  father. — 
U  M  3 
1  Taking  toll.  2  Accumulations. 
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Re-enter  W  a  rw i c  k . 

Now,  where  is  he  that  will  not  stay  so  long 
Till  his  friend  sickness  hath  determined  *  me  ? 

War.  My  lord,  I  found  the  prince  in  the  next 
room, 
Washing  with  kindly  tears  his  gentle  cheeks  -, 
With  such  a  deep  demeanour  in  great  sorrow, 
That  tyranny,  which  never  qualFd  but  blood, 
Would,  by  beholding  him,   have  wash'd  his  knife 
With  gentle  eye- drops.     He  is  coming  hither. 

K.  Men,  But  wherefore  did  he  take  away  the 
crown  ? 

lie- enter  Prince  Henry. 

■ 

Lo,  where  he  comes. —  Comehither  to  me,  Harry: — 
Depart  the  chamber,  leave  us  here  alone. 

[Examt  Cla r e x c e,  Prince  H b m p it ii e v t 
Lords,  SfC. 

P.  Hen.  I  never  thought  to  hear  yon  speak  again. 

K.  lien.  Thy  wish  was  father,  Harry,  to  that 
thought; 
I  stay  too  long  by  thee,  I  weary  thee. 
Dost  thou  so  hunger  for  my  empty  chair. 
That  thou  wilt  needs  invest  thee  with  mine  honours 
Before  thy  hour  be  ripe  ?  O  foolish  youth  ! 
Thouseek'st  the  greatness  that  will  overwhelm  thee, 
Stay  but  a  little ;  for  my  cloud  of  dignity 
Is  held  from  falling  with  so  weak  a  wind,     , 
That  it  will  quickly  drop:,  my  day  is  dim. 
Thou  hast  stofn  that,  which,  after  some  few  hours, 
Were  thine  without  offence;   and,  at  my  death. 
Thou  hast  seal'd  up  my  expectation  :4 
Thy  life  did  manifest,  thou  iov'dst  me  not, 
And  thou  wUt  have  me  die  assured  o':  it. 
Thou  hid'st  a  thousand  dagger^  in  thy  thoughts; 
4  Counnn,'d  my  opinion. 
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Which  thou  hast  whetted  on  thy  stony  heart, 
To  stab  at  half  an  hour  of  my  life. 
What !  canst  thou  not  forbear  me  half  an  hour  ? 
Then  get  thee  gone  ;   and  dig  my  grave  thyself  $ 
And  bid  the  merry  bells  ring  to  thine  ear, 
That  thou  art  crowned,  not  that  I  am  dead.  1 
Let  all  the  tears  that  should  bedew  my  hearse, 
Be  drops  of  balm,  to  sanctify  thy  head  : 
Only  compound  me  with  forgotten  dust  • 
Give  that,  which  gave  thee  life,  unto  the  worms. 
■  Pluck  down  my  officers,  break  my  decrees  ; 
For  now  a  time  is  come  to  mock  at  form, 
Harry  the  fifth  is  crown'd  :  —  Up,   vanity  ! 
Down,  royal  state!  all  you  sage  counsellors,  hence! 
And  to  the  English  court  assemble  now, 
From  every  region,  apes  of  idleness  ! 
Now,  neighbour  confines,  purge  you  of  your  scum  : 
Have  you  a  ruffian,  that  will  swear,  drink,  dance. 
Revel  the  night  :   rob,  murder,  and  commit 
The  oldest  sins  the  newest  kind  of  ways  ? 
Be  happy,  he  will  trouble  you  no  more  : 
England  shall  double,  gild  his  treble  guilt 5 
England  shall  give  him  office,  honour,  might ; 
For  the  fifth  Harry  from  curb'd  licence  plucks 
The  muzzle  of  restraint;  and  the  wild  dog 
Shall  flesh  his  tooth  in  every  innocent. 

0  my  poor  kingdom,  sick  with  civil  blows ! 
When  that  my  care  could  not  withhold  thy  riots,, 
What  wilt  thou  do,  when  riot  is  thy  care  ? 

•    O,  thou  wilt  be  a  wilderness  again, 
Peopled  with  wolves,  thy  old  inhabitants  ! 
P.  Hen.  O,  pardon  me,  my  liege  1  but  for  my 
tears;  [  Kneeling. 

The  moist  impediments  unto  my  speech, 

1  had  forestall'd  this  dear  and  dee])  rebuke, 
Ere  you  with  grief  had  spoke,  and  I  had  heard 
The  course  of  it  so  far.     There  is  your  crown  ; 
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And  He  that  wears  the  crown  immortally, 

Long  guard  it  yours  !  If  I  affect  it  more, 

Than  as  your  honour,  and  as  your  renown, 

Let  me  no  more  from  this  obedience  rise, 

(Which  my  most  true  and  inward-duteous  spirit 

Teacheth,)  this  prostrate  and  exterior  bending  ! 

Heaven  witness  with  me,  when  I  here  came  in, 

And  found  no  coarse  of  breath  within  your  majesty, 

How  cold  it  struck  my  heart!   if  I  do  feign, 

O,  let  me  in  my  present  wildness  die  ; 

And  never  live  to  show  the  incredulous  world 

The  noble  change  that  I  have  purposed  ! 

Coming  to  look  on  you,  thinking  you  dead/ 

(And  dead  almost,  my  liege,  to  think  you  were,) 

I  spake  unto  the  crown,  as  having  sense, 

And  thus  upbraided  it.  The  care  on  t hee  dt pending, 

liathfed  upon  the  body  of  my  father  ; 

Therefore,  thou,  best  of  gold,  art  xcorst  of  gold. 

Othvr,  less  fine  in  carat^  is  more  precious, 

Preserving  life  in '  wed'einc  potable  :a 

But  thou,  mast  jin<>,  most  hnnoufd,  most  renoxnfd, 

I.last  eat  thy  bearer  up.  Thus,  my  most  royal  liege, 

Accusing  it,  I  put  it  on  my  head  ; 

To  try  with  it, — as  with  an  enemy, 

That  had  before  my  face  murder'd  my  father, — 

The  quarrel  of  a  true  inheritor. 

But  if  it  did  infect  my  blood  with  joy, 

Or  swell  my  thoughts  to- any  strain  of  pride  3 

If  any  rebel  or  vain  spirit  of  mine 

Did,  with  the  least  affection  of  a  welcome, 

Give  entertainment  to  the  might  of  it, 

Let  God  for  ever  keep  it  from  my  head  ! 

And  make  me  as  the  poorest  vassal  is, 

That  doth  with  awe  and  terror  kneel  to  it ! 

K.  Hen.  O  my  son  ! 
Heaven  put.it  in  thy  mind,  to  take  it  hence, 
5  Weight.  6  To  be  taken. 
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That  thou  Might's!  win  the  more  thy  father's  We, 

Pleading  so  wisely  in  excuse  of  it. 

Come  hither,  Harry,  sit  thou  by  my  bed  ] 

And  hear,  I  think,  the  very  latest  counsel 

That  ever  I  shall  breathe.    Heaven  knows,  my  son 

By  what  by-paths,  and  indirect  crook'd  ways, 

I  met  this  crown  ;  and  1  myself  know  welf,. 

How  troublesome  it  sat  upon  my  head  : 

To  thee  it  shall  descend  with  better  quiet, 

Better  opinion,  better  confirmation  ; 

For  all  the  soil7  of  the  achievement  goes 

With  me  into  the  earth.     It  seenfd  in  me, 

But  as  an  honour  snatch'd  with  boisterous  hand; 

And  I  had  many  living,  to  upbraid 

My  gain  of  it  by  their  assistances  ; 

Which  daily  grew  to  quarrel,  and'to  bloodshed, 

Wounding  supposed  peace  :  all  these  bold  fears,8 

Thou  see's t,  with  peril  I  have  answered  : 

For  all  my  reign  hath  been  but  as  a  scene 

Acting  that  argument;  and  now  my  death 

Changes  the  mode  :t;  for  what  in  me  was  purchas'd,1 

Falls  upon  thee  in  a  more  fairer  sort ; 

So  thou  the  garland  wear'st  successively. 

Yet,  though  thou  stand's!  more  sure  than  I  could  do, 

Thou  art  not  firm  enough,  since  griefs  are  green  5 

And  all  thy  friends,  which  thou  must  make  thy 

friends, 
Have  but  their  stings  and  teeth  newly  ta'en  out ; 
By  whose  fell  working  I  was  first  advancd, 
And  by  whose  power  I  well  might  lodge  a  fear 
To  be  again  displaced:  which  to  avoid, 
I  cut  them  off  5   and  had  a  purpose  now 
To  lead  out  many  to  the  Holy  Land  ; 
Lest  rest,  and  lying  still,  might  make  them  look 
Too  near  unto  my  state.     Therefore,  my  Harry, 

*  Spot,  dirt.     s  Frights.     9  State  of  things. 
1  Purchase,  in  Shakspeare,  frequently ■  means  stolen  goods. 
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Be  it  thy  course,  to  busy  giddy  minds 
With  foreign  quarrels  5  that  action,  hence  borne  out. 
May  waste  the  memory  of  the  former  days. 
More  would  h  but  my  lungs  are  wasted  so, 
That  strength  of  speech  is  utterly  denied  me. 
How  I  came  by  the  crown,  O  God,  forgive  ! 
And  grant  it  may  with  thee  in  tree  peace  live ! 

P.  Hen.  My  gracious  liege, 
You  won  it,  wore  it,  kept  it,  gave  it  me  5 
Then  plain,  and  right,  must  my  possession  be  : 
Which  1,  with  more  than  with  a  common  pain, 
'Gainst  all  the  world  will  rightfully  maintain. 

Enter  Prince  John  oft  Lancaster,  Warwick, 
Lords,  and  Oilier*. 

K.  Hen.  Look,  look,  here  comes  my  John  of 
Lancaster. 

P.  John.  Health,  peace,  and  happiness,  to  my 
royal  lather ! 

K.IIcn.  Thou  bring'st  me  happiness,  and  peace, 
son  John  5 
But  health,  alack,  with  youthful  wings  is  flown 
From  this  bare,  wither' d  trunk  :   upon  thy  sight, 

Mv  worldly  business  makes  a  period. 

Where  is  my  lord  of  Warwick  ? 

P.  Hen.  My  lord  of  Warwick! 

K.  Hen.  Doth  any  name  particular  belong 
Unto  the  lodging  where  I  first  did  swoon  ? 

flrar.  Tis  called  Jerusalem,  my  noble  lord. 

K.  Hen.  Laud  be  to  God  1 — even  there  my  life 
must  end. 
ft  hath  been  prophesied  to  me  many  years, 
1  should  not  die  but  in  Jerusalem  ; 
Which  vainly  I  suppos'd,  the  Holy  Land  :— 
But,  bear  me  to  that  chamber  ;  there  I'll  lie  ; 
In  that  Jerusalem  shall  Harry  die.'  [Exeunt. 
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ACT  V. 

SCEJS'E  I.     Glostershire.     A  Hall  in  Shallow's 

Enter   Shallow,  Falstaff,  B.irdolpii,  and 

Pag-. 

SIiaL  By  cock  and  pye,  sir,  you  shall  not  away 
to-night. — —What,   Davy,  J  say  ! 

i\iL  Youmustexcuseme,  master  Robert  Shallow. 

Shaf.  I  will  not  excuse  yon  ;  you  shall  not  be 
excused  ;  excuses  shall  not  be  admitted  ;  there  is 
no  excuse  shall  serve  ;  you.  shall  not  be  excused. — 
Why,  Davy  ! 

Enter  Daw. 

Vavji.  Here,  sir. 

Shal.  Davy,  Davy,  Davy, — let  me  see,  Davy  j 
let  me  see  :— yea,  marry,  William  cook,  fcJid  him 
come  hither. — Sir  John,  you  shall  not  be  excused. 

Dan/.  Marry,  sir,  thus; — those  precepts 2  cannot 
be  served :  and,  again,  sir, — Shall  we  sow  the  head- 
land with  wheat  ? 

ShaL  With  red  wheat,  Davy.  But  for  William 
cook  3 Are  there  no  young  pigeons  ? 

.Davy.  Yes,  sir, 1  lere  is  now  the  smith's  note, 

for  shoeing,  and  plough-irons. 

ial.  Let  it  be  cast/  and  paid  : — sir  John,  you 
shall  not  be  excused. 

parij.  Now,  sir,  a  new  link  to  the  bucket  must 
needs  be  had  : — And,  sir,  do  you  mean  to  stop  any 
of  William's  wages,  about  the'sack  he  lost  the  other 
day  at  Hinckley  fair  ? 

Sfial.  He    shall    answer  it: —Some    pigeons, 

Davy  3  a  couple  of  short-legged  hens  5  a  joint  of 
2  Warrants.  3  Accounted  up. 
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mutton  ;  and  any  pretty  little  tiny  kickshaws,  tell 
William  cook. 

Davy.  Doth  the  man  of  war  stay  all  night,  sir  ? 

Shal.  Yes,  Davy.  1  will  use  him  well  ;  A  friend 
i'the  court  is  better  than  a  penny  in  purse.  Use 
his  men  well,  Davy  5  for  they  are  arrant  knaves, 
and  will  backbite. 

Davy.  No  worse  than  they  are  back-bitten,  sir  ^ 
for  they  have  marvellous  foul  linen. 

S/ial.  Well  conceited,  Davy.  About  thy  busi- 
ness, Davy. 

Dtixv.  I  beseech  you,  sir,  to  countenance  Wil- 
liam Visor  of  Wincot  against  Clement  Perkes  of 
the  hill. 

Skal.  There  are  many  complaints,  D,avy,  against 
mat  Visor;  that  Visor  is  an  arrant  knave,  on  my 
knowledge. 

Davy.  1  grant  your  worship,  that  lie  is  a  knnve, 
sir:  but  yet,  God  forbid,  sir,  but  a  knave  should 
have  some  countenance  at  his  friend's  request.  An 
honest  man,  sir,  is  able  to  speak  for  himself,  when  a 
knave  is  not.  i  have  served  your  worship  truly,  sir, 
this  eight  years  ,-  and  if  I  cannot  once  or  twice  in  a 
quarter  bear  out  a  knave  ag'ainstan  honest  man,  I 
have  but  a  very  little  credit  \\  1th  your  worship.  The 
knave' is  mine  honest  friend,  sir;  therefore,  I  be- 
seech your  worship,  let  him  be  countenanced. 

S/taL  Go  to;  I  say,  he  shall  have  no  wrong. 
Look  about,  Davy.  [Exit  Da  v  v .']  Where  are  you, 
sir  John  ?  Come,  off  with  your  boots. — Give  me 
your  hand,  master  Bardolph. 

Bard.   I  am  glad  to  see  your  worship. 

Shot.  I  thank  thee  with  all  my  heart,  kind  master 
Bardolph  : — and  welcome,  my  tall  fellow.  [To  the 
Page.]   Come,  sir  John.  [Zvi/7  6u  allow. 

Fall  I'll  follow  you,  good  master  Robert  Shallow. 
Bardolph.  loofctdpurhprses;  [/iu/m^.vuuuLPii. 
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and  Page.]  If  I  were  sawed  into  quantities,  I  should 
make  four  dozen  of  such  bearded  hermit's-staves 
as  master  Shallow.  It  is  a  wonderful  thing,  to  see 
the  semblable  coherence  of  his  men's  spirits  and  his  ; 
-They,  by  observing  him,  do  bear  themselves  like 
foolish  justices  ;  he,  by  conversing  with  them,  ft 
turned  into  a  justice-like  serving-man :  their'spirits 
are  so  married  in  conjunction  with  the  participation 
of  society,  that  they  flock  together  in  consent,  like 
so  many  wild-geese.  If  I  had  a  suit  to  master 
Shallow,  I  would  humour  his  men,  with  the  impu- 
tation of  being  near  their  master  :  if  to  his  men, 
I  would  curry  with  Master  Shallow,  that  no  man 
could  better  command  his  servants.  It  is  certain, 
that  either  wise  bearing,  or  ignorant  carriage,  is 
caught,  as  men  take  diseases,,  one  of  another : 
therefore,  let  men  take  heed  of  their  company.  I 
will  devise  matter  enough  out  of  this  Shallow,  to 
keep  prince  Harry  in  continual  laughter,  the  wear- 
ing-out of  six  fashions,  (which  is  four  terms,  or  two 
actions,)  and  he  shall  laugh  without  wtepvallmnti 
O,  it  is  much,  that  a  lie,  with  a  .slight  oath,  and  a 
jest,  with  a  sad  brow,4  will  do  with  a  fellow  that 
never  had  the  ache  in  his  shoulders !  O,  you 
shall  see  him  laugh,  till  his  face  be  like  a  wet  cloak 
ill  laid  up.5 

Shal.  [1Vithinr\  Sir  John! 

FaL  I  corne,  master  Shallow ;  I  come,  master 
Shallow.  [Exit  Falstaff. 

*  A  serious  face.         5  Full  of  wrinkles. 
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SCENE  IT. 
Westminster.     A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Warwick,  and  the  Lord  Chief  Justice. 

War.  How  now,  my  lord  chief  justice  ?  whither 

away  ? 
Ch.  J-ust.  How  doth  the  king? 
War.  Exceeding  well  -,  his  cares  are  now  all 

ended. 
Ch.  Just.  I  hope,  not  dead. 
War.  He's  walked  the  way  of  nature; 

And,  to  our  purposes,  he  lives  no  more. 

Ch.  Just.  I  would,  his  majesty  had  call'd  me 
with  him  : 
The  service  that  I  truly  did  his  life, 
Hath  left  me  open  to  all  injuries. 

War.  Indeed,  I  think,  the  young  king  loves  you 

not, 
Ch.  Just.  I   know,  he  doth  not ;  and  do  arm 
myself, 
To  welcome  the  condition  of  the  time; 
Which  cannot  look  more  hideously  upon  me 
Than  I  have  drawn  it  in  my  fantasy. 

Enter  Prince  John,  Prince  Humph rf.y,  Cla- 
rence, Westmoreland,  and  Others. 

War.  Here  come  the  heavy  issue  of  dead  Harry : 
O,  that  the  living  Harry  had  the  temper 
Of  him,  the  worst  of  these  three  gentlemen  ! 
How  many  nobles  then  should  hold  their  places, 
That  must  strike  sail  to  spirits  of  vile  sort ! 

Ch.  Just.  Alas  !   I  fear,  all  will  be  overturn'd. 

P.  John.  Good  morrow,  cousin  Warwick. 

P.  Humph.  Cia.  Good  morrow,  cousin. 

4 
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P.  John.  We  meet  like  men  that  had  forgot  to 

speak. 
War.  We  do  remember  ;  but  our  argument 
is  all  too  heavy  to  admit  much  talk. 

P.  John.  Well,  peace  be  with  him  that  hath 

made  us  heavy  ! 
Ch.  Just.  Peace  be  with  us,  lest  we  be  heavier ! 
P.  Hwnph.  O,  good  my  lord,  you  have  lost  a 
friend,  indeed  : 
•    And  I  dare  swear,  you  borrow  not  that  face 
Of  seeming  sorrow  ;  it  is,  sure,  your  own. 
P.  John.  Though  no  man  be  assur'd  what  grace 
to  find, 
You  stand  in  coldest  expectation  : 
I  am  the  sorrier ;  'would,  'twere  otherwise. 
Cla.  Well,  you  must  now  speak  sir  John  Falstaff 
fair;    . 
Which  swims  against  your  stream  of  quality. 
Ch.  Just.  Sweet  princes,  what  I  did,  I  did  in 
honour, 
Led  by  the  impartial  conduct  of  my  soul  ; 
And  never  shall  you  see,  that  I  will  beg 
A  ragged  and  forestalls  remission. — 
If  truth  and  upright  innoeency  fail  me, 
I'll  to  the  king  my  master  that  is  dc  ad, 
And  tell  him  who  hath  sent  me  after  him. 
War.  Here  comes  the  prince. 

•Enter  King  Hf,nry  V. 

Ch.  Just.  Good  morrow  ;  and  heaven  save  your 

majesty ! 
K  ing.  This  new  and  gorgeous  garment,  majesty, 
Sits  not  so  easy  on  me  as  you  think. — 
Brothers,    you    mix    your    sadness    with    some 

fear  * 
This  is  the  English,  not  the  Turkish  court; 

V   N  2 
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Not  Amurath  an  Amurath  f>  succeeds, 
But  Harry  Harry  :  Yet  be  sad,  good  brothers, 
For,  to  speak  truth,  it  very  well  becomes  you  5 
Sorrow  so  royally  in  you  appears, 
That  I  will  deeply  put  the  fashion  on, 
And  wear  it  in  my  heart.     Why  then,  be  sad : 
But  entertain  no  more  of  it,  good  brothers, 
Than  a  joint  burden  laid  upon  us  all. 
For  me,  by  heaven,  I  bid  you  be  assur'd, 
I'll  be  your  father  and  your  brother  too  3 
f  et  me  but  bear  your  love,  ITI  bear  your  cares. 
Yet  weep,  that  Harry's  dead  •    and  so  will  I  : 
-But  Harry  lives,  that  shall  convert  those  tears, 
By  number,  into  hours  of  happiness. 

i\  John,  SfCt  We  hope  no  other  from  your  ma* 
jesty. 

King,  You  all  look  strangely  on  me  : — and  you 
most ;  [To  the  Chief  Justice. 

You  are,   [  think,  assur'd  I  love  you  not. 

ilk.  just.  1  am  assur'd,  if  I  be  measur'd  rightly, 
Your  majesty  hath  no  just  cause  to  hate  me. 

King.  No ! 
How  might  a  prince  of  my  great  hopes  forget 
So  great  indignities  you  laid  upon  me  ? 
What !  rate,  rebuke,  and  roughly  send  to  prison 
The  immediate  heir  of  England  !  Was  this  easy  ? 
May  this  be  waslfd  in  Lethe,  and  forgotten  ? 

Ch.JttaL  I  then  did  use  the  person  of  your  father  3 
The  image  of  his  power  lay  then  in  me : 
And,  in  the  administration  of  his  law, 
Whiles  I  was  busy  for  the  commonwealth, 
Your  highness  pleased  to  forget  my  place, 
The  majesty  and  power  of  law  and  justice, 
The  image  of  the  king  whom  I  presented, 
And  struck  me  in  my  very  seat  of  judgment ; 

6  Emperor  of  the  Turks,  died  in  1596  ;  his  son,  which 
Succeeded  "him,  had  all  his  brothers  strangled. 
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Whereon,  as  an  offender  to  your  father, 
I  gave  bold  way  to  my  authority, 
And  did  commit  you.     If  the  deed  were  ill, 
Be  you  contented,  wearing  now  the  garland,7 
To  have  a  son  set  your  decrees  at  nought  5 
To  pluck  down  justice  from  your  awful  bench  ; 
To  trip  the  course  of  law,  and  blunt  the  sword 
That  guards  the  peace  and  safety  of  your  person  t 
Nay,  more  5  to  spurn  at  your  most  royal  image, 
And  mock  your  workings  in  a  second  body.8 
Question  your  royal  thoughts,  make  the  case  yours  ; 
Be  nowr  the  father,  and  propose  a  son  : 
Hear  your  own  dignity  so  much  profan'd, 
See  your  most  dreadful  laws  so  loosely  slighted, 
Behold  yourself  so  by  a  son  disdained  ; 
And  then  imagine  me  taking  your  part, 
And,  in  your  power,  soft  silencing  your  son  : 
After  this  cold  considerance,  sentence  me  j 
And,  as  you  are  a  king,  speak  in  your  stated 
What  I  have  done,  that  misbecame  my  place, 
My  person,  or  my  liege's  sovereignty. 

Krng.  You  are  right,  justice,  and  you  weigh 
this  well, 
Therefore  still  bear  the  balance,  and  the  sword  : 
And  I  do  wish  your  honours  may  increase, 
Til!  you  do  live  to  see  a  son  of  mine 
Offend  you,  and  obey  you,  as.  I  did. 
So  shall  I  live  to  speak  my  father's  words  ; — 
Uctppj)  am  i,  that  have- a  man  so  bold, 
Thai  dares  do  justice  on  m\j  proper  son  : 
And  not  less  happy,  having  such  a  so,/ , 
That  xiouid  deliver  up  his  greatness  so 

N    N    3 

7  Crown, 
3  Treat  with  contempt  your  acts  executed  by  a  repre- 
sentative. 
*  In  your  regal  character  and  office' 
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Into  the  hands  of  justice. — You  did  commit  me  : 

For  which,  I  do  commit  into  your  hand 

The  unstained  sword  that  you  have  us'd  to  bear ; 

With  this  remembrance, — That  you  use  the  same 

With  the  like  bold,  just,  and  impartial  spirit, 

As  you  have  done  'gainst  me.    There  is  my  hand; 

You  shall  be  as  a  father  to  my  youth : 

My  voice  shall  sound  as  you  do  prompt  mine  ear; 

And  T  will  stoop  and  humble  my  intents 

To  your  well-practis'd,  wise  directions. 

And.  princes  all,  believe  me,,  I  beseech  you; — 
My  father  is  gone  wild  into  his  grave, 
For  in  his  tomb  lie  my  affections ; 
And  with  his  spirit  sadly1  I  survive, 
To  mock  the  expectation  of  the  world ; 
To  frustrate  prophecies  ;   and  to  raze  out 
Rotten  opinion,  who'  hath  writ  me  down 
After  my  seeming.     The  tide  of  blood  in  me 
Hath  proudly  flow'd  in  vanity,  till  now  : 
Now  doth  it  turn,  and  ebb  back  to  the  sea ; 
Where  it  shall  mingle  with  the  state  of  floods. 
And  flow  henceforth  in  formal  majesty. 
Now  call  we  our  high  court  of  parliament  : 
And  let  us  choose  such  limbs  of  noble  counsel, 
That  the  great  body  of  our  state  may  go 
In  equal  rank  with  the  best  govern'd  nation  ; 
That  war,  or  peace,  or  both  at  once,  may  be 

As  things  acquainted  and  familiar  to  us  ; 

In  which  you,  father,  shall  have  foremost  hand. — 

[7  (>  fke  Lord  Chief  Justice. 
Our  coronation  done,   we  will  accite,2 
As  I  before  remembered,  all  our  state:     ' 
And  (God' consigning  to  my  good  intents,) 
No  prince,  nor  peer,  shall  have  just  cause  to  say, — 
Heaven  shorten  Harry's  happy  life  one  day. 

yExemt. 
*  Gravely.  *  Summons. 
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SCENE   III. 

Glostershire.     The  Garden  of  Shallow's  House. 

Enter  Falstaff,   Sh allow,   Silence,    Bar- 
fjolpii,  the  Page,  and  Davy. 

Shal.  Nay,  you  shall  see  mine  orchard  .-where, 
in  an  arbour,  we  will  eat  a  last  year's  pippin  of 
my  own  grafting,  with  a  dish  of  carraways,  and 
so  forth  j — come,  cousin  Silence  3 — and  then  to 
bed. 

Fed.  'Fore  God,  you  have  here  a  goodly  dwell- 
ing, and  a  rich. 

Shal  Barren,  barren,  barren  ;  beggars  all,  beg- 
gars all,  sir  John  : — marry,  good  air.— Spread, 
Davy  ;   spread,  Davy  •  well  said,  Davy. 

f(xl*  This  Davy  serves  you  for  good  uses ;  he  is 
your  serving-man,  and  your  husbandman. 

Shal.  A  good  varlet,  a  good  varlet,  a  very  good 
varlet,  sir  John.— By  the  mass,  1  have  drunk  too 

much  sack  at  supper  : A  good  varlet.     Now 

sit  down,  now  sir  down  : — come,  cousin. 

Si/.  Ah,  sirrah!   quoth-a,— we  shall 

Do  nothing  but  cat,  and  make  good  cheer, 

[Singing, 
And  praise  heaven  for  the  merry  year  ; 
When  flesh  is  cheap  and  females  dear, 
And  lusty  lads  roam  here  and  there, 
So  merrily, 
And  ever  among  so  merrihj. 
FaL    There's  a  merry  heart !— Good  master  Si- 
lence,  Til  give  you  a  health  for  that  anon. 

Shal.  Grve  master  Bardolph  some  wine,  Davy. 

Davy.  Sweet  sir,  sit;  l$eatiltg  Bardolph  and 

the  Page  at  another  tabic.]  I'll  be  with  you  anon  : — 

most  sweet  sir,  sit.-- Master  page,  good  master 
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page^  sit:  proface!*  What  you  want  in  meat, 
we'll  have  in  drink.  But  you  must  bear  5  The 
heart's  all.  [Exit. 

ShaL   Be  merry,    master  Bardolph; — and  my 
little  soldier  there,  be  merry. 

Sil.  Be  merry,  be  merry,  my  ivij'cs  as  all  ;4 

[Singing. 

Tor  uomen  are  shreics,  both  short  and  tall: 

*Tis  merry  in  hall,  when  beards  wag  all, 
And  welcome  merry  shrovc-cidc. 

Be  merry,  be  merri/x  &c. 

Tat.  1  did  not  think,  master  Silence  had  been  a 
man  of  this  mettle. 

Sil.  Who  I  ?  I  have  been  merry  twice  and  once, 
ere  now. 

Re-enter  Davy. 

Dary.  There  is  a  dish  of  leather-coats5  for  you. 
[Setting  them  btjore  Bardolpii. 
ShaL  Davy, — 

(roy.  Your  worship  ? — V\\  be  with  you  straight. 
[7V»  Baud.] — A  cup  of  wine,  sir? 

Sil.  A  cup  of  wine,  ih<;Cs  brisk  and  fine, 

And  drink  unto  the  Uman"  'mine;  [Singing. 

*d  a  merrij  hem  i  tires  !o)nr-a. 
TaL  Well  said,  master  Silence. 
Sil'.  And  we  shall  be  merry  3 — now  comes  in 
the  sweet  of  the  night. 

TaL  Health  and  long  life  to  you,  master  Silence. 
Sil.  Till  the  cup,  and  let  it  cJom'&f  I  . 

.I'/l  pledge  you  a  mile  to  the  bottom. 
ShaL    Honest  Bardolph,    welcome  :     If  thou 
wantest  any  thing,  and  wilt  not  call,  beshrew  thy 
heart. — Welcome,  my  little  tiny  thief;    [To  the 
■ 

3  Italian ■,  much  good  firiay  it  do  you. 

*  As  all  women  are.     5  Apples  commonly  caiieu  russetines. 

*  Sweet  heart. 
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Page.]  and  welcome,  indeed,  too. — I'll  drink  to 
master  Bardolph,  and  to  all  the  cavaleroes n  about 
London. 

JJaut/.  I  hope  to  see  London  once  ere  I  die. 

Bard.   An  1  might  see  you  there,  Davy, — 

ShnL  By  the  mass,  you'll  crack  a  quart  together. 
Ha!  will  you  not,  master  Bardolph  r 

Bard.  Yes,  sir,  in  a  pottle  pot. 

Shal.  I  thank  thee : — The  knave  will  stick  by 
thee,  I  can  assure  thee  that :  he  will  not  out ;  he 
is  true  bred. 

Bard.  And  I'll  stick  by  him,  sir. 

Skal.  Why,  there  spoke  a  king.  Lack  nothing  ; 
be  merry.  [Knocking  heard.]  Look  who's  at  door 
there:   Ho!  who  knocks  >  [Exit  Davy. 

FaL  Why,  now  you  have  done  me  right. 

[To  Silunci;,  who  drinks  a  bumper. 

Si!.  Do  me  right,  [Singing, 

And  dab  me  knight  :g 

SamiffgvJ* 
Is' t  not  so  ? 

FaL  Tis  so. 

Sit.  Is't  so  ?  Why,  then  say,  an  old  man  can  do 
somewhat. 

Re-enter  Davy. 

Davy.  An  it  please  your  worship,  there's  one 
Pistol  come  from  the  court  with  news. 
FaL  From  the  court,  let  him  come  in. — 

Enter  Pistol. 
How  now,  Pistol  ? 

7  Gay  fellows. 

8  He  who  drank  a  bumper  on  his  knees  to  the  health  of 

his  mistress  was  dubb'd  a  knight  for  the  evening. 

9  It  should  be  Domingo;  it  is  part  of  a  song  in  one  of 

Nashe's  plays. 
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Pist.  God  save  you,  sir  John  ! 

Pal.  What  wind  blew  you  hither,  Pistol  ? 

Pist.  Not  the  ill  wind  which  blows  no  man  to 
good. — Sweet  knight,  thou  art  now  one  of  the 
greatest  men  in  the  realm. 

Sil.  By  r  lady,  I  think  'a  be,  but  goodman  Puff 
of  Barson. 

Pist.  PufT? 
Puff  in  thy  teeth,  most  recreant  coward  base  ! — 
Sir  John,  I  am  thy  Pistol,  and  thy  friend, 
And  helter-skelter  have  I  rode  to  thee ; 
And  tidings  do  I  bring,  and  lucky  joys, 
And  golden  times,  and  happy  news  of  price. 

J: at.  I  pr'ythee  now,  deliver  them  like  a  man 
of  tills  world. 

Pist.  A  foutra  for  the  world,  and  worldlings 
base  ! 
I  speak  of  Africa,  and  golden  joys. 

Pal.  O  base  Assyrian  knight,  what  is  thy  newi  I 
Let  king  Cophetua  know  the  truth  thereof. 

Sil.  And  Robin  Hood,  Scarlet,  and  John, 

re 

[Sing*. 

Pist .  Shall  dun ff hill  curs  confront  the  Helicons  ? 
And  shall  good  news  be  baffled  ? 
Then,  Pistol,  lay  thy  head  in  Furies'  lap. 

Shal.  Honest  gentleman,  I  know  not  your  breed- 
ing. 

Pist.  Why  then,  lament  therefore. 

Sfial.  Give  me  pardon,  sir; — If,  sir,  you  come 
with  news  from  the  court,  I  take  it,  there  is  but 
two  ways ;  either  to  utter  them,  or  to  conceal 
them.  I  am,  sir,  under  the  king,  in  some  au- 
thority. 

Put.  Under  which  king*  Bezonian  ?  speak,  or 
die. 

Shal.  Under  king  Harry. 

\i  Harry  the  fourth  ?  or  fifth  ? ! 
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Shal.  Harry  the  fourth. 

Fist,  A  foutra  for  thine  office  ! — 

Sir  John,  thy  tender  lambkin  now  is  king.; 
Harry  the  fifth's  the  man.     I  speak  the  truth  : 
When  Pistol  lies,  do  this  -,  and  fig  me,  like 
The  bragging  Spaniard. 

Fal.  What !   is  the  old  king  dead  ? 

Fist.  As  nail  in  door :  the  things  I  speak,  are 
just. 

Fal,  Away,  Bardolph ;  saddle  my  horse. — - 
Master  Robert  Shallow,  choose  what  office  thou 
wilt  in  the  land,  'tis  thine. — Pistol,  I  will  double- 
charge,  thee  with  dignities. 

Bard.  O  joyful  day  ! — I  would  not  taks  a 
knighthood  for  my  fortune. 

Fist.  What?  I  do  bring  good  news  ? 

Fah.    Carry   master    Silence   to    bed.  — 
Shallow,  ray  lord  Shallow,  be  what  thou  wilt,  I 
am  fortune's  steward.     Get  on  thy  boots;   \ 
ride  all  night :— O,   sweet  Pistol: — Away,  Bar- 
dolph.    \_Exit  Bard.]— Come,  Pistol,  utter  more 
to  me  5  and,  withal,  devise  something,  to  do  thy- 
self good. — Boot,  boot,  master  Shallow.;   I  ki, 
the  young  king  is  sick  for  me.     Let  us  take  any 
man's  horses ;  the  laws  of  England  are  at  my 
commandment.    Happy  are  they  which  have  been 
my  friends ;  and  woe  to  my  lord  chief  justice  ! 

Fist.  Let  vultures  vile  seize  on  his  lungs  also! 
Where  in  the  life  that  late  I  led,  say  tbey  : 
Why,  here- it  is ;  Welcome  these  pleasant  days. 

[Exeunt* 
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SCENE  IV. 

London.     A  Street. 

Euter  Beadles,  droggwg  in  Hostess  Quickly,  and 
Doll  Tear-sheet. 

Host.  No,  thou  arrant  knave ;  I  would  I  might 
die,  that  I  might  have  thee  hanged:  thou  hast 
drawn  my  shoulder  out  of  joint. 

1  Bead.  The  constables  have  delivered  her  over 
to  me;  and  she  shall  have  whipping-cheer  enough, 
I  warrant  her :  There  hath  been  a  man  or  two 
lately  killed  about  her. 

Dot.  Nut-hook,  nat-hook,9 you  lie.  Come  on; 
I'll  tell  thee  what,  thou  damned  tripe-visaged  ras- 
cal ;  an  the  child  I  now  go  with,  do  miscarry, 
thou  badst  berter  thou  hadst  struck  thy  mother, 
thou  paper-faced  villain. 

host.  O  the  Lord,  that  sir  John  were  come  ! 
he  would  make  this  a  bloody  day  to  somebody. 
But  I  pray  God  the  fruit  of  her  womb  miscarry ! 

i  Head.  If  it  do,  you  shall  have  a  dozen  of 
cushions '  again ;  you  have  but  eleven  now.  Come, 
I  charge  you  both  go  with  me  5  for  the  man  is 
dead,  that  you  and  Pistol  beat  among  you. 

Dot.  I'll  tell  thee  what,  thou  thin  man  in  a 
censer !  I  will  have  you  as  soundly  swinged  for 
this,  you  blue-bottle  rogue  !2  you  filthy  famished 
correctioner  !  if  you  be  not  swinged,  I'lLforswear 
half-kirtles* 

1  Bead.  Come,  come,  you  she  knight-errant, 
come. 

9  A  term  of  reproach  for  a  catchpoll. 

1  To  stuff  her  out  to  counterfeit  pregnancy. 

r  Beadles  usually  wore  a  blue  livery.  3  Short  cloaks, 
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Host.  O,  that  right  should  thus  overcome  might! 
Well ,  of  sufferance  comes  ease. 

Vol.  Come,  you  rogue,  come ;  bring  me  to  a 
justice. 

Host.  Ay  j  come,  you  starved  blood-hound. 

Vol.  Goodman  death  !  goodman  bones  ! 

Host.  Thou  atomy  thou  ! 

Dot.  Come,  you  thin  thing ;  come,  you  rascal ! 

1  Bead.  Very  well.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

A  public  Place  near  Westminster  Abbey. 

Enter  Two  Grooms,  strewing  Rushes. 

1  Groom.  More  rashes,  more*  rushes. 

2  Groom.  The  trumpets  have  sounded  twice. 

1  Groom.  It  will  be  two  o'clock  ere  they  come 
from  the  coronation  :  Despatch,  despatch. 

\_Extunt  Grooms. 

Enter    Falstaff     Shallow,    P;stol,   Bar- 
do  ltii,  and  the  Page. 

Fal.  Stand  here  by  me,  master  Robert  Shallow; 
I  will  make  the  king  do  you  grace :  I  will  leer 
upon  him,  as  'a  comes  by  ;  and  do  but  mark  the 
countenance  that  he  will  give  me. 

Fist.  God  bless  thy  lungs,  good  knight. 

Fal.  Come  here,  Pistol  5  stand  behind  me  — 
O,  if  I  had  had  time  to  have  made  new  liveries,  1 
would  have  bestowed  the  thousand  pound  I  bor- 
rowed of  you.  [To  Shallow.]  But  'tis  no  matter; 
this  poor  show  doth  better:  this  doth  infer  the 
zeal  I  had  to  see  him. 

Shal.  It  doth  so. 

Fal.  It  shows  my  earnestness  of  affection, 

VOL.  IV.  O  U 
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Shal.  It  doth  so. 

Fal.  My  devotion. 

Shal.  It  doth,  it  doth,  it  doth. 

Fal.  As  it  were,  to  ride  day  and  night;  and 
not  to  deliberate,  not  to.  remember,  not  to  have 
patience  to  shift  me. 

Shal.  It  is  most  certain. 

leal.  But  to  stand  stained  with  travel,  and  sweat- 
ing with  desire  to  see  him  :  thinking  of  nothing 
else  3  putting  all  affairs  else  in  oblivion  5  as  if  there 
were  nothing  else  to  be  done,  but  to  see  him. 

Put.  'Tis  semper  idem,  for  absque  hoc  nih'U  t'st:* 
'Tis  all  in  every  part. 

Shal.  'Tis  so,  indeed. 

Fiff.  My  knight,  I  will  inflame  thy  noble  liver, 
And  make  thee  rage. 

Thy  Doll,  and  Helen  of  thy  noble  thoughts, 
Is  in  base  durance,  and  contagious  prison ; 
Haul'd  thither 

By  most  mechanical  and  dirty  hand  : — 
Rouze  up  revenge  from  ebon  den  with  fell  Alecto's 

snake, 
For  Doll  is  in  ;  Pistol  speaks  nought  bat  truth. 

Fal.  I  will  deliver  her. 

[Shouts  xciihh},  and  the  Trumpets  sound 

Fist.  There  roar'd  the  sea,  and  trumpet-clangor 
sounds. 

Daier  the  King  and  his  Train,  the  Chief  Justice. 

among  thehi. 

•*■ 

Fal.  God  save  thy  grace,  king  Hal!  mv  royal 
Hal ! 

Fist.  The  heavens  thee  guard  and  keep,  most 
royal  imp 5  of  fame  ! 

/  W.  God  save  thee,  my  sweet  boy  ! 

,',  i^   4    'Tis  all  in  all,  and  all  in  every  part. 
5  Child,  oilypring. 
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King.  My  lord  chief  justice,  speak  to  that  vain 

man. 
Gh.  Just.  Have  you  your  wits  ?  know  you  what 

'tis  you  speak  ? 
Fat.  My  king  !  my  Jove !  I  speak  to  thee,  my 

heart ! 
King.    1  know  thee  not,  old  man:  Fall  to  thy 
prayers  j 
How  ill  white  hairs  become  a  fool,  and  jester  ! 
I  have  long  clream'd  of  such  a  kind  of  man, 
So  surfeit-swell' d,  so  old,  and  so  profane ; 
But,  being  awake,  I  do  despise  my  dream. 
Make  less  thy  body,  hence,5  and  more  thy  grace ; 
Leave  gormandizing;  know,  the  grave  doth  gape 
For  thee  thrice  wider  than  for  other  rr-en  : — 
Reply  not  to  me  with  a  fool-born  jest  5 
Presume  not,  that  I  am  the  thing  I  was  : 
For  heaven  doth  know,  so  shall  the  world  perceive, 
That  I  have  turn'd  away  my  former  self; 
So  will  I  those  that  kept  me  company. 
When  thou  dost  hear  I  am  as  I  have  been, 
Approach  me ;  and  thou  shalt  be  as  thou  wast, 
The  tutor  and  the  feeder  of  my  riots  : 
Till  then,  I  banish  thee,  on  pain  of  death,— 
As  I  have  done  the  rest  of  my  misleaders,- — 
Not  to  come  near  our  person  by  ten  mile. 
For  competence  of  life,  I  will  allow  you  ; 
That  lack  of  means  enforce  you  not  to  evil : 
And,  as  we  hear  you  do  reform  yourselves, 
We  will, — according  to  your  strength,  and  quali- 
ties,— 
Give  you  advancement. — Be  it  your  charge,  my 

lord, 
To  see  perform'd  the  tenor  of  our  word. — 
Set  on. y  j  [Bxeuni  King,  afid  Ids  Train . 

oo2 
5  Henceforward. 
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FaL  Master  Shallow,  I  owe  you  a  thousand 
pound. 

Shal.  Ay,  marry,  sir  John;  which  I  beseech  you 
to  let  me  have  home  with  me. 

FaL  That  can  hardly  be,  master  Shallow.  Do 
not  you  grieve  at  this  5  I  shall  be  sent  for  in  private 
to  him:  look  you,  he  must  seem  thus  to  the  world. 
Fear  not  your  advancement  5  I  will  be  the  man  yet, 
that  shall  make  you  great. 

Skal.  I  cannot  perceive  how  5  unless  you  give 
me  your  doublet,  and  stuff  me  out  with  straw.  I 
beseech  you,  good  sir  John,  let  me  have  five  hun- 
dred of  my  thousand. 

FaL  Sir,  I  will  be  as  good  as  my  word :  this 
that  you  heard,  was  but  a  colour. 

Shal.  A  colour,  1  fear,  that  you  will  die  in,  sir 
John. 

FaL  Fear  no  colours  5  go  with  me  to  dinner. 
Come,  lieutenant  Pistol 5— come,  Bardolph:— I 
shall  be  sent  for  soon  at  night. 

Re-enter  Prince  John,  the  Chief  Justice,  Officers, 

Ch.  Just.    Go,    carry  sir  John  FalstafF  to  the 
Fleet ; 
Take  all  his  company  along  with  him. 

FaL  My  lord,  my  lord, 

Ch.  Just.  I  cannot  now  speak  :  I  will  hear  you 
soon. 
Take  them  away. 

Pist.  Si  fori  una  me  tormenta,  spcro  me  conlenta. 
[Exeunt  Fal.  Shal.  Pist.  B.ard.  Page, 
and  Officers. 
P.  John.  J  like  this  fair  proceeding  of  the  kings : 
He  hath  intent,  his  wonted  followers 
Shall  all  be  very  well  provided  for ; 
But  all  are  ba^ish'd,  till  their  conversations 
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1  Appear  more  wise  and  modest  to  the  world. 

Ch.  J*st.  And  so  they  are. 

P.  John,  The  king  hath  call'd  his  parliament, 
my  lord. 

Ch.Jnst.  He  hath. 

P.  John.  I  will  lay  odds, — that,  ere  this  year 
expire, 
We  bear  our  civil  swords,  and  native  fire, 
As  far  as  France:  I  heard  a  bird  so  sing, 
Whose  inusick,  to  my  thinking,  pleas'd  the  king. 
Come,  will  you  hence  ?  [Exeunt. 


I  fancy  every  reader,  when  lie  ends  this  play,  cries  out 
with  Desdc-  r:oua,  J*  O  most  lame  an. I  impotent  conclusion! ' ' 
As  this  play  was  not,  to  our  knowledge,  divided  into  Acts 
by  the  author,  I  cculd  oe  content  to  conclude  it  with  the 
death  of  Henry  the  Fourth  : 

44  In  th;it  Jerusalem  shall  Harry  die." 

These  scenes,  which  now  make  the  rir'ih  Act  of  Henry 
the  Fourth,  might  then  be  the  first  of  Henry  the  Fifth ;  but 
the  truth  is,  that  they  do  not  unite  very  commodiously  to 
either  play.  When  these  plays  were  represented,  I  believe 
they  ended-as  they  are  now  ended  in  the  books;  but  Shak- 
i>peare  seems  to  have  designed  that  the  whole  series  of  action, 
from  the  beginning  of  Richard  the  $e*ond\  to  the  end  of 
Henry  the  F/ftt*  should  be  considered  by  the  reader  as  one 
work  upon  one -plan,  only  broken  into  parts  by  the  neces- 
sity of  exhibition 

None  of  Snakspeare's  plays  are  more  read  than  the  'First 
and  Second  Farts  if  Henry  i Lie  Fourth.  Perhaps  no  author 
has  ever,  in  two  plays,  afforded  so  much  delight.  The 
great  events  are  interesting,  for  the  fate  of  kingdoms  de- 
pends upon  them  ;  the  slighter  occurrences  are  diverting, 
and,  except  one  or  two,  sufficiently  probable;  the  inci- 
dents are  multiplied  with  wonderful  fertility  of  invention, 
and  the  characters  diversified  with  the  utmost  nicety  of 
discernment,  and  the  profoundest  skill  in  the  nature  of 
man. 

The  Prince,  who  is  the  hero  both  of  the  comick  and  tra- 
eick  part,  is  a  young  man  of  great  abilities  and  violent 
passions,  whose  sentiments  are  right,  though  his  actions 
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are  wrong;  whose  virtues  are  obscured  by  negligence,  and 
whose  understanding  is  dissipated  by  levity.  In  his  idle 
hours  he  is  rather  loose  than  wicked  ;  and  when  the  occa- 
sion forces  out  his  latent  qualities,  he  is  great  without 
effort,  and  brave  without  tumult.  The  trifier  is  roused 
into  a  hero,  and  the  hero  again  reposes  in  the  trifier.  The 
character  is  great,  original,  and  just. 

Percy  is  a  rugged  soldier,  choieiick  and  quarrelsome,  and 
has  only  the  soldier's  virtues,  generosity  anct  courage. 
.  But  Falstaff  unimitated,  unimitable  Falstaif^  how  shall 
I  describe  thee?  thou  compound  of  sense  and  vice;  of 
sense  which  may  be  admired,  but  not  esteemed  ;  of  vice 
which  may  be  despised,  but  hardly  detested.  Falstaff  is  a 
character  loaded  with  faults,  and  with  those  faults  Which 
naturally  produce  contempt.  He  is  a  thief  and  a  glutton, 
a  coward  and  a  boaster,  always  ready  to  cheat  the  weak, 
and  prey  upon  the  poor;  to  terrify  the  timorous,  and  in- 
sult the  defenceless.  At  once  obsequious  and  malignant, 
he  satirizes  in  their  absence  those  whom  he  lives  by  flatter- 
ing. He  is  familiar  with  the  prince  only  as  an  agent  of 
vice,  but  of  this  familiarity  he  is  so  proud,  as  not  only  to 
be  supercilious  and  haughty  with  common  menr  but  to 
think  his  interest  of  importance  to  the  Duke  of  Lancaster. 
Yet  the  man  thus  corrupt,  thus  despicable,  makes  him- 
self necessary  to  the  prince  that  despises  him,  by  the  most 
pleasing  of  all  qualities,  perpetual  gaiety;  by  an  unfail- 
ing power  of  exciting  laughter,  which  is  the  more  freely 
indulged,  as  his  wit  is  not  of  the  splendid  or  ambitious 
kind,  but  consits  in  easy  scapes  and  sallies  of  jevicy,  whjfill 
make  sport,  but  raise  no  envy.  It  must  be  observed,  that 
he  is  stained  with  no  enormous  or  sanguinary  crime 
that  his  licentiousness  is  not  so  offensive  but  that  it  may 
be  borne  for  his  mirth. 

The  moral  to  be  drawn  from  this  representation  is, 
that  no  man  is  more  dangerous  than  he  that,  with  a  will 
to  corrupt,  hath  the  power  to  please;  and  that  neither  wit 
nor  honesty  ought  to  think  themselves  safe  with  such  a 
companion,  when  they  see  Henry  seduced  by  i'a! stall". 

JOHNSON. 

Mr.  Upton  thinks  these  two  plays  improperly  called 
the  First  and  Second  Parts  of  Henry  the  Fourth.  The  first 
play  ends,  he  says,  with  the  peaceful  settlement  of  Henry 
in  the  kingdom  by  the  defeatof  the  rebels.  This  is  hardly 
true  5  for  the  rebels  are  not  yet  finally  suppressed.  The 
second,  he  tells  us,  shows  Henry  the  Fifth  in  the  various 
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lights  of  a  good-natured  rake,  till,  on  his  father's  death 
he  assumes  a  more  manly  character.     This  is  true:  but 
tlus  representation  g  ves  us  no  idea  of  a  dramatick  action 
These  two  plays  wdl  appear  to  every  reader,  who  shali 
peruse  them  without  ambition  of  critical  di  coveries    to 
be  so  connected,  that  the  secend  is  merely  a  sequel  to 'the 
first ,  to  be  two  only  because  they  are  too  long  to  be  one. 
*  Johnson. 


EPILOGUE 

Spoken  by  a  Dancer. 


FIRST,  my  fear ;  then,  my  court's  if:  last,  my 
speech.  My  fear  is,  your  displeasure;  my  court\sy, 
my  duty ;  and  my  speech,  to  beg  your  pardons,  if 
you  look  for  a  good  speech  now,  you  undo  we :  fur 
what  J  hive  to  say,  is  of  nunc  own  ma  Ling;  and 
what,  indeed,  J  should  say,  will,  I  doubt,  prove 
mine  own  marring.  But  to  the  purpose,  and  so  to 
the  venture. — Be  if  known  to  you,  (as  it  is  very  well,) 
I  was  lately  lure  in  the  end  m  a  displeasing  play, 
to  pray  your  patience  for  it,  and  to  promise  you  a 
better.  1  did  mean,  indeed,  to  pay  you  with  this; 
ichich,  if,  like  an  ill  venture,  it  come  unluckily 
home,  1  break,  and  you,  my  gentle  creditors,  lose. 
Here,  1  promised  you,  I  would  be,  and  here  I 
commit  my  body  to  your  -mercies:  bate  me  swift,  and 
1  will  pay  you  some,  and,  as  most  debtors  do,  pro- 
mise  you  infinitely. 

If  my  tongue  cannot  entreat  you  to  acquit  me, 
xvill  you  command  me  to  use  hiy  legs  ?  and  yet  that 
were  but  light  payment, — to  dance  out  of  your  debt. 
But  a  good  conscience  will  make  any  possible  satis- 
faction, and  so  will  I.  All  the  gentlewomen  here 
have  forgiven  mc ;  if  the  gentlemen  will  not,  then 
the  gentlemen  do  not  agree  with  the  gentlewomen, 
'which  was  never  seen  before  in  such  an  assembly. 

One  word  more,  1  beseech  you.  If  you  be  not 
too  much  cloyed  with  fat  meat,  our  humble  author 
will  continue  the  story,  with  Sir  John  in  it,   and 
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mtiKC  you  merry  with  fair  Katharine  of  Francr : 
where,  J'or  any  thing  1  hnow,  Faljiajf  shall  die  of 
a  sweat,  unless  already  he  be  killed  with  your  hard 
opinions  ;  jar  Oldcastle  died  a  martyr,  and  this  is 
not  the  man.  Mjj  tongue  is  weary;  when  my  legs 
are  too,  1  will  bid  you  good  night :  and  so  kneel 
down  before  you; — but,  indeed,  to  pray  j'or  the 
queen/ 


6 


6  Most  of  the  ancient  interludes  conclude  with  a  prayer 
for  the  King  or  Queen.  Hence,  perhaps,  the  Vbvani  Rex 
&  Bregma,  at  the  bottom  of  our  modern  play-bills. 


END    OF    VOLUME    FOURTH, 


C.  Baldwin,  Printer, 
New  Bridge-street,  London. 
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